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PREFACE 


Oxce upon a time it was held to be a coarse and shocking 
circumstance, that some of the characters in these pages 
are chosen from the most criminal and degraded of London’s 
population 

As I saw no reason, when I wrote this book, why the 
dregs of life (so long as then speech did not offend the ear) 
should not serve the purpose of a moral, as well as its froth 
and cream, I made bold to believe that this same Once upon 
a tune would not piove to be All-time or even a long tune 
I saw many strong reasons for pursuing my course. I had 
read of thieves by scores ; seductive fellows (amiable for the 
most part), faultless m dress, plump m pocket, choice in 
horse-flesh, bold in bearing, fortunate m gallantry, great at 
a song, a bottle, pack of cards or dice-box, and fit companions 
for the bravest. But I had never met (except in Hogarth) 
with the miserable reality It appeared to me that to draw 
a knot of such associates in cmne as really did exist, to paint 
them m all then deformity, in all then wretchedness, in ,-all 
the squalid misery of their lives, to show them as they really 
R ere, for ever sk ulkin g uneasily through the dirtiest paths of 
kfe, with the great black ghastly gallows closing up then 
prospect, turn them where they might, it appeared to me 
that to do this, would be to attempt a something which was 
needed, and which would be a service to society. And 
I did it as I best could 

In every hook I know, where such characters are treated 
of, allurements and fascinations aie thrown around them. 
Even m the Beggar’s Opera, the thieves are represented 
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as leading a life which is rather to be envied than other 
wise while Macheath, with all the captivations of com 
mand, and the devotion of the most beautiful girl and only 
pure character in the piece, is as much to be admired and 
emulated by weak beholders, as any fine gentleman m a red 
coat who has purchased, as Voltaire says, the light to 
command a couple of thousand men, 01 so, and to affront 
death at their head J ohnson’s question, whether any man 

will turn thief because Macheath is reprieved, seems to me 
beside the matter I ask myself, whethei any man will be 
deterred from turning thief, because of Macheath s being 
sentenced to death, and because of the existence of Peachum 
and Lockit , and remembering the captain’s roaring life, 
great appearance, vast success, and strong advantages, I feel 
assured that nobody having a bent that way will take any 
warning from him, or will see anything in the play but 
a flowery and pleasant load, conducting an honourable 
ambition— m course of time— to Tyburn Tree 

In fact, Gay’s witty satire on society had a general object, 
which made him quite regardless of example in this respect, 
and gave him other and wider aims The same may be said 
of Sir Edward Bulwei’s admirable and powerful novel of 
Paul Clifford, which cannot be fairly considered as having, 
or as being intended to have, any bearing on this part of the 
subject, one way or othei 

What manner of life is that which is described in these 

f i 

pages, as the everyday existence of a Thief? What charms 
has it for the young and ill disposed, what allurements for 
the most jolter-headed of juveniles Here are no canter- 
mgs on moonlit heaths, no merry makings m the snuggest 
of all possible caverns, none of the attractions of dress, no 
embroidery, no lace, no jack-boots, no cnmson coats and 
ruffles, none of the dash and freedom with which “the 
road” has been time out of mind invested The cold wet 
shelterless midnight streets of London , the foul and fiowsy 
dens, wlieie vice is closely packed and lacks the room to 
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turn ; the haunts of hunger and disease , the shabby rags 
that scarcely hold together , where aie the attractions of 
these things? 

There are people, however, of so refined and delicate 
a nature, that they cannot bear the contemplation of such 
horrors. Not that they turn instinctively from crime , but 
that criniinnl characters, to suit them, must be, like their 
meat, m delicate disguise. A Massaroni m gieen velvet is 
an enchanting creature , but a Sikes in fustian is msuppoit- 
able. A Mrs. Massaroni, being a lady m short petticoats 
and a fancy dress, is a thing to imitate m tableaux and 
have m lithograph on pretty songs , but a Nancy, being 
a creature m a cotton gown and cheap shawl, is not to be 
thought of. It is wondeiful how Virtue turns from dirty 
stockings , and how Vice, married to ribbons and a little 
gay attire, changes hei name, as wedded ladies do, and 
becomes Romance 

But ns the stein truth, even m the dress of this (in novels) 
much exalted race, was a part of the puipose of this book, 
I did not, for these readers, abate one hole in the Dodger’s 
coat, or one scrap of curl-paper m Nancy’s dishevelled hair 
I had no faith in the delicacy which could not bear to look 
upon them I had no desire to make proselytes among 
such people. I had no lespect for their opinion good or 
had , did not covet then approval , and did not write for 
their amusement 

It has been observed of Nancy that hei devotion to the 
brutal house-breakei does not seem natural. And it has 
been objected to Sikes in the same breath — with some 
inconsistency, ns I venture to think — that he is surely ovei- 
drnwn, because in him theie would appear to be none of 
those redeeming traits which are objected to as unnatural 
in his mistress. Of the lattei objection I will merely 
remark, that I fear theie aie in the world some insensible 
find callous natures that do become utterly and mcmably 
had Whethei this be so or not, of one thing I am certain* 

nr. A3 
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that there are such men as Sikes, who, being closely followed 
through the same space of time and through the same 
current of circumstances, would not give, by the action 
of a moment, the faintest indication of a better nature. 
Whether every gentler human feeling is dead within such 
bosoms, or the proper chord to strike has rusted and is hard 
to find, I do not pretend to know , but that the fact is as 
I state it, I am sure 

It is useless to discuss whether the conduct and character 
of the girl seems natural or unnatural, probable or improb- 
able*, right or wrong It is true Every man who has 
watched these melancholy shades of life, must know it to 
be so From the first mtioduction of that poor wretch, to 
her laying her blood-stained head upon the robbers breast, 
there is not a word exaggerated or over- wrought It is 
emphatically God’s tiuth, for it is the truth He leaves m 
such depraved and miserable breasts , the hope yet lingering 
theie , the lost fair drop of water at the bottom of the weed- 
choked well It involves the best and worst shades of our 
nature, much 'of its ugliest hues, and something of its most 
beautiful , it is a contradiction, an anomaly, an apparent 
impossibility , but it is a truth I am glad to have had it 
doubted, for m that circumstance I should find a sufficient 
assurance (if I wanted any) that it needed to be told 

In the year one thousand eight hundred and fifty, it was 
publicly declared in London by an amazing Alderman, that 
Jacob’s Island did not exist, and never had existed Jacob’s 
Island continues to exist (like an ill-bred place as it is) in 
the year one thousand eight hundred and sixty seven, though 
improved and much changed 
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OLIVER TWIST 

CHAPTER I 

TREATS OF THE PLACE WHERE OLIVER TWIST WAS BORN, 
AND OF THE CIRCUMSTANCES ATTENDING HIS BIRTH 

Ajioxg otliei public buildings in u certain town, winch for 
many leasons it will be prudent to refrain horn mentioning, 
and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one 
anciently common to most towns, great or small to wit, 
a workhouse ; and in this workhouse was bom , on a day 
and date which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch 
as it can be of no possible consequence to the reader, in this 
stage of the business at all events , the item of mortality 
wliose name is prefixed to the head of this chapter. 

For a long time aftei it was usheied into this world of 
sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained 
a matter of considerable doubt whether the child would 
Huvive to beai any name at all , in which case it is some- 
"hat more than probable that these memoirs would nevei 
hni e appeared , or, if they had that being comprised within 
a couple of pages they would have possessed the inestimable 
merit of being the most concise and faithful specimen of 
biography, extant in the hteratiue of any age or countiy. 

Although I am not disposed to maintain that the being 
horn m a woikhouse, is m itself the most fortunate and 
enviable circumstance that can possibly befall a human 
being, I do mean to say that in this paihculai instance, it 
Was the best thmfg for Oliver Twist that could by possibility 
ha\e occurred The fact is, that there was considerable 
difficulty in inducing Olivei to take upon himself the office 
of respiration, — a ti oublesorue practice, but one which custom 
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lias lendered necessary to our easy existence , and for some 
time he lay gasping on a little flock mattress, rathei un- 
equally poised between this world and the next the balance 
being decidedly in favour of the lattei Now, if, during this 
brief period, Ohvei had been sui rounded by careful grand- 
mothers, anxious aunts, experienced nurses, and doctors of 
profound wisdom, he would most inevitably and indubitably 
have been killed in no time There being nobody by, how 
ever, but a paupei old woman, who was rendered rather 
misty by an unwonted allowance of beer , and a parish 
surgeon who did suoh matters by contract , Oliver and 
Nature fought out the point between them The lesult 
was, that, after a few struggles, Oliver breathed, sneezed, 
and proceeded to adveitise to the inmates of the workhouse 
the fact of a new buiden having been imposed upon the 
parish, by setting up as loud a ciy as could reasonably have 
been expected from a male infant who had not been possessed 
of that very useful appendage, a voice, for a much longei 
space of time than three minutes and a quarter 

As Oliver gave this first proof of the free and proper 
j action of Ins lungs, the patchwork coverlet which was 
carelessly flung ovei the iron bedstead, rustled , the pale 
face of a young woman was raised feebly from the pillow , 
and a faint voice imperfectly articulated the woids, “Let 
me see the child, and die ' 

The surgeon had been sitting with his face turned towaids 
the fire giving the palms of I119 hands a warm and a rub 
alternately As the young woman spoke, he rose, and 
advancing to the bed's head, said, with more kindness than 
might have been expected of him 

“ Oh, you must not talk about dying yet 99 
“ Lor bless her dear heart, no I ” interposed the nurse, 
hastily depositing m her pocket a green glass bottle, the 
contents of which she had been tasting m a corner with 
evident satisfaction “Lor bless her dear heart, when she 
has lived as long as I have, sir, and had thirteen children 
of her own, and all on 'em dead except two, and them m the 
wurkus with me, she’ll know better than to take on in that 
way, bless her dear heart I Think what it is to be a mother, 
there's a dear young lamb, do ” % 

Appaiently this consolatory perspective of a mother's 
piospeetS failed in producing its due effect The patient shook 
her head, and stretched out her hand towards the child 
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The surgeon deposited it in her arms She imprinted hei 
cold white lips passionately on its forehead , passed her hands 
over her face , gazed wildly round , shuddered , fell back — 
and died They chafed her breast, hands, and temples ; but 
the blood had stopped for ever. They talked of hope and 
comfort. They had been sti angers too long 
“Its all ovei, Mrs Thingummy 1 ’' said the suigeon 
at last 

“Ah, poor dear, so it is > ’ said the nurse, picking up the 
cork of the green bottle, which had fallen out on the pillow, 
as she stooped to take up the child. “ Poor dear 1 
“You needn’t mind sendmg up to me, if the child cues, 
nurse,” said the surgeon, putting on his gloves with great 
deliberation. “It’s very likely it will be tioublesome Give 
it a little gruel if it is.” He put on his hat, and, pausing 
by the bed-syie on his way to the door, added, “ She was 
a good-lookmg girl, too , wheie did she come from <? ’ 

“ She was brought here last night,” leplied the old woman, 
“by the overseer’s ordei. She was found lying m the street 
She had walked some distance, for her shoes weie worn to 
pieces ; but where she came from 01 where she was going 
to, nobody knows ” 

The surgeon leaned ovei the body, and laised the left 
hand “The old story,” he said, shaking Ins head* “no 
wedding-ring, I see Ah 1 Good night 1 ’’ 

The medical gentleman walked away to dinner ; and the 
nurse, having once more applied herself to the green bottle, 
Bat down on a low chan before the file, and proceeded to 
dress the infant 

What an excellent example of the powei of dress, young 
Oliver Tvust was 1 "Wrapped in the blanket which had 
lutherto formed his only covering, he might have been the 
child of a nobleman or a beggar , it would have been hnid 
for the haughtiest stranger to have assigned him his proper 
station in society But now that he was enveloped in the 
old calico robes winch had grown yellow in the same service, 
he was badged and ticketed, and fell into his place at once 
— a parish child — the orphan of a workhouse — the humble, 
half-starved drudge — to be cuffed and buffeted through the 
World — despised by all, and pitied by none 

Olivei cried lustily. * If he could have known that he was 
an orphan, left to the tender mercies of churchwardens and 
overseers, perhaps he would have cued the loudei. 
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TREATS OF OLIVER TWIST’S GROWTH, EDUCATION, 
AND BOARD 

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim 
of a systematic course of treachery and deception He was 
brought up by hand The hungry and destitute situation 
of the mfant orphan was duly reported by t\he workhouse 
authonties to the parish authorities. The parish autho 
rities inquired with dignity of the workhouse authorities, 
whether there was no female then domiciled m “the house’ 
who was in a situation to impart to Oliver Twist, the 
consolation and nourishment of which he stood m need 
The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that theie 
was not. Upon this, the parish authorities magnanimously 
and humanely resolved, that Oliver should be “farmed,” 
or, m othei words, that he should be despatched to a branch- 
workhouse some three miles off, where twenty or thirty 
other juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled about 
the floor all day, without the inconvenience of too much 
food or too much clothing, under the parental superintend 
ence of an eldeily female, who received the culprits at and 
for the consideration of sevenpence-lialfpenny per small 
head pei week, Sevenpenee halfpenny’s worth pel week 
is a good round diet for a child , a great deal may be got 
for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite enough to overload its 
stomach, and make it uncomfortable The elderly female 
was a woman of wisdom and experience , she knew what 
was good for children , and she had a very accurate pei 
ception of what was good for herself So, she appropriated 
the greater part of the weekly stipend to hei own use, and 
consigned the using parochial generation to even a shorter 
allowance than was originally provided foi them Theieby 
finding m the lowest depth a deeper still , and piovmg her 
self a very great experimental philosophei 
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Everybody knows the story of another experimental 
philosopher who had a great theory about a horse being 
able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so 
well, that he got his own horse down to a straw a day, and 
would unquestionably have rendered lnm a very spirited 
and rampacious animal on nothing at all, if he had not died, 
four-and-twenty hours before he was to have had his first 
comfortable bait of air Unfortunately foi the experimental 
philosophy of the female to whose protecting care Oliver 
Twist was delivered over, a similai result usually attended 
the operation of her system , for at the very moment when 
a child had contrived to exist upon the smallest possible 
portion of the weakest possible food, it did perversely 
happen in eight and a half cases out of ten, either that it 
sickened from want and cold, or fell into the fire from 
neglect, or got half-smotheied by accident, m any one of 
winch cases, the miseiable little being was usually sum- 
moned into anothei world, and there gathered to the 
fathers it had never known m this 

Occasionally, when theie was some more than usually 
interesting inquest upon a parish child who had been over- 
looked m turning up a bedstead or madvertently scalded 
to death when theie happened to be a washing — though the 
latter accident was very scarce, anything approaching to a 
washing being of rare occurrence m the farm — the jury 
would take it into their heads to ask tioublesome questions 
or the parishioners would lebelhously affix their signatures 
to a remonstrance But these impertinences were speedily 
checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony 
of the beadle , the formei of whom had always opened the 
body and found nothing inside (which was very probable 
indeed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever 
the parish wanted , which was very self-devotional Be- 
sides, the board made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, 
and always sent the beadle the day before, to say they weie 
going The cluldien weie neat and clean to behold, when 
they went , and what more would the people have ! 

It cannot be expected that this system of farming would 
produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant crop Olivei 
Twists ninth birth-day found him a pale thm child some- 
what diminutive in stature, and decidedly small m circum- 
ference But nature or inheritance had implanted a good 
sturdy spirit in Oliver s breast It had had plenty of 100m to 

r 
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expand, thanks to the spare diet of the establishment , and 
perhaps to this circumstance may be attributed his having 
any ninth birth-day at all. Be this as it may, however, it 
was his ninth birth- day , and he was keeping it in the coal- 
cellar with a select party of two other young gentlemen, 
who, after participating with him m a sound thrashing, had 
been locked up for atrociously presuming to be hungry, 
when Mrs Mann, the good lady of the house, was unex- 
pectedly startled by the apparition of Mr Bumble, the 
beadle, striving to undo the wicket of the garden-gate 
“ Goodness gracious ! Is that you, Mr Bumble, sir ? 99 
said Mrs Mann, thrusting her head out of the window in 
well-affected ecstasies of joy “(Susan, take Oliver and 
them two brats up stairs, and wash 'em directly) My 
heart ahve ! Mr Bumble, how glad I am to Bee you, 
siue ly ! ” 

Now, Mr Bumble was a fat man, and a choleric , so, in- 
stead of lespondmg to tins open-hearted salutation in a 
kindred spirit, he gave the little wicket a tremendous shake, 
and then bestowed upon it a kick which could have 
j emanated from no leg but a beadles 

“Lor, only think, ” said Mrs. Mann, lunning ont, — foi the 
three boys had been removed by this time, — “ only think 
of that I That I should have forgotten that the gate was 
bolted on the inside, on account of them dear children I 
Walk in, sir , walk m, pray, Mi Bumble, do, sn ” 

Although this invitation was accompanied with a curtsey 
that might have softened the heart of a churchwarden, it 
by no means mollified the beadle 

“Do you think this lespectful or proper conduct, Mrs 
Mann,” inquned Mi Bumble, grasping his cane, “to keep 
the parish officers a waiting at your garden gate, when they 
come here upon porochiol business connected with the 
poioclual 01 phans? Are you aweer, Mrs Mann, that you 
are, as I may say, a porochial delegate, and a stipendiaiy ?” 

“ I’m sure, Mr Bumble, that I was only a telling one or 
two of the dear children as is so fond of you, that it was 
you a coming/' replied Mrs Mann with great humility 
Mr Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical poweis and 
his importance He had displayed the one, and vindicated 
the other He relaxed 

“Well, well, Mrs Mann,” he leplied m a calirrei tone, 
“it may be os you say, it may be Lead the way in, 
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Mrs. Mann, for I come on business, and have something 
to say. 1 

Mrs. Mann usheied the beadle mto a small pailour with 
. a bnck floor , placed a seat for him , and officiously de- 
posited his cocked hat and cane on the table before him 
Mr Bumble wiped from his forehead the perspiration which 
hisualkhad engendered, glanced complacently at the cocked 
bat, and smiled Yes, he smiled Beadles are but men , 
and Mr Bumble smiled 

“ Now don’t you be offended at n hat I m a going to say,” 
observed Mrs Mann, with captivating sweetness “ You’ve 
had a long walk, you know, or I wouldn’t mention it Now, 
will you take a little drop of somethmk, Mr. Bumble "?” 

* Not a drop Not a drop,” said Mr Bumble, waving his 
right hand in a, dignified, but placid manner 

“I think you will,’ said Mrs Mann, who had noticed the 
tone of the refusal, and the gesture that had accompamed 
it “Just a leetle diop, with a little cold water, and a lump 
of sugar.” 

Mr Bumble coughed 

“Now, just a leetle diop,” said Mrs Mann persuasively 

“What is it ? " mquned the beadle 

“"Why, its wha’ Im obliged to keep a little of m the 
bouse to put into the blessed infants’ Daffy, when they 
ain’t well, Mi Bumble, leplied Mi’s Mann as she opened 
a corner cupboard, and took down a bottle and glass “ It’s 
gin. I’ll not deceive you, Mr B It's gin ” 

“Do you give the childien Daffy, Mrs Mann 9 ” inquired 
Bumble, following with his eyes the interesting process of 
mixing. 

“Ah, bless 'em, that I do deai as it is, ’ replied the 
lurse “1 couldn’t see 'em suffer befoie my very eyes, 
>ou know, sir” 

“ No , ” said Mr Bumble approvingly , “ no you could 
rot You are a humane woman, Mrs Mann.” (Here she 
et down the glass ) “I shall take n early opportunity of 
nentiomng it to the board, Mrs Mann.” (He drew it 
owards him) “You feel as a mother, Mrs Mann ” He 
hired the gin-and-watei ) “I — I drink your health with 
heerfulness, Mrs Mann , ” and he swallowed half of it 

“ And now about business,” said the beadle, taking out a 
eivtliern pocket-book. “The child that was half-baptized, 
Jk\er Tv 1 st, is nine } eai old to day ” 
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“ Bless him 1 99 mterposed Mis Mann, inflaming her left 
eye with the corner of her apion. 

“And notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound, 
which was afterwards increased to twenty pound Notwith- 
standing the most superlative, and, I may say, supernatural 
exertions on the part of this parish, ” said Bumble, “we have 
never been able to discover who is his father, or what waf 
his mother's settlement, name, 01 con — dition ” 

Mrs Mann raised her hands m astonishment , but added 
aftei a moment’s leflection, “How comes he to have an} 
name at all, then?” 

The beadle drew himself up with great pnde and said 
“I mwented it.” 

“You, Mr Bumble!” 

u I, Mrs Mann. We name oui fondlings in alphabetica 
ordei The last was a S,— Swubble, I named him Thu 
was a T, — Twist, I named him. The next one as come* 
will be Unwin, and the next Vilkms. I have got name* 
ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the wa} 
through it agam, when we come to Z ” 

“Why, you’re quite a literary charactei, su T ” saic 
Mrs Mann 

“Well, well,” said the beadle, evidently gratified with 
the compliment , “ perhaps I may be Perhaps I may be, 
Mrs Mann.” He finished the gin-and water, and added, 
“ Oliver bemg now too old to remain here, the board have 
determined to have him back mto the house I have come 
out myself to take him there So let me see him at once ” 
“ITl fetch him directly,” said Mrs. Mann, leaving the 
100m for that purpose Oliver, having had by this time as 
much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his face and 
hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off in one washing, 
was led mto the room by his benevolent protectress 

“ Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,” said Mrs Mann 
Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the 
beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table 

“ Will you go along with me, Oliver ? ” said Mr Bumble, 
m a majestic voice. 

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with 
anybody with great readiness, when, glancing upward, he 
caught sight of Mrs Mann, who had got behind the beadle’s 
chair, and was shaking hei fist at him with a furious 
countenance He took the hint at once, foi the fist had 
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ieen too often impressed upon his body not to be deeply 
mpressed upon Ins lecollection 

“Will she go with me ? mquned poor Ohver 

“No, she can’t,'’ lepbed Mi Bumble “But she’ll come 
and see you sometimes.” 

This was no very gieat consolation to the child. Young 
} as he was, however, he had sense enough to make a feint 
of feeling gieat regiet at going away. It was no very 
difficult mattei for the boy to call teais into his eyes 
Hunger and lecent ill-usage aie gieat assistants if you want 
to cry; and Okvei cned very natuially indeed Mrs. Mann 
gave him a thousand emlnaces, and, what Olivei wanted 
a great deal more, a piece of biead and buttei, lest he 
should seem too hungry when he got to the workhouse. 
With the shce of biead m his hand, and the little biown- 
cloth pansh cap on Ins head, Ohver was then led away by 
Mr, Bumble fiom the wretched home wheie one kind word 
or look had never lighted the gloom of his infant years. 
And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the 
cottage-gate closed after him. Wietched as were the little 
f companions in misery he was leaving behind, they were 
the only friends he had ever known , and a sense of his 
loneliness in the great wide world, sank into the child’s 
heart for the first time 

Mr Bumble walked on with long strides , little Ohvei 
firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him, 
inquiring at the end of every quarter of a mile whether 
they were “ nearly there ” To these interrogations Mi 
Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies , for the 
tempoiary blandness which gm-and-watei awakens in some 
bosoms had by this time evaporated , and he was once 
again a beadle 

Ohver had not been within the walls of the workhouse 
<1 quarter of an hom, and had scaicely completed the 
demolition of a second slice of bread, when Mr Bumble, 
"ho had handed him ovei to the caie of an old woman, 
returned , and, telling him it was a board night, informed 
him that the boaid had said he was to, appear before it 
forthwith 

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live 
boaid was, Oliver was rathei astounded by this intelligence, 
and was not quite certain whether he ought to laugh 01 
cr y- He had no time to think about the matter, however , 
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“ Bless him ! 99 mterposed Mrs Mann, inflaming her left 
eye with the corner of her apion. 

“And notwithstanding a offered rewaid of ten pound, 
which was afterwards increased to twenty pound Not with 
standing the most supeilative, and, I may say, supemat’ral 
exertions on the part of this parish,” said Bumble, “we have 
never been able to discover who is his father, or what was 
his mother’s settlement, name, 01 con — dition ” 

Mrs Mann raised hei hands in astomshment , but added, 
aftei a moment’s leflection, “How comes he to have any 
name at all, then?” 

The beadle drew himself up with great pnde and said, 
“I mwented it.” 

“ You, Mi Bumble I ” 

u I, Mrs. Mann We name oui fondlings in alphabetical 
01 dei The last was a S, — Swubble, I named him This 
was a T, — Twist, I named Jiwu The next one as comes 
will be Unwin, and the next Vilkins I have got names 
ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way 
thiough it again, when we come to Z 99 

“Why, you’re quite a literary character, sir f ” said 
Mrs Mann 

“Well, well,” said the beadle, evidently gratified with 
the compliment , “ peihaps I may be. Pei haps I may be, 
Mrs Mann ” He finished the gm-and-water, and added, 
“ Oliver being now too old to remain here, the board have 
detei mined to have him back into the house I have come 
out myself to take him there So let me see him at once.” 

“IT 1 fetch him directly,” said Mrs Mann, leaving the 
loom for that purpose Oliver, having had by this time as 
much of the outei coat of dirt which encrusted bis face and 
hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off m one washing, 
was led mto the room by his benevolent protectress. 

“ Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,” said Mrs Mann 

Ohver made a bow, which was divided between the 
beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table 

“ Will you go along with me, Ohvei ? ” said Mr Bumble, 
m a majestic voice. 

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with 
Anybody with great readiness, when, glancmg upward, he 
caught sight of Mrs Mann, who had got behind the beadle’s 
chair, and was shaking hei fist at him with a furious 
countenance He took the hint at once, foi the fist had 
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been too often impressed upon his body not to be deeply 
impressed upon bis recollection 

“Will she go with me ? inquired poor Oliver 

“No, she can’t,” lephed Mr. Bumble. “But she’ll come 
and see you sometimes.” 

This was no very great consolation to the child Young 
as he was, liowevei , he had sense enough to make a femt 
of feebng great 1 egret at going away. It was no very 
difficult matter foi the boy to call teal's into his eyes. 
Hunger and lecent ill-usage are gieat assistants if you want 
to cry, and Ohver cried very nntuially indeed Mrs. Mann 
gave him a thousand embraces, and, what Ohver wanted 
a great deal more, a piece of biead and buttei, lest he 
should seem too hungry when he got to the workhouse. 
With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little hi own- 
cloth pansh cap on Ins head, Oliver was then led away by 
Mr Bumble fiom the ■wretched home wheie one land woid 
or look had nevei lighted the gloom of his infant years. 
And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the 
cottage-gate closed after him Wretched as were the little 
companions in misery he was leavmg behind, they were 
the only fuends he had ever known, and a sense of his 
loneliness m the great wide v 01 Id, sank into the child’s 
heart for the first time 

Mr Bumble walked on with long strides , little Ohveij 
firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, tiotted beside him, 
inquiring at the end of every quaiter of a mile whether 
they were “ nearly there ” To these interrogations Mi 
Bumble returned very buef and snappish lephes , for the 
temporary blandness which gm-and- water awakens m some 
bosoms had by this time evaporated , and he was once 
again a beadle. 

Ohver had not been within the walls of the workhouse 
a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely completed the 
demolition of a second slice of bread, when Mr Bumble, 
uho had handed him over to the care of an old woman, 
returned , and, telling him it was a board night, informed 
him that the board had said he was to * appeal before it 
forthwith 

Not having a very cleaily defined notion of wliat a live 
board was, Oliver was rather astounded by this intelligence, 
and was not quit© certain vliether lie ought to laugh or 
u y He had no time to think about the matter, howeyei , 
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for Mx Bumble gave him a tap on the head, with his cane, 
to wake him up and another on the back to make him 
lively and bidding him follow, conducted him into a 
laige white- washed room, wheie eight or ten fat gentlemen 
were sitting round a table At the top of the table, seated 
m an aim-chair rathei higher than the rest, was a particu 
larly fat gentleman with a very round, red face. 

“Bow to the boaid,” said Bumble Oliver blushed away 
two or three teal's that were lingering m his eyes , and 
seeing no board but the table, foitunately bowed to that. 

“What’s youi name, boy?” said the gentleman m the 
high chau 

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen, 
which made him tremble and the beadle gave him another 
tap behind, which made him cry These two causes made 
him answer m a very low and hesitating voice , whereupon 
a gentleman m a white waistcoat said he was a fool Which 
was a capital way of raising his spirits, and putting him 
quite at his ease 

“Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, “ listen to 
me You know you’re an orphan, I suppose?” 

“What’s that, su ?” inquired poor Oliver 

“The boy 75 a fool — I thought he was,” said the gentle 
man in the white waistcoat. 

“Hush!” said the gentleman who had spoken first. 
“You know you’ve got no father 01 mothei, and that you 
were brought up by the parish, don’t you?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied Olivei, weeping bitteily 

“What aie you crying foi ?” inquired the gentleman in 
the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very extra 
ordinary What could the boy be crying foi ? , 

“I hope you say youi prayers every night,” said anothei 
gentleman in a gruff voice , “and pray for the people who 
feed you, and take care of you — like a Christian ” 

“Yes, sir,” stammered the hoy The gentleman who 
spoke last was unconsciously right. It would have been 
my like a Christian, and a marvellously good Christian, 
too, if Oliver prayed for the people who fed and 

took care of him. But he hadn’t, because nobody bad 
taught him 

“ Well ! You have come here to lie educated, and taught 
a useful trade,” said the red-faced gentleman m the high 
chan 
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“So you’ll begin to pick oakum to-morrow morning at six 
o’clock,” added the suily one in the white waistcoat. 

For the combination of both these blessings in the one 
simple process of picking oakum, Oliver bowed low by the 
direction of the beadle, and was then hurned away to a large 
ward where, on a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to 
sleep. What a noble illustration of the tender laws of 
England 1 They let the paupeis go to sleep ! 

* Poor Oliver 1 He little thought, as he lay sleeping in 
happy unconsciousness of all aiound him, that the board 
had that very day arrived at a decision which would exercise 
the most material influence o\ei all Ins future fortunes. 
But they had. And this was it* 

The members of this boaid weie very sage, deep, philo- 
sophical men , and when they came to turn their attention 
to the workhouse, they found out at once, what ordinary 
folks would never have discovered — the poor people liked 
it 1 It was a legulai place of public entertainment foi 
the poorer classes , a tavern where there was nothing to 
pay; a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper all the 
year lound ; a brick and mortar elysium, where it was all 
play and no work. “ Oho ! ” said the board, looking veiy 
knowing , “ we are the fellows to set this to rights ; we’ll 
stop it all, m no time ” So, they established the rule, 
that all poor people should have the alternative (for they 
would compel nobody, not they), of being starved by a 
gradual process m the house, 01 by a quick one out of it 
With this view, they contracted with the water-works to 
lay on an unlimited supply of water , and with a corn-factoi 
to supply periodically small quantities of oatmeal ; and 
issued three meals of thin gruel a day, with an onion twice 
a week, and half a roll on Sundays They made a great 
many other wise and humnne legulations, having leference 
to the ladies, which it 16 not necessaiy to lepeat , kindly under- 
took to divoice poor married people, in consequence of the 
gieat expense of a suit m Doctors’ Commons , and, instead 
of compelling a man to support his family, as they had 
theretofore done, took Ins family away fiom him, and made 
him a bachelor ! There is no saying how many applicants 
for lelief, undei these last two heads, might have staited 
up in all classes of society, if it had not been coupled with 
tile workhouse , but the board weie loug-headed men and 
bad piovided for this difficulty. The lelief was insepaiable 
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from the 'workhouse and the gruel , and that frightened 
people. 

For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, 
the system was m full operation It was rather expensive 
at first, in consequence of the increase m the undertaker's 
bill, and the necessity of taking m the clothes of all the 
paupers, whiok fluttered loosely on their wasted, shrunken 
foims, after a week or two’s gruel But the numbei of 
workhouse inmates got thin as well as the paupers , and the 
board were in ecstasies 

The room m which the hoys were fed, was a large stone 
hall, with a copper at one end out of which the master, 
dressed m an apron foi the purpose, and assisted by one or 
two women, ladled the gruel at meal-times Of this festive 
composition each boy had one porringer, and no more — 
except on occasions of gieat public rejoicing, when he had 
two ounces and a quarter of biead besides. The howls 
neveT wanted washing The boys polished them with their 
spoons till they shone ogam , and when they had performed 
this operation (which never took very long, the spoonB 
being nearly as laige as the bowls), they would sit stanng 
at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have 
devoured the very bricks of which it was composed , em 
ploying themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their Angers 
most assiduously, with the view of catching up any stra} 
splashes of gruel that might have been cast thereon Boys 
have generally excellent appetites. Olivei Twist and his 
companions suffered the toituies of slow starvation foi tlnee 
months at last they got so voracious and wild with hungei 
that one hoy, who was tall for his age, and hadn’t been used 
to that sort of thmg (for his father had kept a small cook 
shop), Inn ted darkly to his companions, that unless he had 
another basin of gruel pei diem , he was afraid he might 
some night happen to eat the boy who slept next him, who 
happened to be a weakly youth of tender age He had 
a wild, hungry eye , and they implicitly believed him 
A council was held , lots were cast who should walk up 
to the master after supper that evening, and ask for more , 
and it fell to Oliver Twist 

The evening arrived , the boys took then places. The 
master, m his cook’s uniform, stationed himself at the 
copper , his paupei assistants ranged themselves behind 
him , the gruel was served out , and a long grace wns said 
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over the short commons The gruel disappeared ; the hoys 
whispered each otliei, and winked at Oliver , while his 
nest neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was 
desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He 
rose from the table ; and advancing to the master, basin 
and spoon in hand, said somewhat alarmed at his onn 
temerity : 

“Please, sir, I want some moie *’ 

The master was a fat, healthy man , but he turned very 
pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the small 
rebel foi some seconds, and then clung for suppoit to the 
copper The assistants were paralysed i\ ith wonder , the 
bojs with fear 

“What •” said the master at length, in a faint voice 
“Please, sii,” replied Oliver, “I want some moie ” 

The master aimed a blow at 01n er s head with the ladle j 
pinioned bun in his arms ; and shrieked aloud for the 
beadle * 

The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr 
Bumble rushed into the room in great excitement, and 
Addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said, 

“Mr Limbkms, I beg your pardon, sn 1 Oliver Twist 
,has asked for more 1 ” 

[ There was a geneial start Horror was depicted on every 
j countenance. 

, “ For more f ” said Mr Limbkms “ Compose yourself, 
[Bumble, and answei me distinctly Do I understand that 
[he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted 
|bj the dietary ?” 

I “He did, sir,” lephed Bumble 

, “That boy will be hung, ’ said the gentleman m the white 
Vaistcoat “ I know that boy will be hung ” 

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentlemans opinion 
An animated discussion took place. Oliver was ordered 
mto instant confinement ; and a bill was next morning 
pasted on the outside of the gate, oflenng a rewaid of five 
'pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the 
hands of the parish. In other words, file pounds and 
Olner Twist were offered to any man or woman who 
Wanted an apprentice to any trade, business or calhng 

I never was more convinced of anything in my life,” 
.^id the gentleman m the white waistcoat, as he knocked 
la t the gate and read the bill next morning “ I never was 
m. a 
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cold, and caused a tingling sensation to pervade his frame 
by repeated applications of the cane As for society, he waf 
carried eveiy other day into the hall where the boys dined 
and theie sociably flogged as a public warning and example 
And so fai from being denied the advantages of rehgiouf 
consolation, he was kicked into the same apartment ever} 
evening at pray ei -time, and there peimitted to listen to, and 
console his mind with, a geneial supplication of the boys, 
containing a special clause, therein inserted by authority oi 
the boaid, in which they entreated to be made good, vntuous, 
contented, and obedient, and to be guarded from the sins 
and vices of Oliver Twist whom the supplication distinctly 
set forth to be under the exclusive pationage and protection 
of the powers of wickedness, and an article direct from the 
manufactory of the very Devil himself 

It chanced one morning, while Oh\ers affairs were 111 
this auspicious and comfortable state, that Mr Gamfield, 
chimney-sweep, went his way down the High Stieet, deeply 
cogitating in his mind his ways and means of paying certain 
arrears of rent, foi which his landloid had become rather 
pi easing Mr Gamfield’s most sanguine estimate of his 
finances could not raise them within full five pounds of the 
desired amount , and, in a species of arithmetical desperation, 
he was alternately cudgelling his brains and his donkey, 
when, passing the workhouse, his eyes encountered the bill 
on the gate 

u Wo — o 1 ” said Mr Gamfield to the donkey 
The donkey i\as in a state of piofound abstraction 
wondering, piobably, whether he was destined to be regaled 
with a cabbage-stalk or two when he had disposed of the two 
sacks of soot with which the little cart was laden , so, with- 
out noticing the word of command, he jogged onward 

Mr Gamfield growled a fieice imprecation on the donkey 
generally, but more paiticularly on his eyes , and, running 
after him, bestowed a blow on his head, which would in- 
evitably have beaten m any skull but a donkeys Then, 
catching hold of the bridle, he gave his jaw a sharp wrench, 
by way of gentle remmdei that he was not his own master , 
and by these means turned him round He then gave him 
another blow on the head, just to stun him till he came 
back again. Having completed these arrangements, he 
walked up to the gate, to read the bilL 

The gentleman with the white waistcoat was standing at 
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the gate with his hands behind him, aftei having delivered 
himself of some piofonnd sentiments in the boaid-ioom 
Having witnessed the little dispute between Mi Gamfield 
and the donkey, he smiled joyously when that person came 
up to lead the bill, foi he saw at once that Mi Gamfield was 
exactly the soit of master Oliver Twist wanted Mi Gamfield 
smiled, too, as he peiused the document , foi five pounds was 
lust the sum he had been wishing for , and, as to the boy 
with which it was encumbeied, Mi Gamfield knowing what 
the dietary of the workhouse was, well knew he would be 
a nice small pattern, lust the very thing foi registei stoves 
So, he spelt the bill thiough again, from beginning to end , 
anchthen, touching his fur cap in token of humility, accosted 
the gentleman in the white waistcoat 

u This here hoy, sn, wot the parish wants to ’pientis,” 
said Mr Gamfield 

“Ay, my man,” said the gentleman m the white waist- 
coat, with a condescending smile “'What of him?” 

“If the parish vould like him to learn a right pleasant 
trade, in a good 'spectable chimbley-svi eepuT bisness,” said 
Mr Gamfield, “ I wants a ’prentis, and I am ready to take 
him ” 

“Walk in,” said the gentleman m the white waistcoat 
Mr Gamfield having lingered behind, to give the donkey 
another blow on the head, and nnotliei wiench of the jaw, 
as a caution not to lun away in his absence, followed the 
gentleman with the white waistcoat into the room wlieie 
Ohvei had first seen him 

“It’s a nasty trade, ’ said Mr Limbkins, when Gamfield 
had again stated his wish 

“Young boys have been smothered m chimneys befoie 
now,” said another gentleman 

“ That’s acause they damped the straw afore they lit it m 
the cliimbley to make ’em come down agm,” said Gamfield , 
“ that’s all smoke, and no blaze , vereas smoke ain’t o’ no 
use at all m making a boy come down, foi it only smds him 
to sleep, and that’s wot he likes Boys is weiy obstimt, 
and very lazy, gen’lmen, and thei'e’s nothmk like a good 
hot blaze to make 'em come down vith a run It’s humane 
too, gen’lmen, acause, even if they’ve stuck in the cliimbley, 
loastmg their feet makes ’em struggle to hextncate their- 
selves.” 

The gentleman m the white waistcoat appealed very much 
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cold, and caused a tingling sensation to pervade Ins fiame 
by repeated applications of the cane As for society, he wa* 
carried every other day into the hall where the boys dined, 
and theie sociably flogged as a public warning and example 
And so fai from being denied the advantages of lehgiom 
consolation, he was kicked into the same apartment every 
evening at prayer time, and there permitted to listen to, and 
console his mind with, a geneial supplication of the hoys, 
containing a special clause, therein inserted by authority oi 
the boaid, in which they entreated to be made good, virtuous, 
contented, and obedient, and to be guarded from the sms 
and vices of Ohvei Twist whom the supplication distinctly 
set forth to be under the exclusive patronage and protection 
of the powers of wickedness, and an article direct from the 
manufactory of the very Devil himself, 

It chanced one morning, while Oh\ers affairs were in 
this auspicious and comfortable state, that Mr Gamfield, 
chimney-sweep, went his way down the High Street, deeply 
cogitating 111 Ins mind Ins ways and means of paying certain 
arrears of rent, for which his landloid had become rather 
pressing Mi Gamfield’s most sanguine estimate of his 
finances could not laise them within full five pounds of the 
desired amount , and, in a species of arithmetical desperation, 
he was alternately cudgelling his biains and Ins donkey, 
when, passing the woikhouse, Ins eyes encountered the bill 
on the gate 

“Wo — o ! ” said Mi Gamfield to the donkey 
The donkey was m a state of piofound abstraction 
wondering, piobahly, whether he was destined to be regaled 
with a cabbage stalk or two when he had disposed of the tvo 
sacks of soot with which the little cart was laden , so, with- 
out noticing the word of command, he jogged onvard 

Mr Gamfield growled a fieice imprecation on the donkey 
generally, but more paiticularly on his eyes, and, running 
after him, bestowed a blow on his head, winch would in- 
evitably have beaten in any skull but a donkey’s Then, 
catching hold of the bridle, he gave his jaw a sharp wrench, 
by way of gentle lemindei that he was not his own master , 
and by these means turned him round He then gave him 
another blow on the head, just to stun him till he came 
back again Having completed these arrangements, he 
walked up to the gate, to read the bill 

The gentleman with the white waistcoat was standing at 
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the gate with his hands behind him, aftei having delivered 
himself of some piofound sentiments in the board-ioom 
Having witnessed the little dispute between Mi Gamfield 
and the donkey, he smiled joyously when that peison came 
up to lead the bill, foi he saw at once that Mi Gamfield was 
exactly the soi t of mastei Oliver Twist wanted Mi Gamfield 
smiled, too as he peiused the document , for five pounds was 
just the sum he had been wishing for , and as to the boy 
with which it was encumbered. Mi Gamfield, knowing what 
the dietary of the woikhouse was, well knew lie would be 
a nice small pattern, just the very thing foi legistei stoves 
So, he spelt the bill through again, from beginning to end , 
and^tlien, touching his fui cap m token of humility, accosted 
tke ? gentleman m the white waistcoat, 

“This heie boy, sir, wot the parish wants to ’prentis,” 
said Mr. Gamfield 

“Ay, my man,” said the gentleman in the white waist- 
coat, with a condescending smile u What of him * ” 

“If the parish vould like him to learn a light pleasant 
trade, in a good "spectable chimbley-sweepm bisness,” said 
Mr Gamfield, “ I wants a ’prentis, and I am ready to take 
lum ” 

“Walk m,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. 
Mr Gamfield having hngeied behind, to give the donkey 
another blow on the head, and anothei wrench of the jaw, 
as a caution not to lun away in his absence, followed the 
gentleman with the white waistcoat into the loom wlieie 
Oliver had first seen him 

“It’s a nasty hade,” said Mr. Lunbkms, when Gamfield 
had again stated his wusli 

“Young boys have been smothered in chimneys before 
now,” said another gentleman 

“ That’s acause they damped the straw afoie they lit it in 
the chimbley to make ’em come down agin/’ said Gamfield , 
£ that’s all smoke, and no blaze , vereas smoke ain’t o’ no 
use at all m making a boy come down, for it only smds him 
to sleep, and that’s wot he likes Boys is wery obstmit, 
and very lazy, gen’lmen, and there’s nothink like a good 
hot blaze to make ’em come down vith a run It’s humane 
too, gen’lmen, acause, even if they’ve stuck in the chimbley, 
roasting their feet makes ’em struggle to hextncate their- 
selves ’ 

The gentleman in the white waistcoat appeared very much 
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amused by this explanation , but his mirth was speedily 
checked by a look fiom Mr Limbkms The board then 
proceeded to converse among themselves foi a few minutes, 
but in so low a tone, that the words “saving of expendi- 
ture, ” “looked well in the accounts / 1 “have a pnnted 
report published / 1 were alone audible These only chanced 
to be heaid t indeed, on account of their being veiy frequently 
lepeated with great emphasis 

At length the whispering ceased , and the members of the 
board, having resumed their seats and their solemnity, Mr 
Limbkms said 

“We have considered youi pioposition, and we don’t 
approve of it 11 y> v 

“ Not at all,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat 
“Decidedly not / 1 added the othei members 
As Mr Gamfield did happen to labour under the slight 
imputation of having bruised three or four boys to death 
already, it occuned to him that the boaid had, perhaps in 
some unaccountable freak, taken it into then heads that 
this extraneous circumstance ought to influence their pio- 
ceedings It was very unlike their general mode of doing , 
business, if they had , but still, as he had no particulai wish 
to revive the rumoui, he hwsted his cap in his hands, and 
walked slowly from the table 

“ So you won’t let me have him, genlmen ? 11 said Mr 
Gamfield, pausing neai the dooi 

“No / 1 replied Mr Limbkms, “at least, as it’s a nasty 
business, we think you ought to take something less than 
the premium we offered 11 

Mr Gamfield’s countenance brightened, as, with a quick 
step, he returned to the table, and said, 

“ What'H you give, gen’Imen ? Come T Don’t be too 
hard on a poor man, Whatll you give?” 

“I should say, three pound ten was plenty” said Ml 
Limbkms, 

“Ten shillings too much,” said the gentleman m the ' 
white waistcoat 

“Come ! 11 said Gamfield, “say four pound, gen’Jmen 
Say four pound, and you’ve got nd on him for good and 
all There » 11 

“Three pound ten / 1 repeated Mi Limbkms, fhnily 
“Come! HI split the difference, genlmen/’ uiged Gam- 
field “Three pound fifteen 11 
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"Not a farthing more,” "was the film reply of Mi 
Limbkms 

“ You’re despeiate hard upon me, gen’lmen,” said Gamfield, 
wavering 

“ Pooh ! pooh ' nonsense ' ” said the gentleman m the 
white waistcoat “ He’d be clieap with nothing at all, as a 
'premium. Take him, you silly fellow' He’s just the boy 
for you He wants the stick, now and then it’ll do him 
good, and his board needn’t come very expensive, for he 
hasn’t been over-fed since he was born Ha ' ha ' ha ' ” 

Mr Gamfield gave an aich look at the faces round the 
table, and, observing a smile on all of them, gradually bioke 
into a smile himself. The bargain was made Mr. Bumble 
was at once instructed that Oliver Twist and his indentures 
were to be conveyed before the magistrate, foi signatuie and 
approval, that very afternoon 

In pursuance of this determination, little Oliver, to his 
excessive astonishment, was lelensed from bondage, and 
ordered to put himself into a clean shirt He had liaidly 
achieved this very unusual gymnastic performance, when 
;Mr Bumble bi ought him, with his own hands, a basm of 
gruel, and the holiday allowance of two ounces and a quaiter 
of bread At this tiemendous sight, Olivei began to cry 
very piteously thinking, not unnatuially, that the boaid 
must have determined to kill him for some useful puipose, 
or they never would have begun to fatten him up in that 
way 

“Don’t make youi eyes led, Oliver, but eat your food and 
be thankful,” said Mi Bumble, m a tone of impressive pom- 
posity “You’re a going to be made a ’prentice of, Oliver.” 

“ A ’prentice, sn ! ” said the child, trembling 

“ Yes, Oliver,” said Mr Bumble “ The land and blessed 
gentlemen which is so many parents to you, Oliver, when 
you have none of your own are a going to ’prentice you 
and to set you up m life, and make a man of you although 
1 the expense to the parish is three pound ten ! — three 
pound ten, Oliver 1 — seventy shillms — one hunched and forty 
sixpences ' — and all for a naughty orphan which nobody 
can’t lov6 ” 

As Mr Bumble paused to take breath, aftei dehveiing this 
address m an awful voice, the teais lolled down the poor 
child’s face, and he sobbed bitteily 

“ Come,” said Mi Bumble, somewhat less pompously, for 
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it was gratifying to ins feelings to observe the effect hii 
eloquence had produced , "Come, Oliver! Wipe your eyes 
with the cuffs of your jacket, and don’t cry into your gruel 
that’s a very foolish action, Oliver ” It certainly was, foi 
there was quite enough water m it already 

On their way to the magistiate, Mr Bumble instructed 
Oliver that all he would have to do, would be to look very 
happy, and say, when the gentleman asked him if he wanted 
to be apprenticed, that lie should like it very much indeed , 
both of which injunctions Oliver promised to obey the 
rather as Mr Bumble threw m a gentle hint, that if he 
failed m either particular, there was no telling whnt would 
be done to him When they arnved at the office, he was 
shut up in a little room by himself and admonished by 
Mr Bumble to stay there, until he came back to fetch him 
There the boy remained, with a palpitating heart, for half 
an hour At the expiration of which time Mi Bumble 
thrust in his head, unadorned with the cocked hat, and 
said aloud 

“Now, Oliver, my deal, come to the gentleman ’ As 
Mr Bumble said this, he put on a gum and threatening 
look, and added, in a low voice, “Mind what I told you, 
you young rascal 1 ” 

Oliver stared innocently in Mi Bumble’s face at this 
somewhat contradictory style of addiess , but that gentle 
man prevented his offering any remaik thereupon, by leading 
him at once into an adjoining room the door of which was 
open It was a large room, with a great window Behind 
a desk, sat two old gentlemen with powdered heads one 
of whom was reading the newspaper, while the other 
was perusing, with the aid of a pair of tortoise shell 
spectacles, a small piece of parchment which lay before turn 
Mr Limbkins was standing m front of the desk on one side, 
and Mr Gamfield, with a partially washed face, on' the 
other, while two or three bluff looking men, in top-boots, 
were lounging about. 

The old gentleman with the spectacles gradually dozed 
off, over the little bit of parchment, and theie was a short 
pause, after Oliver had been stationed by Mr Bumble in 
front of the desk 

“This is the boy, your worship,” said Mr Bumble 
The old gentleman who was reading the newspaper raised 
his head for a moment, and pulled the othei old gentleman 



THE INDENTURES NEARLY SIGNED 41 

by tiie sleeve; whereupon, the last-mentioned old gentleman 
woke up 

1 Oh, is tins the hoy 9 ” said the old gentleman 

“This is him, sn,” leplied Mr Bumble Bow to the 
magistrate, my deal ” 

Olivei roused lumself, and made lus best obeisance He 
Sv had been wondering, rath his eyes fixed on the magistrates* 
powder, v lietlier all boards were bom with that white stuff 
on their heads, and were boaids from thenceforth on that 
account. 

“Well,” said the old gentleman “I suppose he’s fond of 
chunney-sw eepmg ” 

“He doats on it, youi worship, ’ lephed Bumble , giving 
Olnei a sly pinch, to intimate that he had hettei not say 
he didn’t. 

“And he will be a sweep, will be 9 9 inquired the old 
gentleman 

1 If we was to bind him to any othei trade to-monow, 
he’d run away simultaneous, 3 oui woislnp,” leplied Bumble 

“And this man that’s to be Ins mastei — you, sn — you 11 
-heat him well, and feed him, and do all that soit of thing, 
' will you 9 ” said the old gentleman 

1 When I says I will, I means I will,” leplied Mi Gam- 
field doggedly. 

“You’re a lough speaker, my fiiend, hut you look an 
honest, open-hearted man,” said the old gentleman turning 
his spectacles m the direction of the candidate for Oliver s 
premium, whose villanous countenance v as a regular stamped 
receipt foi cruelty But the magistrate was half blind and 
half childish, so he couldn’t reasonably be expected to discern 
vhat othei people did 

; I hope I am, sir,” said Mi Gamfield, with an ugly leer 

“I have no doubt you are, my fnend,” leplied the old 
gentleman fixing Ins spectacles more fiimly on his nose, 
and lookmg about him for the inkstand 
2 It was the critical moment of Olnei s fate. If the ink- 
stand bad been where the old gentleman th ought it was, he 
^vould have dipped his pen into it, and signed the indentures, 
and Oliver would ha^s e been straightway hurried off. But, 
as it chauced to he immediately under his nose, it followed, 
as a matter of course, that lie looked all over his desk for it, 
Without finding it, and happening in the course of lus 
search to look straight hefoie him, lus gaze encountered the 
m B3 
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pale and terrified face of Oliver Twist who, despite all 
the admonitory looks and pinches of Bumble, vas regard 
mg the repulsive countenance of his futme master, with 
a mingled expiession of horror and fear, too palpable to be 
mistaken, even by a half blind magistrate 

The old gentleman stopped, laid down his pen, and looked 
fiom Olivei to Mi Limbkins , who attempted to take snuff 
with a cheeiful and unconcerned aspect 

“ My boy J ” said the old gentleman, leaning over the desk. 
Oliver staited at the sound He might be excused foi ^omg 
so for the words vere kindly said, and strange sounds 
fughten one. He trembled violent!}, and burst into tears. 

“My boy * ” said the old gentleman, “you look pale and 
alarmed What is the matter ? ” 

“Stand a little away from him, Beadle,” said the other 
magistiate laying aside the paper, and leaning fomard mth 
an expression of interest. “Now, boy, tell us what’s the 
mattei don’t be afraid ” 

Oliver fell on Ins knees, and clasping his hands togethei, 
prayed that they would ordei him back to the daik room — 
that they would staive him — beat him — kill him if they 
pleased— rather than send him away with that dreadful man 
“Well 1 ” said Mi Bumble, raising his hands and eyes 
with most impiessive solemnity, “Well 1 of all the artful 
and designing orphans that ever I see, Olivei, you aie one 
of the most bare-facedest ” 

“Hold your tongue, Beadle,” said the second old gentle 
man, when Mr. B unable had given vent to this compound 
adjective 

“I beg your woi ship’s pardon,” said Mi Bumble, in- 
credulous of his having heal'd aiighi “Bid youi worship 
speak to me ? ” 

“Yes. Hold your tongue ” 

Mi Bumble was stupefied with astonishment A beadle 
ordered to hold his tongue ! A moral revolution 1 

The old gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles looked 
at his companion , he nodded significantly 

“ We refuse to sanction these indentures,” said the old 
gentleman tossing aside the piece of parchment as he spoke 
“I hope,” stammered Mr Limbkins “I hope the magis- 
trates will not form the opinion that the authorities ha^e 
been guilty of any impioper conduct, on the unsupported 
testimony of a mere child ” 
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“The magistrates me not called upon to pronounce any 
opinion on the mattei,” said the second old -'gentleman 
sharply “Take the hoy back to the woikhouse, and treat 
him kindly He seems to 'want it” 

That same evening, the gentleman in the white waistcoat 
most positively and decidedly nffiimed, not only that Oliver 
would be hung, but that he would he diawn and quaitered 
into the bargain Mi Bumble shook his head with gloomy 
mystery, and said he wished he might come to good , wheie- 
unto Mi Gamfield replied, that he wished he might come 
to him, which, although he agieecLwith the beadle m most 
matters, would seem to be a wish of a totally opposite 
description 

The next morning, the public weie once more infoimed 
that Oliver Twist was again To Let, and that five pounds 
would he paid to anybody who would take possession 
of him. 



CHAPTER IV 


OLDER, BEING OFFERED ANOTHER PLAGE, HAKES HIS 
FIRST ENTRY INTO PUBLIC LIFE 

In great families, when an advantageous place cannot be 
obtained, eithei m possession, reversion, rem&indei, or 
expectancy, for the young man who is growing up, it is 
a very general custom to send him to sea The board, in 
mutation of so wise and salutary an example, took counsel 
together on the evpediency of shipping off Oliver Twist, m 
some small trading vessel bound to a good unhealthy poit. 
This suggested itself as the veiy best thing that could 
possibly be done with him the piobahihty being, that the 
skipper would flog him to death, in a playful mood, some 
day after dmnei, 01 would knock his brains out with an 
iron bar , both pastimes being, as is pretty geneially known, 
very favourite and common recieations among gentlemen of 
that class The more the case piesented itself to the boaid, 
m this point of view, the moie manifold the advantages of 
the step appeared , so, they came to the conclusion that the 
only way of piovidmg foi Olrsei effectually, was to send 
him to sea without delay 

Mr Bumble had been despatched to make vanous pre- 
liminary inquiries, with the view of finding out some captain 
or othei who wanted a cabin-boy without any friends , and 
was returning to the woikhouse to communicate the lesult 
of his mission , when he encountered at the gate, no less 
a person than Mi Sowerberry, the parochial undertakei 

Mr Sowerbeiiy was a tall, gaunt, large jointed man, 
attired m a suit of threadbare black with darned cotton 
stockings of the same coloui, and shoes to answei His 
features were not naturally intended to wear a smiling 
aspect, but he was m general lather given to professional 
jocosity His step was elastic, and his face betokened 
inward pleasantry, as he advanced to Mr, Bumble, and shook 
lnm cordially by the hand 
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i{ I have taken tlie measure of the two w omen that died 
last mght, Mr Bumble,” said the undeitakei 
“ You’ll make 30m fox tune, Mi Soweibeiry,” said the 
beadle, as he tlmist Ins thumb and forefinger into the 
proffered snuff-box of the undertaker which was an in- 
genious little model of a patent coffin 11 1 say youTl make 
your fortune, Mr. Soweibeiry,” repeated Mx Bumble, tapping 
the undertakei on the shoulder, in a fnendly monnei, with 
his cane 

"Think so?” said the undeitakei in a tone w Inch half 
admitted and half disputed the probability of the event 
"The prices allowed by the board aie very small, Mr. 
Bumble.” 

lt So aie the coffins,” replied the beadle with precisely as 
near an appioach to a laugh as a gieat official ought to 
indulge m 

Mr Sowerberry was much tickled at this • as of course he 
ought to be , aud laughed a long time without cessation. 
"Well, well Mi Bumble,” he said at length, “theies no 
denying that, since the new system of feeding has come m, 
the coffins are something nauowei and moie shallow than 
they used to be , but we must have some piofit, Mr Bumble 
Well-seasoned timber is an expensrve aiticle, sn j and all 
the iron handles come, by canal, fiom Birmingham ” 

“Well, well,” said Mi Bumble, u every tiade has its 
drawbacks A fan piofit is, of course, allowable ” 

"Of couise, of course,” replied the undeitakei , “and if 
I don’t get a piofit upon tins or that particular article, why 
I make it up in the long-run, you see — he ! he f he 1 ” 

"Just so,” said Mi. Bumble 

"Though I must say,” continued the undeitakei lesunung 
the cunent of observations which the beadle had intei- 
rupted* "though I must say, Mi Bumble, that I lmxe to 
contend against one very gieat disadvantage which is, 
that all the stout people go off the quickest The people 
who have been bettei off, and have paid rates foi many 
years, aie the first to sink when they come into the house ; 
*md let me tell you, Mi Bumble, that thiee or four inches 
oxer one’s calculation makes a great hole m one’s piofits; 
especially when one has a family to piovide foi, sn ” 

As Mi* Soweibeiry said this, with the becoming indigna- 
tion of an ill-used man, and as Mi Bumble felt that it 
rather tended to convey a reflection on the honour of the 
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parish , the lattei gentleman thought it advisable to change 
the subject Oliver Twist being uppermost m his mind, he 
made him his theme 

“By the bye,” said Mr Bumble, “you don’t know any- 
body who wants a boy, do you ? A porochial ’prentis, v I10 
is at piesent a ^deadweight , a millstone, as I may say, 
round the porochial throat? Liberal tei ms, Mr Soverbeiry, 
liberal terms !” As Mr Bumble spoke, he raised his cane 
to the bill above him, and gave tlnee distinct raps upon the 
words “five pounds ” which were printed thereon m 
Roman capitals of a gigantic size 

“Gadso!” said the undertaker taking Mi Bumble by 
the gilt-edged lappel of his official coat , “ that’s just th$ 
very thing I wanted to speak to jmu about You know — 
deai me, what a very elegant button this is, Mr Bumble T 
I never noticed it before ” 

“Yes, I think it is rather pretty/’ said the beadle, glancing 
proudly downwaids at the laige brass buttons which em- 
bellished lus coat, “ The die is the same as the porochial 
seal — the Good Samantan healing the sick and bruised 
man The board presented it to me on New-year’s mornmg, 
Mr Sowerberry I put it on, I lemember, for the first 
time, to attend the inquest on that leduced tiadesman, who 
died in a dooiway at midnight,” 

“I leeollect,” said the undertaker “The jury brought 
it in, ‘Died fiom exposure to the cold, and want of the 
common necessanes of life/ didn’t they?” 

Mr Bumble nodded 

“And they made it a special verdict, I think,” said the 
undertaker, “ by adding some woids to the effect, that if 
the lelievmg officei had ” 

“Tush f Foolery interposed the beadle “If the boaid 
attended to all the nonsense that ignorant jurymen talk, 
they’d have enough to do” 

“ Very true, 1 said the undertaker , “ they would indeed ” 

“Junes,” said Mr Bumble, grasping his cane tightly, as 
was his wont when working into a passion “juries is 
meddicated, vulgar, giovelling wretches.” 

“So they are,” said the undertaker 

^They haven’t no moie philosoph)" nor political economy 
about ’em than that,” said the beadle, snapping his fingers 
contemptuously 

“ No more they have,” acquiesced the undertaker 
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“I despise ’em,’’ said the beadle, glowing very zed in the 
face 

“So do I,” rejoined the undeitakei 

“And I only wish we’d a jury of the independent sort, m 
the house foi a week or two,” said the beadle , “ the rales 
and regulations of the boaid would soon bring then spirit 
down foi em ” 

"Let era alone foi that, ’ lepbed the undertaker So 
sayuig, he smiled, appiovingly to calm the rising wrath of 
the indignant parish officei 

Mr Bumble lifted off his cocked hat , took a handkerchief 
from the inside of the crown , wiped from Ins foiehead the 
perspnation which Ins rage had engendeied , fixed the 
cocked hat on again , and, turning to the undertaker, said 
m a calmei voice 

“Well , what about the boy 0 ” 

“Oh!” replied the undertake , “why, you know, Mi. 
Bumble, I pay a good deal towaids the pool’s lates ” 

“Hem!” said Mi Bumble “Well?” 

“Well,” lephed the undeitakei, “I was thinking that if 
'I pay so much towaids ’em, I ve a light to get as much out 
of ’em as I can, Mi Bumble , and so — and so — I think I’ll 
take the boy myself ” 

Mr Bumble grasped the undertaker by the aim, and led 
him into the building Mi Soneiberry was closeted v ith 
the boaid for fn e minutes , and it was airanged that Olivei 
should go to him that evening “upon liking” — a phrase 
which* means, m the case of a parish apprentice, that if 
the master find, upon a short trial, that he can get enough 
work out of a boy vutliout putting too much food into 
him he shall have him for a term of years, to do what 
he likes with 

When little Oliver was taken before “the gentlemen ' that 
rnenihg, and mfoimed that he was to go, that night, as 
general house-lad to a coffin-maker’s , and that if he com- 
J plained of his situation, or ever came back to the parish 
again, he would be sent to sea, theie to be diowned, 01 
knocked on the bend, as the case might be, be evinced so 
little emotion, that they by common consent pronounced him 
a hardened young rascal, and ordered Mr Bumble to remote 
him forthwith. 

^ow, although it was very natural that the boaid, of all 
people m the woild should feel in a great state of vntuous 
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astonishment and horror at the smallest tokens of want of 
feelmg on the part of anybody, they were rathei out, m tins 
paiticular instance The simple fact was, that Oliver, 
-instead of possessing too little feelmg, possessed rather too 
much , and was m a fan way of being i educed, for life, 
to a state of bi utal stupidity and sullenness by the ilhusage 
he had received He heard the news of his destination, 
m perfect silence , and, having had his luggage put into 
his hand — which was not very difficult to can*}, inasmuch 
as it was all comprised within the limits of a brown papei 
parcel, about half a foot square b) r three inches deep — he 
pulled Ins cap over his eyes, and once moie attaching 
himself to Mi Bumble’s coat cuff, was led away by that 
dignitary to a new scene of suffenng 

For some time, Mr Bumble diew Oliver along, without 
notice or remark , foi the beadle earned his head very erect, 
as a beadle always should and, it being a wmdy day, little 
Oliver was completely enshiouded by the skirts of Mr 
Bumble’s coat as they blew open, and disclosed to great 
advantage Tus flapped waistcoat and drab plush knee breeches 
As they drew near to their destination, howevei, Mr Bumbler 
thought it expedient to look down, and see that the boy 
was in good oidei for inspection by his new master which 
he accordingly did, with a fit and becoming air of gracious 
patronage 

“Ohvei T ” said Mi Bumble 

“Yes, sir,” replied Ohvei, m a low, ti emulous voice 

“Pull that cap off your eyes, and hold up your' head, 
sir ” 

Although Ohvei did as he was desired, at once, and 
passed the back of Ins unoccupied hand bnskly across his 
eyes, he left a tear m them when he looked up at his 
conductor As Mr Bumble gazed sternly upon him, it 
rolled down Ins cheek It was followed by anothe'r, and 
another The child made a stiong effort, but it was an 
unsuccessful one Withdi awing his othei hand fiom Mr ^ 
Bumble’s, he coveied Ins face with both, and wept until 
the tears sprung out fiom between his chin and bony 
fingers. 

“ Well 1” exclaimed Mr Bumble, stopping short, and 
darting at his little charge a look of intense malignity 
“Well l Of all the ungratefullest, and r\orst disposed boys 
as ever I see, Oliver, you are the ” 
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"No, no, sn, ’ sobbed Oliver, clinging to the hand which 
held the well-known cane, “no, no, sn ; I mil be good 
indeed ; indeed, indeed I will, sn ' I am a very little boy, 
sir , and it is so — so — ’ 

“So what ? ’ inquned Mi Bumble m amazement 

‘ So lonely, sn 1 So very lonely * ” cued the child 
“Everybody hates me Oh 1 sn, don’t, don't piay be cioss 
to me 1” The child beat Ins hand upon his heait , and 
looked m his companion s face, mth teal’s of leal agony 

Mi. Bumble regaided Olivei’s piteous and helpless look, 
inth some astonishment, foi a few seconds , hemmed three 
or four times in a husky mannei , and, aftei muttering 
something about “ that tioublesome cough,” bade Olner dry 
Ins eyes and be a good boy Then once moie taking Ins 
Land, he walked on mth him in silence. 

The undeitakei, who had just put up the shutters of 
Lis shop, was making some entnes m his day-book by the 
light of a most appropnate dismal candle, when Mi Bumble 
entered. 

t ‘‘Alia 1 ” said the undeitakei • looking up fiom the book, 
and pausing in the middle of a word, “is that you, 
Bumble 

“No one else, Mr Sow ei berry ” replied the beadle 
* Here 1 I’ve bi ought the boy ” Olivei made a bow. 

“Oh 1 that’s the boy, is it said the undertakei raising 
the candle above Ins head, to get a bettei mew of 01i\ei 
“Mrs Soweibeny, will you have the goodness to come here 
a moment, my deal ? ” 

Mrs Sowei berry emerged fiom a little room behind the 
shop, and presented the foim of a slioit, thin, squeezed-up 
woman, with a vixenish countenance 

“My deal,” said Ml Sov eibeiry, deferentially, “this is 
the boy from the woikhouse that I told you of ” Ohvei 
bowed again 

“Dear me!” said the undertakei s wife, “lies veiv 

small.” 

“Why, he is rather small ” replied Mr Bumble looking 
fit 01i\ei as if it weie Ins fault that he was no biggei , ‘he 
is small There s no denying it. But he’ll glow Mi’s 
Sowerberry — he’ll glow ” 

“Ah! I daie say he mil,” leplied the lady pottidily, 

on oui victuals and oui drink I see no saving in paush 
children, not I, foi they always cost moie to keep, than 
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they ig worth However, men always think they know best 
There f Get down stairs, httle bag o’ bones.’' With this 
the undertaker’s wife opened a side door, and pushed Oliva 
down a steep flight of stairs into a stone cell, damp an< 
dark forming *the anfeioom to the coal-cellar, and dene 
mmated “kitchen ” wherein sat a slatternly gill, m shoe 
down at heel, and blue worsted stockings very much ou 
of repair 

“Here, Chailotte,” said Mrs Sower berry, who had followec 
Ohver down, “give this boy some of the qo\d bits that wer( 
put by foi Trip He hasn’t come home since the morning 
so he may go without ’em I dare say the boy isn’t toe 
dainty to eat ’em, — are you, boy ? ” 

Oliver, whose eyes had glistened at the mention of meat 
and who was trembling with eagerness to devour it, replied 
m the negative , and a plateful of coarse bioken victuals 
was set before him 

I wish some well-fed philosopher, whose meat and drmb 
urn to gall within him, whose blood is ice, whose heart 
iron , could have seen Ohvei Twist clutching at the 
amty viands that the dog had neglected I wish he could 
are witnessed the horrible avidity with which Olivei tore 
the bits asunder with all the ferocity of famina There 
is only one thing I should like better, and that would 
be to see the Philosopher making the same sort of meal 
himself, with the same relish 

“Well,” said the undertakers wife, when Olivei had 
finished his supper which she had regarded m silent honor, 
and wnth fearful auguries of his future appetite “hare 
you done 9 ” 

There being nothing eatable within Ins reach, Oliver 
replied m the affiimativa 

“Then come with me,” said Mrs Sowerberry taking up 
a dim and dirty lamp, and leading the way up stairs , “ your 
bed’s under the counter You don’t mind sleeping among 
the coffins, I suppose 9 But it doesn’t much mattei whether 
you do or don’t, for you can’t sleep anywhere else Come , 
don’t keep me here all night f ” 

Ohver lingered no longer, but meekly followed his new 
mistress 




* chapter y 

OLIVER MINGLES WITH NEW ASSOCIATES. GOING TO A 
FUNERAL FOR THE FIRST TIME, HE FORMS AN UN- 
FAVOURABLE NOTION OF HIS MASTER’S BUSINESS 

Oliver, being left to himself in the nndei taker's shop, set 
the lamp down on a woikman s bench, and gazed timidly 
about him with a feelmg of awe and diead, which many 
people a good deal older than he, will be at no loss to 
understand An unfinished coffin on black tiessels, which 
stood in the middle of the shop, looked so gloomy and 
death-like that a cold tremble came over him, every time 
^his eyes wandered in the dnection of the dismal object, 
'"from which he almost expected to see some frightful form 
slowly rear its head, to duve linn mad with tenor Against 
the wall weie ranged, in regular airay, a long row of elm* 
hoards cut into the same shape looking in the dun light, 
hhe lngh-shouldered ghosts w ith their hands m their 
breeches-pockets Coffin-plates, elm-chips, blight-headed 
nails, and shreds of black cloth, lay scatteied on the flooi , 
find the wall behind the countei was ornamented with 
a lively representation of two mutes m very stiff neckcloths, 
on duty at a large pnvate door, with a hearse drawn by 
lour black steeds, appioachmg m the distance The shop 
w fis close and hot. The atmosphere seemed tainted with 
the smell of coffins The lecess beneath the countei m 
V'hich his flock mattiess was thiust looked like a grave 
3 Noi weie these the only dismal feelings which depiessed 
Oliver He was alone m a strange place ; and we all know 
how chilled and desolate the best of ns will sometimes feel 
ui such a situation The boy bad no friends to caie for, 
0r to care for him The regiet of no lecent separation 
Was flesh in his mind, the absence of no loved and well- 
Remembered face sank heavily into his heart But Ins 
heart teas heavy, notwithstanding , and he washed, as he 
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they’ie worth However, men always think they know best. 
There r Get down stairs, little bag o' bones/' With this, 
the undertaker’s wife opened a side dooi, and pushed Oliver 
down a steep flight of stairs into a stone cell, damp and 
daik forming 'the an,te room to the coal-cellar, and deno- 
minated “kitchen ” wherein sat a slatternly girl, m shoes 
down at heel, and blue worsted stockings veiy much out 
of repair 

“Here, Chailotte,” said Mrs Sowerberry, who had followed 
Oliver down, “give this boy some of the gold bits that were 
put by foi Trip He hasn’t come home since the morning, 
so he may go without ’em I dare say the boy isn’t too 
dainty to eat ’em, — are you, boy ? ” 

Olivei, whose eyes had glistened at the mention of meat, 
and who was trembling with eagerness to devour it, leplied 
in the negative, and a plateful of coarse bioken victuals 
was set before him 

I wish some well-fed philosopher, whose meat and drink 
turn to gall within him, whose blood is ice, whose heart 
is iron , could have seen Olivei Twist clutching at the 
dainty viands that the dog had neglected I wish he could 
have witnessed the horrible avidity with which Oliver tore 
the bits asunder with all the ferocity of famine There 
is only one thing I should like better, and that w r ould 
be to see the Philosopher making the same soit of meal 
himself, with the same lelish 

“Well,” said the undertaker’s wife, when Olivei had 
finished his supper which she had regaided in silent I101 ror, 
and wnth feaiful auguries of Ins future appetite “lme 
you done?” 

Theie being nothing eatable wuthm his reach, Oliver 
replied m the affirmative 

“Then come wuth me,” said Mrs Sowerberry taking up 
a dim and dirty lamp, and leading the way up stairs , “ your 
bed’s undei the counter You don’t mind sleeping among 
the coffins, I suppose? But it doesn’t much matter w hetlier 
you do 01 don’t, for you can’t sleep anywhere else Come , 
don’t keep me here all night f ” 

Oliver lingered no longer, but meekly followed his new 
mistress. 




CHAPTER y 

OLIVER MINGLES WITH NEW ASSOCIATES GOING TO A 
FUNERAL FOR THE FIRST TIME, HE FORMS AN UN- 
FAVOURABLE NOTION OF HIS MASTER^ BUSINESS 

Ouveb, being left to lmnself m the nndex taker’s shop, set 
tie lamp down on a woikmans bench, and gazed timidly 
about him with a feeling of awe and diead, which many 
people a good deal oldei than he, will be at no loss to 
understand An unfinished coffin on black tressels, which 
dood in the middle of the shop, looked so gloomy and 
death like that a cold tiemble came ovei him, every time 
eyes wandered in the dnection of the dismal object, 
from which he almost expected to see some frightful form 
slow ly reai its head, to duve him mad with terror Agamst 
[ he vail weie langed, in regular airay, a long row of elm* 
boards cut into the same shape looking in the dim light, 
l&e high-shouldered ghosts with their hands m their 
breeches-pockets Coffin-plates, elm-chips, blight-headed 
and shreds of black cloth, lay scatteied on the floor , 
tod the wall behind the counter was ornamented with 
i lively representation of two mutes in very stiff neckcloths, 
to duty at a large private door, with a hearse drawn by 
our black steeds, approaching in the distance The shop 
^ as close and hot The atmospheie seemed tainted with 
be smell of coffins The lecess beneath the count ex m 
^bich his flock mattiess was thiust looked like a grave 
^ r or weie these the only dismal feelings which depressed 
mxer He was alone in a strange place , and we all know 
tow chilled and desolate the best of us will sometimes feel 
11 such a situation The boy had no friends to care for, 
)T to caie for him. The regret of no recent separation 
vas flesh in his mmd, the absence of no loved and well- 
^ m embeied face sank heavily into his heart But Ins 
lea rt was heavy, notwithstanding , and he wifehed, as he 
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as he sat shivering on the box m the coldest cornel of the 
room, and ate the stale pieces which had been specially 
reserved for him. 

Noah was a charity boy, but not a workhouse orphan 
No chance-child was he, for he could trace his genealogy al] 
the way back to his parents, who lived hard by , his mothei 
being a washerwoman, and his father a drunken soldier, 
discharged with a wooden leg, and a diurnal pension oi 
twopence-halfpenny and an nnstateable fx action The shop 
boys m the neighbourhood had long been in the habit oi 
branding Noah, in the public streets, with the ignominious 
epithets of “leathers,” “chanty,” and the like, and Noah 
had borne them without reply But, now that fortune had 
cast m his way a nameless oiphan, at whom even the meanest 
could point the fingei of scorn, he letorted on him with 
interest This affords chaiming food for contemplation It 
~shows us what a beautiful thing human nature may be made 
be, and how impaitially the same amiable qualities are 
* ^eloped in the finest lord and the dirtiest charity boy 
i liver had been sojourning at the undei taker's some three 
eeks or a month Mr and Mrs Sowerbeiry — the shop 
emg shut up — v<ere taking then supper in the little back- 
parlour, when Mr Sowei berry, aftei seveial deferential 
glances at his wife, said, 

“My dear — ” He was going to say moie , but, Mrs 
Soweiberry looking up, with a peculiarly unpiopitious 
aspect, he stopped short 

“Well,” said Mm Sowerberry, sharply 
“Nothing, my deai, nothing,” said Mi Sowerberry 
“ Ugh, you brute I ” said Mrs Sowerberry 
“Not at all, tny dear,” said Mr Sowerbeiry humbly 
“ I thought you didn’t want to hear, my dear I was only 
going to say ” 

“Oh, don’t tell me what you were going to say,” mtei 
posed Mrs Sowerbeiry “ I am nobody , don’t consult me, 
pray I don’t want to intrude upon your secrets ” As 
Mrs Sowerberry said this, she ga\e an hysterical' laugh, 
vhich threatened violent consequences. 

“But, my dear,” said Soverberry, “I want to ask your 
advice ” 

“No, no, don’t ask mine,” replied Mrs Sowei berry, m an 
affecting manner “ n^k somebody else’s ” Here, there was 
another hysterical V vhich frightened Mr Sowerberry 
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very much This is a very common and much-approved 
mftlnmonial course of tieatment a\ Inch is often very effec- 
tive It at once i educed Mr SoAverbeny to begging, as 
a special favour to be allowed to say A\hat Mrs SoAverbeny 
was most curious to hear After a short alteration of less 
than tlnee quarters of an hours duration, the permission 
was most graciously conceded 
“It's only about young Twist, my dear,” said Mr Sowei- 
berry “ A very-good-looking boy, that, my dear ” 

“He need be, for he eats enough/’ observed the lady 
“There’s an expiession of melancholy in his face my 
dear 5 resumed Mr SoAverbeny, “ which is very interesting 
He would make a delightful mute my love . 9 

Mrs SoAverbeny looked up with an expression of con- 
siderable wonderment Mi Sowerberry remarked it ; and, 
without allowing time for any observation on the good 
lady’s part, pioceeded 

“I dont mean a legular mute to attend grown-up people 
my dear, but only for children’s practice It would lie very 
new to have a mute m piopoihon, my dear You may 
^depend upon it, it would have a superb effect 5 

Mrs Sowerberry, who had a good deal of taste in the 
undertaking way, was much struck by the novelty of tins 
idea, hut as it would Ime been compromising hei dignity 
to have said so, under existing circumstances, she merely 
inquired, with much sharpness, why such an obvious 
suggestion had not piesented itself to her husband’s mind 
before? Mr Sowerbeny rightly construed this, as an 
acquiescence m his proposition , it was speedil}- determined 
therefore, that Oliver should be at once initiated into the 
mysteries of the trade , and, with this Anew, that he should 
accompany his master on the very next occasion of Ins 
services being required 

The occasion was not long m coming. Half an houi after 
breakfast next morning, Mi Bumble entered the shop and 
r supporting his cane against the counter, drew foith las large 
leathern pocket-book' from Avliicli he selected a small scrap 
°f paper which he handed oA r er to SoAverberry 
“Aha 1 ” said the undertaker, glancing 0A r er it Avith a 
lively countenance “an order foi a coffin, eh?” 

1 For a coffin first, and a poroclual funeral afterwards,” 
replied Mr Bumble, fastening the strap of the leathern 
pocket-book. A\hicli, like himself, was very corpulent. 
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to the top of the first flight of stairs Stumbling against 
a door on the landing, he rapped at it with Ins knuckles 
It was opened by a young girl of thirteen 01 fourteen 
The undei taker at once saw enough of what the room con 
tamed, to know it was the apartment to which he had been 
directed He stepped m , Olivei followed him 

Theze was no fire in the loom , but a man uas crouching/ 
mechanically, over the empty stove An old woman, too, 
had drawn a low stool to the cold hearth, and was sitting 
beside lnm There were some ragged children in another 
cornez , and in a small recess, opposite the door, there lay 
upon the gLound, something covered with an old blanket 
Olner shuddered as he cast his eyes towaids the place, and 
crept involuntauly closer to Ins mastei , for though it was 
covered up, the boy felt that it was a coipse 

The man's face was thin and very pale , his hair and beard 
were guzzly , his eyes were bloodshot. The old woman’s 
f ce was wrinkled , her two remaining teeth piotruded over 
or undei lip, and her eyes were bught and piercing 
liner was afraid to look at either her or the man They 
✓eemed so like the lats he had seen outside C 

/ “ Nobody shall go near her/’ said the man, starting fiercely 
up, as the undertaker approached the recess “Keep hack! 
Danin you, keep back, if you’ve a life to lose I ” 

“Nonsense, my good man,” said the undertaker, who was 
pretty well used to misery in all its shapes “Nonsense f ” 
“I tell you,” said the man clenching his hands, and 
stamping furiously on the floor, — “ I tell you I won’t have 
her put into the giound She couldn’t lest theie The 
vorms would woriy her — not eat hei — she is so worn away ” 
The undertaker offered no 1 epl y to this raving, but pio 
ducing a tape from his pocket, knelt down for a moment by 
the side of the body 

“ Ah ! ” said the man bursting into tears, and sinking on 
his knees at the feet of the dead woman, “kneel dcrou, 
kneel down — kneel round her, every one of you, and maibf; 
my w ords ? I say she was starved to death I never knew 
how bad she was, till the fever came upon her , and then her 
bones were storting thiough the skin There ivas neither 
tire nor candle , she died in the dark — in the dark ! She 
couldn’t even see her children’s faces, though we heard her 
gasping out their names I begged for her in the streets 
and they sent me to prison When I came back, she was 
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dying , and all the blood m my heart has dried up, foi they 
starved her to death I sweai it before the God that saw 
it' They starved hei ! ” He twined his hands in his hair , 
and, with a loud scream, rolled grovelling upon the flooi 
his eyes fixed, and the foam covering his bps 
, The terrified children cried bitterly , but the old woman, 
>vho had hitherto remained as quiet as if she had been 
wholly deaf to all that passed, menaced them into silence 
Having unloosed the cravat of the man u ho still remained 
extended on the giound, she tottered tow aids the urdertahei 

“She was my daughter,” said the old woman, nodding her 
head in the direction of the coipse , and speaking with an 
idiotic leer, more ghastly than even the presence of death in 
such a place. “ Lord, Lord ' Well it is strange that I who 
gave birth to her, and was a woman then, should be alive 
and merry now, and she lying there . so cold and stiff ' 
Lord, Lord '—to think of it , it’s as good as a play — ns good 
as a play l ” 

As the wretched creature mumbled and chuckled in Her 
hideous merriment, the undertaker turned to go a\\ ay 
} “ Stop, stop ! ” said the old woman m a loud wlnspei 
“Will she be buned to-monow, or next day, or to-night ? 
I laid her out , and I must walk, you know Send me 
a large cloak . a good warm one for it is bittei cold We 
should have cake and wine, too, before we go ! Nevei 
mi iid , send some bread — only a loaf of biead and a cup of 
water. Shall we have some biead, deal 9 ” she said eageily : 
catching at the undertakers coat, as he once moie moved 
towards the dooi 

‘Yes, yes,’ said the undeitaker, “of course. Anything 
Vou like'” He disengaged himself fiom the old woman’s 
grasp , and, drawing Oliver aftei him, hurned away. 

The next day, (the family having been meanwhile lelieved 
with a half-quartern loaf and a piece of cheese, left with 
them by Mr Bumble himself,) Oliver and his mastei re- 
-turned to the miserable abode , where Mr. Bumble had 
already anived, accompanied by four men from the woik- 
house, who w T eie to act as beaieis An old black cloak had 
keen thrown over the rags of the old woman and the man , 
and the bare coffin having been screwed down, was hoisted 
°n the shoulders of the bearers, and carried into the stieet. 

“Now, you must put your best leg foremost, old lady ' ” 
whispered Soweiberry in the old woman’s ear, “we aie 
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rather late , and it won’t do, to keep the clergyman waiting 
Move on, my men, — as quick as you like ! ” 

Thus directed, the beaiers trotted on undei their light 
burden , and the two mourners kept as near them, as they 
could Mr Bumble and Sowei berry talked at a good smart 
pace in fiont, and Olrver, whose legs were not so long asi_ 
his master’s, lan by the side 

There was not so great a necessity for hurrying as Mr 
Sowei berry had anticipated, howevei , for when they reached 
the obscure coiner of the churchyaid m which the nettles 
grew, and wheie the parish graves were made, the clergy 
man had not arrived', and the clerk, who was sitting by the 
vestry-ioom fire, seemed to think it by no means improbable 
that it might be an hour or so, before he came So, they 
put the bier on the brink of the grave , and the two mourners 
waited patiently m the damp clay, with a cold ram drizzling 
down, while the ragged boys whom the spectacle had at- 
tracted mto the churchyard played a noisy game at hide- 
and seek among the tombstones, or varied then amusements 
by jumping backwards and forwards over the coffin Mr 
Sowei berry and Bumble, being personal friends of the clerk,^ 
sat by the fire with him, and read the paper 

At length, after a lapse of something more than an hour, 

Mr Bumble, and Sowerberry, and the eleik, weie seen 
lunnmg towaids the grave Immediately afterwards, the 
cleigyman appeared putting on his surplice as he came 
along Mr Bumble then thrashed a boy 01 two to keep 
up appearances, and the reveiend gentleman, having lead 
as much of the bunal service as could be compressed into 
four minutes, gave his surplice to the clerk, and w r alhed 
away again 

“ Now, Bill said Sowerbeiry to the grave-diggei “Fill 
up 1 * 

It was no very difficult task , foi the grave w r as so full, 
that the uppermost coffin was within a few feet of the 
surface The grave digger slio\ felled in the earth, stamped^ 
Lt loosely down wuth his feet shouldered his spade , and 
walked off, followed by the boys, who muimuied \ery loud 
complaints at the fun being o\er so soon 

li Come, my good fellow i” said Bumble, tapping the man 
on the back “ They want to shut up the yard ” 

The man, who had never once moved, since he had taken 
Ins station by the e-side, started, raised his head, stared 
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at the person who had addressed him, walked forward for 
a few paces, and fell down m a swoon. The ciazy old 
woman was too much occupied m bewailing the loss of her 
cloak (which the undei taker had taken off), to pay him any 
attention , so they threw a can of cold watei over him ; 
and when he came to, saw him safely out of the churchyaid, 
locked the gate, and departed on their different ways 
“Well, Oliver,” said Sowerberry, as they walked home, 
“how do you like it 

“Pretty well, thank you, sii,” rephed Olivei, with considei- 
able hesitation “Not very much, sir ” 

“All, you’ll get used to it in tfme, Olivei,” said Soweiberry 
“Nothing when you aie used to it, my boy ’ 

Oliver wondered, m his own mind, whetliei it had taken 
a very long time to get Mr. Sowerbeiry used to it But he 
thought it better not to ask the question , and walked back 
to the shop , thinking over all he had seen and heaid. 
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OLIVER, BEING GOADED BY THE TAUNTS OF NOAH, ROUSES 
INTO ACTION, AND RATHER ASTONISHES HIM 
/ 

The months trial over, Oliver was formally apprenticed 
It was a nice sickly season just at this time In commeicial 
phrase, coffins were looking up , and, in the course of a few 
weeks, Oliver acquired a great deal of experience The 
success of Mr Sowerberry’s ingenious speculation, exceeded 
even his most sanguine hopes. The oldest inhabitants 
ecollected no peiiod at which measles had been so preva- 
nt, or so fatal to infant existence , and many weie the 
lournful processions which little Oliver headed, in a hat-, 
band reaching down to his knees, to the mdescnbab 1 ^ 
admiration and emotion of all the mothers in the towu 
As Ohver accompanied Ins mastei in most of Ins adult 
expeditions, too, in order that he might acquue that equani- 
mity of demeanour and full command of neive which are 
essential to a finished undertaker, he had many opportunities 
of observing the beautiful resignation and fortitude with 
which some strong-minded people beai their tnals and 
losses 

For instance , when Soweibeiry had an ordei foi the 
burial of some nch old lady or gentleman, who was sur- 
lounded by a great number of nephews and nieces, who 
had been perfectly inconsolable during the previous illness, 
and whose grief had been 'wholly irrepressible even on the 
most public occasions, they would be as happy among them-, 
selves as need be — quite cheerful and contented — conversing 
together with as much freedom and gaiety, as if nothing 
'whatever had happened to distuib them Husbands, too, 
bore the loss of their wi\ es with the most heroic calmness 
Wives, ogam, put on weeds foi their husbands, as if, so far 
fiom grieving m the garb of sorrow, they had made up their 
minds to render it as becoming and attractive as possible 
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It was observable, too, that ladies and gentlemen who were 
in passions of anguish during the ceremony of interment, 
recovered almost as soon as they reached home, and became 
quite composed before the ten-dnnking was over. All this 
was very pleasant and improving to see , and Oliver beheld 
it with great admmition. 

That Oliver Twist whs moved to resignation by the 
sample of these good people, I cannot, although I am his 
biographer, undertake to affirm with any degiee. of confi- 
lence , but I can most distinctly say, that for many months 
tie continued meekly to submit to the domination and ill- 
treatment of Noah Claypole . who used him far worse than 
Before, now that his jealousy was roused by seeing the new 
boy promoted to the black stick and hat-band, while he, the 
old one, remained stationary m the muffin-cap and leathers 
charlotte treated him ill, because Noah did , and Mrs. 
Sowerberry was his decided ene&y, because Mr. Sowerbeiry 
was disposed to be his friend , so, between these three on 
one side, and a glut of funerals on the other, Oliver was 
not altogether as comfortable as the hungry pig was, when 
jie was shut up, by mistake, m the gram department of 
1 .brewery 

•And now, I come to a veiy important passage m Oliver’s 
history , for I have to record an act, slight and unimportant 
perhaps in appeaiance, but which indiiectly pioduced a 
material change m all his futuie prospects and proceedings 
One day, Oliver and Noah had descended into the kitchen 
at the usual dmnei-houi, to banquet upon a small joint of 
mutton — a pound and a half of the worst end of the neck — 
when Charlotte being called out of the way, there ensued 
a bnef interval of time, which Noah Claypole, being hungry 
and vicious, consideied he could not possibly devote to 
a worthier purpose than aggravating and tantalising young 
Oliver Twist 

Intent upon this innocent amusement, Noah put *his feet 
pn the table-cloth , and pulled Oliver’s ban , and twitched 
ms ears , and expiessed his opinion that he was a “ sneak , ” 
and furthermore announced his intention of coming to see 
to® hanged, whenever that desirable event should take 
place , and entered upon various other topics of petty annoy- 
ance, like a malicious and ill-conditioned cliarity-boy as he 
But, none of these taunts producing the desired effect 
°f making Oliver cry, Noah attempted to be more facetious 
m 0 
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still , and in this attempt, did what many small Vnts, with 
far greatei reputations than Noah, sometimes do to this day, 
when they want to be funny He got rather peisonaL 

“ Work’us, ” said Noah, “how’s your mothei ? ” 

“She’s dead,” replied Oliver, “don’t you say anything 
about her to me I * 

Oliver’s colour rose as he said this , he bieathed quickly , 
and there was a curious working of the mouth and nostrils, 
which Hr Claypole thought must be the immediate precursor 
of a violent fit of crying Under this impression he returned 
to the chaise 

“ What did she die of, Woik’us ? ” said Noah 

“Of a broken heart, some of our old nurses told me,” 
replied Oliver more as if he were talking to himself, th an 
answeung Noah “ I think I know what it must be to die 
of that I ” 

“Tol de rol lol lol, nghh fol lairy, Work’us,” said Noah, 
as a tear lolled down Ohver’s cheek. “"What’s get you 
a snivelling now ? ” 

“ Not you” rephed Oliver, hastily brushing the t§ar away 
“ Don’t think it ” ^ 

“Oh, not mo, eh ! ” sneerod Noah 

“No, not you,” replied Oliver, sharply “There, that’s 
enough Don’t say anything more to me about her , you’d 
better not 1 ” 

“Better not’” exclaimed Noah “Weill Better not! 
Work’us, don’t be impudent Tour mother, too 1 She was 
a nice ’un, she was Oh/Lor!” And here, Noah nodded 
his head expressively , and culled up as much of his small 
red nose as muscular action could collect together, for the 
occasion 

“ Yer know, Work’us,” continued Noah, emboldened by 
Oliver’s silence, and speaking m a jeering tone of affected 
pity of all tones the most annoying “ Yer know, Woik’us, 
it can’t be helped now , and of course yer couldn’t help it 
then , and I’m very sony for it, and I’m suie w r e all are,, 
and pity yer very much But yer must know, Work’us, yer* 
mother was a regular light down bad ’un ” 

“What did you say?” mquiied Oliver, looking up very 
quickly 

“A regular nght-down bad Yin, Work’us,” rephed Noah, 
coolly “And it’s a great deal better, Work’us, tnat she 
died when she did, or else she’d have been hard labouring in 
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Bridewell, or transported, 01 liung, which is more likely 
than eithei, isnt it?” 

Cnmson with fury, Olivei started up, overthrew the chan 
and table , seized Noah by the tin oat , shook him. in the 
uolence of his rage, till his teeth chattered m his head , 
and collecting his whole force into one heavy blow, felled 
him to the giound 

A minute ago, the hoy had looked the quiet, mild de- 
jected cieature that harsh treatment had made him But 
his spirit lias loused at last, the cruel insult to his dead 
mother had set his blood on file His bieast heaved, Ins 
attitude was elect , Ins eye blight and vivid , his whole 
person changed, as he stood glanng ovei the couaidly 
tormentor who now lay crouching at Ins feet , and defied 
him with an eneigy he had nevei known befoie 

“He’ll murdei me’” blubbeied Noah “Chailotte! 
missis 1 Here’s the new boy a murdering of me I Help 1 
help 1 Oliver’s gone mad ' Chai — lotte ’ ” 

Noah’s shouts were lesponded to, by a loud scienm from 
Charlotte, and a loudei from Mis Sowei berry, the foimei 
of whom rushed into the kitchen by a side-dooi, while the 
lattei paused on the stancase till she was quite ceitam that 
it nas consistent with the preservation of human life to 
come furtkei down 

“Oh, you little -wretch!” sci earned Chailotte. seizing 
Oliver until her utmost foice, winch was about equal to that 
of a model ately stiong man in particularly good training, 
“Oh, you little un-grate-ful, mur-de-rous lioi -rid villain ! ' 
And between every syllable, Chailotte gave Olivei a blow* 
mth all hei might accompanying it with a scieam, for the 
benefit of society. 

Charlotte’s fis£ was by no means a light one , hut, lest it 
should not be effectual in. calming Olivei’s wiath, Mis 
Sowerbeny plunged into the kitchen, and assisted to hold 
him -with one hand, while she scratched his face with the 
other In. tins favourable position of affairs, Noah lose from 
the ground, and pommelled him behind 

This was rathei ’too violent exercise to last long. When 
they were all weaned out, and could tear and heat no 
mngei, thej’- diagged Oliver, stiugglmg and shouting, hut 
nothing daunted, into the dust-cellai, and there locked ln'm 
U P This being done. Mrs Sowei berry sunk into a chan, 
a nd burst into tears 
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“Bless her, shes going off I" said Charlotte “A glass 
of water, Noah, dear Make haste I” 

u Oh I Chailotte,” said Mrs Sowerberry , speaking as well 
as she could, through a deficiency of breath, and a sufficiency 
of cold water, which Noah had pouied over her head and 
shoulders “ Oh ! Charlotte, what a mercy we have not all 
been murdered m oui beds I ” 

“All! mercy indeed, ma’am,” Mas the reply “I only 
hope this 11 teach master not to have any more of these 
dreadful creaturs, that aie born to be muiderers and robbers 
from then very ciadle. Poor Noah ! He was all but killed, 
ma’am, when I come m ” 

“ Poor fellow I ” said Mrs. Soweibeny lookmg piteously 
on the chanty-boy 

Noah, whose top waistcoat-button might have been some 
where on a level with the crown of Oliver’s head, rubbed his 
eyes with the inside of his wrists while this commiseration 
was bestowed upon him, and performed some affecting tears 
and sniffs. 

“What’s to be done 1 ” exclaimed Mi’s. Sowerbeiry 
1 Your mastei’s not at home, there’s not a man in the 
house, and he’ll kick that door down in ten minutes ” 
Oliver’s vigorous plunges against the bit of timber m 
question, rendered this occun-ence highly piobable 

“Dear, dear I I don’t know, ma’am,” said Charlotte, 

‘ unless we send for the police-officers ” 

“ Or the millingtary,’ 7 suggested Mr Claypole 
“No, no,” said Mrs. Sowerberry bethinking herself of 
Oliver’s old fnend “Run to Mi Bumble, Noah, and tell 
him to come here directly, and not to lose a minute , ne\er 
mind yom cap f Make haste f You can N hoId a knife to 
that black eye, as you mn along It’ll keep the swelling 
down ” 

Noah stopped to make no reply, but started off at his 
iuliest speed , and very much it astonished the people Mho 
were out walking, to see a chanty-boy teanng thiougli the' 
sheets pell-mell, with no cap on his head, and a clasp knife 
at his eya 
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OLIVER CONTINUES REFRACTORY 

Noah Claypole ran along the streets at his swiftest pace, 
and paused not once for bieath, until he reached the work- 
house-gate Having rested here for a minute or so, to 
collect a good burst of sobs and an imposing show of tears 
and terror, he knocked loudly at the wicket and presented 
such a rueful face to the aged pauper who opened it, that 
e\cn he, who saw nothing but rueful faces about him at the 
best of times, started back in astonishment 

“Why, whats the mattei with the boy 1 ” said the old 
tpauper 

“Hr Bumble 1 Mi Bumble!' 1 cried Noah, with well- 
affected dismay, and m tones so loud and agitated, that 
they not only caught the ear of Mr Bumble himself, who 
happened to be hard by, but alarmed him so much that he 
rushed into the yard without his cocked hat, — which is 
a very curious and remarkable circumstance as showing 
that even a beadle, acted upon by a sudden and powerful 
impulse, may be afflicted with a momentary visitation 
of loss of self-possession, and forgetfulness of personal 
dignity 

“ Oh, Mi. Bumble, sir t ” said Noah “ Oliver, su, — Ohver 
has 

“What? What 9 ” interposed Mr Bumble with a gleam 
of pleasure m his metallic eyes “Not run away , lie basn t 
1 run away, lias be, Noah ? 1 

“ No, sir, no » Not run av, ay, sir, but he's turned wieious ” 
replied Noah “He tried to murder me, sn , and then he 
bled to muider Charlotte ; and then missis Oh 1 what 
dreadful pam it is ! Such agony, please, sir 1 ” And here, 
Noah writhed and twisted his body into an extensive variety 
of eel-like positions , thereby giving Mr. Bumbli to "under- 
stood that, from the violent and sanguinary onset of Olivei 
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Twist, he had sustained severe internal injury and damage, 
from which he was at that moment suffering the acutest 
torture 

When Noah saw that the intelligence he communicated 
perfectly paralysed Mr Bumble, he imparted additional 
effect thereunto, by bewailing his dreadful wounds ten 
times louder than before , and when he observed a gentle- 
man in a white waistcoat crossmg the yard, he was more 
tragic in his lamentations than ever rightly conceiving it 
highly expedient to attract the notice, and rouse the indigna- 
tion, of the gentleman afoiesaid. 

The gentleman’s notice was very soon attracted , foi he 
had not walked three paces, when he turned angrily lound, 
and inquired what that young cur was howhng foi, and why 
Mr Bumble did not favoui him with something which would 
render the senes of voculai exclamations so designated, an 
involuntary process ? 

“It’s a poor boy from the free-school, sir,” replied Mr 
Bumble, “who has been nearly murdered — all but muidered, 
sir, — by young Twist” 

“ By J ove 1 ” exclaimed the gentleman m the white v aist- 
coat, stopping short “ I knew it I I felt a stiange piesenti- 
ment from the very fiist, that that audacious young savage 
would come to be hung ! ” 

“He has likewise attempted, sn, to murdei the female 
servant,” said Mr Bumble, with a face of ashy paleness. 

“And his missis,” interposed Mr Claypole 

“And his master, too, I think you said, Noah?” added 
Mr Bumble 

“No r he’s out, oi he would have murdei ed him,” replied 
Noah “He said he wanted to ” 

“Ah! Said he wanted to, did he, my boy?” mqimed 
the gentleman in the white waistcoat 

“Yes, sir,” leplied Noah “And please, sir, missis wants 
to know whether Mi Bumble can spare time to step up 
there, directly, and flog him — ’cause master’s out ” 

“ Certainly, my boy , ceiiairdy,” said the gentleman in the 
white waistcoat smiling benignly, and ]iattmg Noah’s head, 
which was about three inches higher than Ins own “ You’re 
a good boy — a very good boy Here’s a penny for you 
Bumble, just step up to Sowerbeny’s with your cane, and 
see what’s best to be done Don’t spare him, Bumble ” 

“No, I will not, sir,” replied thq beadle adjusting the 
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wax-end which, was twisted round the bottom of his cane, 
foi purposes of pniochinl flagellation 

“Tell Sowerberry not to spare him eithei They'll never 
do anythmg with him, without stripes and bruises,” said the 
gentleman m the white waistcoat. 

“I’ll take care, sir,” replied the beadle And the cocked 
‘hat and cane having been, by this time, adjusted to then 
owner’s satisfaction, Mr Bumble and Noah Claypole betook 
themselves with all speed to the undertaker’s shop 

Here the position of aflairs had not at all improved 
Sowerberry had not yet returned, and Oliver continued to 
kick, with undiminished vigour, at the cellar-dooi. The 
accounts of his ferocity, ns 1 elated by Mrs. Sowei berry and 
Charlotte, were of so startling a natuie, that Mr. Bumble 
judged it prudent to parley, before openmg the door. With 
this view he gave a kick at the outside, by way of prelude , 
and, then, applying Ins mouth to the keyhole said, m a deep 
and impressive tone 

“ Oliver I ” 

“ Come , you let me out 1 ” replied Oliver, from the 
r inside 

“ Do you know this here voice, Olivei 9 ” said Mr. Bumble. 

‘ Yes,” replied Oliver. 

“Ain’t you afraid of it sir 9 Am t you a-tieinbling while 
I speak, sir ? ” said Mr. Bumble 

“ No ' ’ replied Olivei, boldly 

An answer so diffeient from the one he had expected to 
elicit, and was m the habit of receiving, staggered Mr. 
Bumble not a little He stepped back from the keyhole ; 
drew himself up to Ins full height , and looked from one to 
another of the three by-standers, m mute astonishment 

“Oh, you know, Mr Bumble, lie must be mad,” said 
Mrs Sowerberry “ No boy m half Ins senses could venture 
to speak so to you ” 

“It’s not Madness, ma’am,’ replied Mi Bumble, after 
( a few moments of deep meditation “ It’s Meat.” 

“ What ?” exclaimed Mrs Soweibeny. 
it v at ’ ma am > meat,” replied Bumble, -with stem emphnsis. 

You've over-fed him, ma’am You’ve raised a artificial 
soul and spirit in him, ma’am, unbecoming a person of his 
condition as the board, Mrs. Sowerberry, who are practical 
philosophers, will tell you Wliat have paupeis to do with 
soul or spnut 0 It’s quite enough that we let ’em hnve live 
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bodies If you had kept the boy on gruel, ma’am, this 
would nevei have happened ” 

“Dear, dear ! ” ejaculated Mrs Soweibeiry, piously raising 
her eyes to the kitchen ceiling “this comes of being 
libei al!” 

The liberality of Mrs Soweiberry to Olivei, had consisted 
m a profuse bestowal upon him of all the dirty odds and 
ends which nobody else would eat , so there was a great deal 
of meekness and self-devotion m her voluntanly remaining 
under Mr Bumble’s heavy accusation. Of which, to do her 
justice, she was wholly innocent, m thought, word, 01 deed 
“Ah I ” said Mi Bumble, when the lady brought hei eyes 
down to earth again , “ the only thing that can be done 
now, that I know of, is to leave him m the cellai for a day 
or so, till he’s a little starved down , and then to take him 
out, and keep hun on gruel all through his apprenticeship 
He comes of a bad family Excitable natuies, Mrs Sower 
berry 1 Both the nurse and doctor said, that that mother 
of his made hei way here, against difficulties and para that 
would have killed any well-disposed woman, weeks before ” 
At this point of Mr Bumble’s discouise, Oliver, just/ 
hearing enough to know that some new allusion was being 
made to his mother, lecommenced kicking, with a violence 
that lendeied every othei sound inaudible Sowerbeny 
leturned at this juncture. Oliver's offence having been 
explained to him, with such exaggerations as the Indies 
thought bast calculated to rouse his ire, he unlocked the 
cellar-dooi in a twinkling, and dragged his rebellious appren- 
tice out, by the collar 

Olivei’s clothes had been tom in the beating he had 
received , his face was bruised and scratched , and his hair 
scattered ovei Ins forehead The angry flush had not dis- 
appeared, however , and when he was pulled out of his 
prison, he scowled boldly on Noah, and looked quite 
undismayed 

“Now, you are a nice young fellow, ain’t you?” said 
Soweibeiry , giving Olivei a shake, and a box on the eai 
“ He called my mothei names,” replied Oliver 
“Well, and what if he did, you little ungrateful wretch ?* 
said Mrs Sowerbeny “ She deserved what he said and 
worse ’ 

“She didn’t,” said Ohver 
1 She did,” said Mrs. Sowerbeny 



A PUNISHMENT 


75 


•'Its a lie,” said Olivei 

Mrs Sowerberry burst into a flood of teal's. 

Tins flood of tears left Mr Sowerberry no alternative. 
If be bad hesitated for one instant to punish Ohver most 
severely, it must be quite cleai to every experienced leader 
that be -would have been, accoidmg to all piecedents m 
disputes of matnmony established, a brute an unnatural 
husband, an insulting creatuie, a base imitation of a man, 
and various other agieeable characters too numerous foi 
recital within the limits of this chapter To do him justice, 
he was, as fai as his power went — it was not very extensive 
— kindly disposed towards the boy , perhaps, because it was 
Ins interest to be so , peihaps, because his -wife disliked him, 
The flood of tears, however, left linn no resource so he at 
once gave him a diubbing, which satisfied even Mrs Sovei- 
berry herself, and lendered Mr Bumble’s subsequent applica- 
tion of the paioclnal cane, lathei unnecessaiy For the 
lest of the day, he was shut up in the back kitchen, m 
company with a pump and a slice of biead , and, at night, 
Mrs. Sowerberry, aftei making various remarks outside the 
door, by no means complimentary to the memory of Ins 
mother, looked mto the room, and, amidst the jeeis and 
pointings of Honk and Charlotte, ordered lnm up stems to 
his dismal bed 

It was not until he was left alone in the silence and 
stillness of the gloomy workshop of the undertaker, that 
Ohver gave way to the feelings winch the day’s trea tm ent 
may be supposed likely to have awakened in a mere child 
He had hstened to their taunts with a look of contempt ; 
he had borne the lash without a ciy * for he felt that pude 
swelling in his heart which would have kept down a sluiek 
to the last, though they had roasted him ahve. But 'now, 
when there weie none to see or heai him, he fell upon his 
knees on the flooi , and, hiding his face in Ins hands, wept 
such tears as, God send for the ciedit of oui natuie, few so 
' young may ever have cause to poui out before him 1 

For a long time, Ohver remained motionless in tins 
attitude The candle was burning low in the socket v> hen 
be rose to his feet Having gazed cautiously lound lnm, 
and listened intently, he gently undid the fastenings of the 
door, and looked abroad 

{ It was a cold, dark night The stars seemed, to the boy s 
eyes, farther fiom the earth than he had evei teen them 
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before , there was no wind , and the sombre shadows 
thrown by the tiees upon the ground, looked sepulchral 
and deathlike, from being so stilL He softly reclosed the 
door Having availed himself of the expiring light oi 
the candle to tie up in a handkerchief the few articles ol 
wearing appaiel he had, sat himself down upon a bench, to 
wait for morning 

With the first ray of light that struggled through the 
crevices in the shutters, Oliver arose, and again unbarred 
the door One timid look around — one moment’s pause of 
hesitation — he had closed it behind him, and was in the 
open street. 

He looked to the right and to the left, uncertain whithei 
to fly He remembered to ha\e seen the waggons, as they 
went out, toiling up the hill He took the same route , and 
arriving at a footpath across the fields which he knew, 
after some distance, led out again into the road struck into 
it, and w alked quickly on 

Along this same footpath, Oliver well remembered he had 
trotted beside Mi Bumble, when he first carried him to the 
workhouse from the farm His Avay lay directly in front of 
the cottage His heart beat quickly when he bethought 
himself of this , and he half lesolved to tuin back He had 
come a long way though, and should lose a great deal of 
time by doing so 1 Besides, it was so eaily that there was 
very little fear of his being seen , so he walked on 

He reached the house There was no appeal ance of its 
inmates stirring at that eaily hour Olrver stopped, and 
peeped into the gaiden A child was weeding one of the 
little beds , as he stopped, he laised his pale face and dis- 
closed the features of one of his foimei companions Olivei 
felt glad to see him, before he went, for, though youngei 
than himself, he had been his little friend and playmate 
They had been beaten and starved, and shut up togethei, 
many and many a time 

“Hush, Dick!” said Oliver, as the boy ran to the gate, 
and thrust his thm arm between the lails to greet lum 
“ Is any one up 9 ” 

“ Nobody but me,” replied the child 

“ You mustn’t say you saw me, Dick,” said 01i\ei “ I am 
running away They beat and ill-use me, Dick , and I am 
going to seek my fortune, some long way off I don’t know 
where How pale you are ! ” 
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“I heard the doctoi tell them I was dying,” replied the 
child 'with a faint smile “ I am very glad to see you, dear , 
hut don’t stop, don’t stop 1 ” 

“Yes, yes, I will, to say good-b’ye to you,” replied Oliver 
“I shall see you again, Dick. I know I shall 1 You will 
he well and happy ' ” 

“I hope so,’ replied the child “Aftei I am dead, but 
not before. I know the doctoi must be light, Olivei, because 
I dream so much of Heaven, and Angels, and land faces that 
I never see when I am awake Kiss me,” said the child, 
climbing up the low gate, and flinging his little arms round 
Olivei ’s neck “ Good-b’ye, dear ' God bless you ! ” 

The blessing vas from a young child’s lips, but it was 
the first that Oliver had ever heard invoked upon his head , 
and thiough the struggles and sufferings, and tioubles and 
'changes, of Ins after life, he nevei once forgot it 
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OLIVER WALKS TO LONDON HE ENCOUNTERS ON THE 
ROAD A STRANGE SORT OF 10UNG GENTLEMAN 

Oliver reached the stile at which the by-path terminated , 
and once moie gained the high-road It was eight o’clock 
now Though he was neaily five miles away from the town, 
he lan, and hid behind the hedges, by turns, till noon 
fearing that he might be pursued and overtaken Then he 
sat down to rest by the side of the milestone, and began 
to think, foi the first time, where he had bettei go and try 
to live 

The stone by which be was seated, bore, in laige character^ 
an intimation that it was just seventy miles from that spof 
to London The name awakened a new tinin of ideas m 
the boy’s mind London 1 — that great laige place 1 — nobodj 
— not even Mi Bumble — could evei find him theie! He 
had often heard tlm old men m the workhouse, too, say 
that no lad of spirit need want in London , and that there 
were ways of living in that vast city which those who had 
been bred up in country parts had no idea of It was the 
'seiy place for a homeless boy, who must die in the streets 
unless some one helped him As these things passed through 
his thoughts, he jumped upon his feet, and again walked 
fon\ aid 

He had diminished the distance between himself and 
London by full foul miles more, before he recollected how 
much he must undergo ere he could hope to reach his place 
of destination As this consideration forced itself upon him, 
he slackened his pace a little, and meditated upon his means 
of getting there He had a crust of bread, a coarse shut, 
and two parrs of stockings, in his bundle He bad a penny 
too — a gift of Sowerberry’s after some funeral m which he 
had acquitted himself more than ordmarily well — in his 
pocket. “A clean shirt,” thought Oliver, “is a very comfort- 
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able thing ; and so are two pans of darned stockings ; and 
so is a penny , but they aie small helps to a sixty -five miles’ 
walk in winter tune ” But Oliver’s thoughts, like those of 
most other people, although they weie extiemely ready and 
active to point out his difficulties, weie wholly at a loss to 
suggest any feasible mode of surmounting them , so, after 
a good deal of thinking to no particular piupose, he changed 
his little bundle over to the othei shoulder, and trudged on 
Oliver walked twenty miles that day , and all that time 
tasted nothing but the crust of diy biend, and a few draughts 
of water, which he begged at the cottage-doors by the road- 
side When the night came, he turned into a meadow , and, 
cieepmg close undei a hay -nek, determined to lie there, till 
morning He felt fnghtened at first, foi the wind moaned 
dismally ovei the empty fields and he was cold and hungry, 
and more alone than he had ever felt liefoie Being very 
tired with his walk, however, he soon fell asleep and forgot 
his troubles. " 


He felt cold and stiff, when he got up next morning, and 
so hungry that he was obhged to exchange the penny for 
a small loaf, m the very first village thiough which he 
passed He had walked no more than twelve miles, when 
night closed m again His feet were sore, and his legs so 
weak that they tiembled beneath him Anothei night passed 
in the bleak damp air, made him woise , when he set forward 
on his journey next morning, he could hardly crawl along 
He waited at the bottom of a steep lull till a stage coach 
came up, and then begged of the outside passengers ; but 
there were very few who took any notice of him . and even 
those told him to wait till they got to the top of the hill, 
and then let them see how far he could run foi a halfpenny’ 
Poor Olivei tiled to keep up with the coach a little way but 
was unable to do it, by leason of his fatigue and soie feet. 
When the outsides saw this, they put their halfpence back 
mto their pockets again, declanng that he was an idle young 
dog, and didn’t deserve anything , and the coach rattled away 
and left only a cloud of dust behind 
In some villages, large painted boards were fixed up 
warning all persons who begged within the district, that 

Sn^' V0U ] d h % T fc t0 , J ai1 Thl9 frightened Oliver very 
much, and made lnm glad to get out of those villages with 
nil possible expedition In others, he would stand about 
urn-yards, and look mournfully at every one who passed * 
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a proceeding which generally terminated m the landlady's 
ordering one of the post-boys who were lounging about, to 
drive that strange boy out of the place, for she was sure he 
had come to steal something If he begged at a fanner's 
house, ten to one but they threatened to set the dog on him , 
and when he showed his nose in a shop, they talked about 
the beadle — which brought Oliver's heart into his mouth, — 
very often the only thing he had there, for many hours 
together 

In fact, if it had not been for a good hearted turnpike- 
man, and a benevolent old lady, Oliver's troubles would 
have been shortened by the very same process which had 
put an end to his mothex's , m othei words, he would most 
assuredly have fallen dead upon the king's highway But 
the turnpike-man gave him a meal of bread and cheese , and 
the old lady, who had a shipwrecked grandson wandering 
barefoot in some distant part of the earth, took pity upon 
the poor orphan, and gave him what little she could afford- — 
and more — with such kind and gentle words," and such tears 
of sympathy and compassion, that they sank deeper into 
Ohver's soul, than all the sufferings he had ever undeigona 

Early on the seventh morning after he had left his native 
place, Oliver limped slowly into the little town of Barnet, 
The window-shutters were closed , the street was empty , 
not a soul had awakened to the business of the day The 
sun was rising in all its splendid beauty , but the light only 
served to show the boy his own lonesomeness and desolation, 
as he sat, with bleeding feet and covered with dus^ upon a 
door step 

By degrees the shutters were opened , the window-blinds 
were drawn up , and people began passing to and fio Some 
few stopped to gaze at Olrvei for a moment 01 two, or turned 
m und to stare at him as they hurried by , hut none relieved 
him, or troubled themselves to inquire how he came there. 
He had no heart to beg And there he sat 

He had be9n crouching on the step foi some tune wondei- 
mg at the great number of public houses (every other house 
m Barnet was a tavern, large 01 small), gazing listlessly at 
the coaches as they passed through, and thinking how 
strange it seemed that they could do, with ease, m a few 
hours, what it had taken him a whole week of courage and 
determination beyond his years to accomplish when he was 
roused by observing that a boy, who had passed him carelessly 
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some minutes before, bad returned, and was now surveying 
bun most earnestly from tbe opposite side of the way. 
He took bttle heed of this at first , but the boy remained 
m the same attitude of close observation so long, that 
Oliver raised his head, and returned his steady look. 
Upon this, the boy crossed o\ei , and, walking close up to 
-'Olivei. said, 

“ Hullo, my covey ! What’s the low ? ” 

The boy v ho addressed this inquiry to the young vayfaiei, 
iv as about Ins own age but one of the queeiest looking boys 
that Ohver had ever seen He was a snub-nosed, flat-biowed, 
common-faced boy enough , and as dirty a juvenile ns one 
vv ould wish to see , but he had about him all the airs and 
manners of a man. He was short of his age with rather 
bow legs, and little, sharp, ugly eyes His hat was stuck on 
the top of his head so lightly, that it threatened to fall off 
every moment— and would have done so, very often, if the 
vveaiei bad not had a knack of every now and then giving 
his head a sudden twitch, which hi ought it back to its old 
place again. He wore a man’s coat, which reached neaily to 
ills heels. He had turned the cuffs back, half-way up his 
‘ arm, to get his hands out of the sleeves nppaiently with 
the ultimate view of thrusting them into the pockets of 
his coiduroy tiousers, for there he kept them He was. 
altogether as loysteung and swaggering a young gentleman 
as evei stood foiu leet six, 01 something less, m Ins blucheis 
‘ Hullo, my covey ' What’s the low?” said tins strange 
joung gentleman to Oliver 

* I tmi veiy hungry and tiled,” replied Olivei the tears 
standing m Ins eyes as he spoke “ I have w alked a long 
Way I have been walking these seven days ” 

{( ‘ Walking for smn days' said the young gentleman 
“Oh, I see Beak’s older, eh’ But,” he added, noticing 
Olivei ’s look of surpnse, ‘“I suppose you don’t know what 
a beak is my flash com-pan-i-on ? ” 

, i Olivei mildly leplied, that he had always heard a bud’s 
mouth described by the term in question 

■^fy e } es , how gieen ' ” exclaimed the voung gentleman 
AYhy, a beak’s a madgst’rate , and when you w alk by a 
beaks order, its not straight foierd, but alvvajs a gomg up 

mill? 1 ”™ a COmmg do " 11 a ? m Was you nevei on the 
What mill ? ” inqmred Olivei 
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“ What mill ! Why, the mill — the mill as takes up so 
little loom that it’ll woik inside a Stone Jug , and always 
goes better when the wind’s low with people, than when 
its high, acos then they can’t get workmen But come,” 
said the young gentleman , “you want grub, and you shall 
have it I’m at lo^\ watei mark myself — only one bob i 
and a magpie , but, as fai as it goes, I’ll fork out ant? 
stump Up with you on >our pms. There I Now then! 
Morrice 1 ” 1 

Assisting Oliver to rise, the young gentleman took him to 
an adjacent chandler’s shop, where he purchased a sufficiency 
of ready diessed ham and a half quartern loaf, or, as he him 
self expressed it, “ a fourpenny bran I ” the ham being kept 
clean and preserved from dust, by the ingenious expedient 
of making a hole in the loaf by pulling out a portion of the 
crumb, and stuffing it v therein Taking the bread under his 
arm, the young gentleman turned into a small public house, 
and led the way to a tap-room in the iear of the premises 
Here, a pot of beer was brought in, by direction of the 
mysterious youth , and Oliver, falling to, at his new fuend s 
bidding, made a long and hearty meal, during the progress , 
of winch, the strange boy eyed him from time to time with 
great attention 

u Going to London ? ” said the strange boy, when Oliver 
had at length concluded 
“ Yes ” 

“ Got any lodgings ? ” 

“ No ” 

“Money*?” 

“ No ” 

The strange boy whistled , and put his arms into his 
pockets, as far as the big coat sleeves would Jet them go 
“ Do you live m London ? ” inquired Olivei 
“Yes I do, when I’m at home,” leplied the bo) “I 
suppose you want some place to -sleep in to night, don t 
}ou 9 ” ' * 

“I do, indeed,” answeied Olner “I have not slept under 
a roof since I left the country ” 

“Don’t fret your eyelids on that score,” said the young 
gentleman “I’ve got to be m London tonight, and I 
know a ’spectable old genelman ns lrves there, wot’ll give 
)ou lodgings for nothmk, and ne\er ask for the change-- 
that is, if any genelman he knows mterduces you. And 
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don’t he know me 0 Oh. no ’ Not m the least * By no 
means. Certainly not 1 ’ 

The young gentleman smiled, as if to intimate that the 
latter fragments of discourse weie playfully ironical ; and 
finished the beei as he did so 

This unexpected offer of shelter was too tempting to be 
^resisted , especially as it was immediately followed up, by 
the assurance that the old gentleman referred to, would 
doubtless piovide Oliver with a comfoi table place, without 
loss of time This led to a more friendly and confidential 
dialogue, from which Olivei discoveied that his friend’s 
name was J ack Dawkins and that he was a peculiar pet 
and protege of the eldeily gentleman before mentioned 

Mr Dawkins’s appearance did not say a vast deal m favour 
of the comforts v, Inch his pation’s interest obtained for those 
which he took under Ins piotection , but, as he had a rather 
flighty and dissolute mode of conversing, and furthermore 
avowed that among his intimate friends he was better 
known by the sobuquct of “The artful Dodgei,” Oliver 
concluded that, being of a dissipated and careless, turn, the 
’toioral piecepts of his benefactor had hitherto been tin own 
away upon him Under this impression, he secretly resolved 
to cultivate the good opinion of the old gentleman as quickly 
as possible and, if he found the Dodgei incorrigible as he 
more than half suspected he should, to decline the honour 
of his farther acquaintance 

As John Dawkins objected to then enteung London before 
nightfall, it was nearly eleven o’clock when they reached the 
turnpike at Islington They crossed from the Angel into 
bt. John s Eoad , struck down the small street which termi- 
nates at Sadler’s Wells Theatre , thiough Exmouth Street 
and Coppice Row, down the little court by the side of the 
workhouse acioss the classic ground winch once bore the 
name of Hockley-m-the-Hole , thence into Little Saffron 
rtul , and so into Saffron Hill the Great • along which the 

>Dodger scudded at a rapid pace, directing Oliver to follow 
close at his heels 


k P i gll ,? h ? r v ia ? enou S h to occu Py tos attention in 
keeping sight of his leader, he could not help bestowing 

° n eithGr Slde 0f fche as Passed 
Tk? S w Adlrtier or moie retched place he had never seen 
ne street was very narrow and muddy, and the air was 
pregnated with filthy odours There were a good many 
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small shops , but the only stock m trade appealed to be 
heaps of children, who, even at that time of night, were 
crawling in and out at the doors, 01 screaming from the 
inside The sole places that seemed to piosper amid the 
general blight of the place, were the pubhc houses , and 
in them, the lowest orders of Irish were wrangling with 
might and mam Covered ways and yards, which herS 
and there diverged fiom the mam street, disclosed little 
knots of houses, where drunken men and women were 
positively wallowing in filth , and fi om several of the 
door ways, great ill looking fellows were cautiously emerging, 
bound, to all appearance, on no very well disposed or harm 
less errands 

Oliver was just considering whether he hadn't better run 
away, when they reached the bottom of the lull His con- 
ductor, 'catching him by the arm, pushed open the door of 
a house near Field Lane , and, drawing him into the pas- 
sage, closed it behind them 

“ Now, then T 39 cried a voice fiom below, m reply to a 
whistle fipnx the Dodger 

“Plummy and slam f ” was the reply jfy, 

This seemed to be some watchword or signal that all 
was right , for the light of a feeble candle gleamed on the 
avail at the remote end of the passage , and a man's face 
peeped out, from where a balustrade of the old kitchen stair 
case had been bioken away 

“There’s two on you," said the man, thrusting the candle 
farthei out, and shading Ins eyes with his hand “Who's 
the t’other one 7 " 

“A new pal," replied Jack Dawkins, pulling Oliver 
foiwaid 

“ Where did he come from ? " 

“ Greenland Is Fagm up stairs ? " 

“Yes, he's a sortin' the wipes Up with you r " The 
candle was drawn back, and the face disappeared 

Ohvei, groping his way with one hand, and having tht r 
other fiimly giasped by his companion, ascended with much 
difficulty the dark and broken stairs which his conductor 
mounted with an ease and expedition that showed he was 
well acquainted with them He threw open the dooi of a 
back-room, and diew Olnez m after him 

The walls and ceiling of the room were perfectly black 
with age and dirt. There was ft deal table before the fire 
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upon winch weie a candle, stuck in a gmgei-beer bottle, tv o 
01 three pewter pots, a loaf and buttei, and a plate In a 
frymg-pan. winch, was on the hie, and ■which was secuied to 
the mantelshelf by a string, some sausages v ere choking , 
and standing oiei them, with a toastmg-foik in Ins hand, 
was a Aery old shovelled Jew, whose Aillanous-lookmg and 
Repulsive face was obscured by a quantity of matted red 
hair He was dressed m a gieasy flannel gown with Ins 
throat bare , and seemed to be dividing Ins attention be 
tween the frying-pan and a clothes-lioise, ovei which a gieat 
number of silk handkei chiefs weie hanging Seieial lougli 
beds made of old sacks, were huddled side by side on the 
flooi Seated round the table w ere four 01 five boy s, none 
oldei than the Dodger, smoking long clay pipes, and drink- 
ing spmts with the air of middle aged men These all 
crowded about then associate as lie w hispei ed a few w ords 
to the Jew, and then turned lound and gunned at Olivei 
So did the J ew lumself, toasting-foik m hand 

“This is lum, Fngin," said Jack Dawkins , “my fnend 
Oln ei Twist ” 


3 The Jew gunned , and, making a low obeisance to Olivei, 
took lum by the band, and hoped lie should have the 
honour of Ins intimate acquaintance Upon this, the young 
gentlemen with the pipes came round lnm, and shook both 
his hands very haid— especially the one in which he held 
his bttle bundle. One young gentleman was very anxious 
to hang up Ins cap foi him , and another was so obliging as 
to put bis bands m Ins pockets, in oidei that, as he was veiy 
tired, be might not liai 0 the trouble of emptying them 
himself, when he went to bed. These civilities would 
probably ha\e been extended much faitber, but foi a liberal 
exerase of the Jew’s toasting-fork on the beads and 
shoulders of the affectionate youths who offeied them 
We aie very glad to see you, Olivei, very,” said the 
Jew Dodger, take off the sausages , and draw a tub near 
tHe fire for Oliver. All, you’re a-stanng at tlie pocket- 
handkerchiefs* eh my deai » There are a good many of 
em am f there ? We ve just looked ’em out, ready for the 
wash , that s all, Olivei , that’s all Ha ’ ha 1 ha 1 ’’ 

K wV atfer H* °f ^ * peech ’, was hailed b Y a boisterous 
shout from all the hopeful pupils of the meny old gentle- 

mim In the midst of which, they went to supper 

bier ate Ins shaie, and tlie Jew then mixed hub a glass 
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of hot gin and “water telling him he must dnnk it. off 
directly, because another gentleman wanted the tumblei 
Oliver did as he was desired Immediately afterwards he 
felt hntiself gently lifted on to one of the sacks ; and then 
he sunk into a deep sleep 



CHAPTER IX 


CONTAINING FURTHER PARTICDLARS CONCERNING THE 
PLEASANT OLD GENTLEMAN, AND HIS HOPEFUL PUPILS 

It was late next morning when Oliver awoke, from a 
sound, long sleep There was no othei person in the room 
but the old Jew, who was boiling some coffee m a saucepan 
for breakfast, and whistling softly to himself as he starred 
it lound and lound, with an non spoon He would stop 
every now and then to hsten when there was the least noise 
below and when he had satisfied himself, he would go on, 
whistling and stirrmg again, as before 

Although Oliver had roused himself fiom sleep, he was 
mot thoiouglily awake. There is a drowsy state, between 
sleeping and waking, when you dieam more in five minutes 
with your eyes half open, and yourself half conscious of 
everything that is passing around you, than you would m 
five 'nights with youi eyes fast closed, and your senses 
wrapt m peifect unconsciousness At such times, a mortal 
knows just enough of what his mind is doing, to form some 
glimmering conception of its mighty powers, its hounding 
from earth and spuming time and space, when fieed fiom 
the restraint of its corporeal associate 

Ohver was precisely m this condition.' He saw the Jew 
with his half closed eyes ; heard Ins low whistling , and 
recognised the sound of the spoon grating against the sauce- 
pan’s sides , and yet the self-same senses were mentally 
engaged, at the same time, m busy action with almost 
^eierybody he had ever known 

When the coffee was done, the Jew drew the saucepan 
to the hob Standing, then, in an irresolute attitude for 
a few minutes, as if he did not well know how to employ 
himself, he turned round and looked at Oliver, and called him 
by his name. He did not nnswei, and was to all appear- 
ance asleep 

After satisfying himself upon this head, the Jew stepped 
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gently to the dooi which he fastened He then diew 
foidh as it seemed to Oliver, fiom some trap m tlie floor 
a small box, whnjh he placed carefully on the table Hi 
eyes glistened as he raised the lid, and looked m Dra£ 
gmg an old chan to the table, he sat down , and took fron 
it a magnificent gold watch, sparkling with jewels 

“Aha’” said the Jew, shrugging up his shoulders, am 
distorting every feature with a hideous grim “Cleve 
dogs ! C\e\ er dogs T Staunch to the last r Never told th< 
old parson where they v>eie> Never peached upon ok 
Fagm ! And why should they ? It wouldn't have loosener 
the knot, or kept the diop up, a minute longei No, no 
no I Fine fellows ! Fine fellows ’ 99 

With these, and other mutteied reflections of the like 
nature, the Jew once more deposited the watch m its place 
of safety At least half a dozen more were severally drawn 
forth from the same box, and surveyed with equal pleasure , 
besides rings, brooches, bracelets, and other articles of 
jewellery, of such magnificent materials, and costly work 
manslup, that Oliver had no idea, even of their names 

Having replaced these trinkets, the Jew took out am 
( other so small that it lay in the palm of his hand There 
seemed to be some very minute inscription on it for the 
Jew laid it flat upon the table, and, shading it with his 
hand, pored over it, long and earnestly At length he put 
it down, as if despairing of success , and, leaning back in 
his chan, muttered 

“ What a fine thing capital punishment is r Dead men 
never repent , dead men never bring awkward stones to 
light Ah, it’s a fine thing for the trade I Frve of ’em 
strung up in a ro\v, and none left to play booty, or turn 
white livered 1 ” 

As the Jew uttered these words, his bnght dark eyes, 
which had been staring vacantly before him, fell on Oliver’s 
face , the boy's eyes were fixed on lus m mute cunosity , and 
although the lecognition was only for an instant — for the^ 
bnefest space of time that can possibly be conceived — it was 
enough to show the old man that he had been observed 
He closed the lid of the box with a loud crash , and laying 
his hand on a bread knife which was on the table, started 
fuuously up He trembled very much though , for, even 
m his terror Oliver could see that the knife quivered m 
the air 
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“What s that 9 ” said the Jew. “ What do you watch 
me for 9 "Why aTe you awake 9 What have you seen 9 
Speak out, boy ' Quick — quick ! for youi life 1 ” 

“I wasnt able to sleep any longer sir, replied 01 n er, 
meekly “ I am very sorry if I have disturbed you sn 
q “You were not awake an hour ago 9 ’ said the Jew. 
scowling fiercely on the boy 

“ Yo ' Ko. indeed * ’ leplied Oliver 
“ Are you sure 9 ’ cued the Jew : with a still fiercer look 
than before * and a threatening attitude 

“ Upon my word I was not, sir,” replied Oliver earnestly 
‘ I was not. indeed, sir ” 

“Tush tush, iny dear ' ” said the Jew. abruptly resuming 
his old manner, and playing with the knife a little before 
he laid it down , as if to induce the belief that he had 
caught it up, m mere sport “ Of course I know that, my 
dear I only tried to frighten you You’re a brave boy. 
Ha ’ ha ' you're a brave bov, Oliver ! ’ The Jew rubbed 
his hands with a chuckle, but glanced uneasily 'at the box 
notwithstanding ’ 

^ “ Did you see any of these pretty things, my aear 9 ” said 
the Jew, laying his hand upon it after a short pause 
“ Yes, sn, ’ replied Olivei 

“Ah'” said the Jew, turning rather pale “They— 
they’re mine, Oliver my little property All I have* to 
lne upon, in ray old age The folks call me a misei mv 
dear Only a miser , that’s all ’ ’ 

Oliver thought the old gentleman must be a decided 
miser to live in such a dirty place, with so many watches : 
hut, thinking that peihaps Ins fondness for the Dodgei 
and the other boys, cost him a good deal of money, he 

only cast a deferential look at the Jew, and asked if he 
might get up 

man^W m Ju de f’ Cert ;T ly, r/ eplied the old 

>»* r1 St ^ Ti l e ™ s a pitcher of water m the comer bv 
itmydea® nng ^ M1 *** you a bas ^ *o wash 
* f T 7 walked across the room , and stooped for 

t“™r hep,fdKr - ^ Kit— bits: 

tid? e br n LX, Cely fr? ed lumself ’ and made everything 
I n, b r en ^P t Y in g the hasm out of the wmdow nsreeablv 
to the Jew's directions, when the Dodger retard 'SS 
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a couple of young ladies called to see the young gentlemen , 
one of whom Mas named Bet, and the other Nancy They 
woie a good deal of hair, not very neatly turned up behind, 
and were rather untidy about the shoes and stockings 
They were not exactly pretty, perhaps , but they had 
a great deal of colour in then faces, and looked quite stout 
and hearty Being remaikably free and agreeable in then* 
manners, Oliver thought them very nice girls indeed As 
there is no doubt they were 

These visitors stopped a long time Spirits were pioduced, 
m consequence of one of the young ladies complaining of 
a coldness ip her inside , $nd the com ersation took a very 
convivial and impioving tuim At length, Charley Bates 
expressed his opinion that it was time to pad the hoof 
This, it occurred to Oliver, must be French for going out , 
foi, directly afterwards, the Dodger, and Charley, and the 
two young ladies, went away together, having been kindly 
furnished by the amiable old Jew 'with money to spend 
“There, my dear,” said Fagin “That’s a pleasant life, 
isn’t it ? They have gone out foi the day ” 

“ Have they done work, sir ? ” inquired Oliver ^ 

“Yes,” said the Jew, “that is, unless they should 
unexpectedly come across any, when they aie out, and 
they won’t neglect it, if they do, my dear, depend upon it 
Make ’em youi models, my dear Make ’em yom models,” 
tapping the fire shovel on the hearth to add force to his 
words , “ do everything they bid you, and take their advice 
m all matters— especially the Dodgei’s, my dear He’ll be 
a great man himself, and will make you one too, if you take 
pattern by hum— Is my handkei chief hanging out of my 
pocket, my dear?” said the Jew, stopping shoit 
1 Yes, sir,” said Oliver 

“See if you can take it out, without my feeling it as 
you saw them do, when we were at play this morning ” 

Oliver held up the bottom of the pocket with one hand, 
as he had seen the Dodger hold it, and drew the handker^J 
chief lightly out of it with the othei 
“ Is it gone ? ” cned the Jew 

“ Here it is, sir,” said Oliver, showing it m his hand 
“You’re a clever boy, my dear,” said the playful old 
gentleman, patting Olivei on the head approvingly “I 
never saw a sharper lad Here’s a shilling for you If 
you go on, m this way, you’ll be the greatest man of the 
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time And now come heie, and I’ll show you how to take 
the marks out of the handkerchiefs ” 

Ohver wondeied what picking the old gentleman’s pocket 
in play, had to do with his chances of being a gi eat man 
But thinking that the Jew, being so much his semor, must 
know best, he followed him quietly to the table, and was 
* soon deeply involved m his new study. 



CHAPTER X 


OLIVER BECOMES BETTER ACQUAINTED WITH THE 
CHARACTERS OF HIS NEW ASSOCIATES , AND PUR- 
CHASES EXPERIENCE AT A HIGH PRICE BEIJSG 
A SHORT, BUT VERY IMPORTANT CHAPTER, IN THIS 
HISTORY 

For many days, Olivei remained in the Jew’s room, picking 
the maiks out of the pocket handkerchiefs, (of which a great 
number were bi ought home,) and sometimes taking part in 
the game already described which the two bo}^s and the 
Jew played, regularly, every morning At length, he began 
to languish for fresh air, and took many occasions o^ ; 
earnestly entreating the old gentleman to allow him to 
go out to work, with Ins two companions 

Olivei was rendered the moie anxious to he actively 
employed, by what he had seen of the stern morality of 
the old gentleman’s character Whenevei the Dodger or 
Chailey Bates came home at night, empty-handed, he would 
expatiate with great vehemence on the misery of idle and 
lazy habits , and would enforce upon them the necessity 
of an active life, by sending them supperless to bod On 
one occasion, indeed, he even went so far as to knock them 
both down a flight of stairs , but this was carrying out his 
virtuous precepts to an unusual extent 

At length, one morning, Oliver obtained the permission 
he had so eagerly sought There had been no handkerchiefs 
to work upon, for two or three days, and the dinners had^ 
been rather meagre Perhaps these veie reasons for the old 
gentleman’s giving his assent , but, whether they were 01 no, 
he told Obver he might go, and placed him under the joint 
guardianship of Charley Bates, and his friend the Dodger 
The three boys sallied out, the Dodger with his coat- 
sleeves tucked up, and his hat cocked, as usual, Master 
Bates sauntering along with his hands in his pockets , and 
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Oliver between them, wondering where they were going, and 
what branch of manufacture he would be instructed in, first. 

The pace at which they went, was such a very lazy, ill- 
looking saunter, that Ollier soon began to think his com- 
panions were going to deceive the old gentleman, by not 
going to work at all The Dodger had a vicious propensity, 
Hoo, of pulling the caps from the heads of small boys and 
tossing them down areas , while Charley Bates exhibited 
some very loose notions concerning the rights of property, 
by pilfering divers apples and onions from the stalls at the 
kennel sides, and thrusting them into pockets which were 
so surprisingly capacious, that they seemed to undermine 
his whole suit of clothes in every direction. These things 
looked so bad, that Ohver was on the point of declaring his 
intention of seeking his way back, in the best way he could ; 
when his thoughts were suddenly directed into another 
channel, by a very mysterious change of behaviour on the 
part of the Dodger 

They were just emerging fiom a narrow court not far 
from the open square m Clerkenwell, which is yet called, by 
*ome strange perversion of terms, “The Green. 5 when ’the 
Dodger made a sudden stop , and, laying Ins finger on his 
hp, drew his companions back again, with the greatest 
caution and circumspection. 

What’s the mattei ? ” demanded Ohver 

“ Hush 1 5 replied the Dodger. “ Do you see that old cove 
at the book-stall ?” 

“ The old gentleman over the way ? ” said Oliver “ Yes 

I see him.” ’ 


He’ll do,” said the Dodger. 

“A prime plant,” observed Master Charley Bates 
Ohver looked from one to the other, with the greatest 

?“g ,8e S he not Pitted to make any inquiries • 
for the two boys walked stealthily across the road, and slunk 
close behind the old gentleman towards whom his attenhma 
« been directed. Oliver walked a few paces after them 

*° adTan “ ° rrehr% Sl0 ° d l00fan * 

somio-o old S entIeman fas a very respectable-looking per- 

SEd fAI ? nd f° Id s P ectacles He was 

r^ sed “J « bottle-green coat with a black velvet collar • 

trousers; and carried a smart bamboo cane 

A bis arm. He had taken up a book from the stall. 
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and there he stood, reading away, as hard as if he were m 
his elbow-chair, ip his own study It is very possible that 
he fancied himself there, indeed , foi it was plain, from Ins 
abstraction, that he saw not the book-stall, nor the street, 
nor the boys, nor, m short, anything but the book itself 
which he was reading straight through tur nin g over the 
leaf when he got to the bottom of a page beginning at* 
the top line of the next one, and going regularly on, with 
the greatest interest and eagerness 

What was Oliver’s horror and alarm as he stood a few 
paces off, looking on with his eyelids as wide open as they 
would possibly go to see the Dodgei plunge his hand into 
the old gentleman’s pocket, and draw fiom thence a hand 
kerchief! To see him hand the same to Charley Bates 
and finally to behold them, both, running away round the 
corner at full speed 

In an instant the whole mystery of the handkerchiefs, and 
the watches, and the jewels, and the Jew, rushed upon the 
boy’s mind He stood, for a moment, with the blood so 
tingling through all his vems from tenor, that he felt as if 
\ he were m a burning fire , then, confused and frightened^ 

' he took to his heels , and, not knowing what he did, made 
off as fast as he could lay his feet to the ground 

This was all done in a minute’s space. In the very 
instant when Oliver began to run, the old gentleman, 
putting his hand to his pocket, and missing his handkei 
chief, turned sharp round Seeing the boy scudding away 
at such a rapid pace, he veiy naturally concluded him to 
be the depredator, and, shouting “Stop thief ! v with all 
his might, inade off after him, book in hand 

But the old gentleman was not the only person who raised 
the hue-and cry The Dodger and Master Bates, unwilling 
to attract public attention by running down the open street, 
had merely retired into the veiy first doorva} round the 
corner They no soonei heard the cry, and saw Oliver 
running, than, guessing exactly how the matter stood, they* 
issued forth with great promptitude , and, shouting “ Stop 
thief ! ” too, joined m the pursuit like good citizens 

Although Oliver had been brought up by philosophers, he 
was not theoretically acquainted with the beautiful axiom 
that self-preservation is the first law of nature If he had 
been, perhaps he would have been prepared for this Not 
being prepared, however, it alarmed h i m the more , so away 
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he went like the wind, with the old gentleman and the two 
boys roaring and shouting behind him 

“Stop thief' Stop thief'” There is a faagic m the 
sound. The tradesman leaves his coimtei, and the carman 
his waggon , the butchei throws down his tray , the baker 
lus basket, the milkman his pail, the errand-boy his 
parcels , the school-boy his marbles , the paviour his pick- 
axe ; the child his battledore. Away they run, pell-mell 
helter-skelter, slap-dash tearing, yelling, screaming, knock- 
ing down the passengers as they turn the corners, lousing 
up the dogs, and astonishing the fowls : and streets, squares, 
and courts, re-echo with the sound 

“Stop thief' Stop thief!” The cry is taken up by a 
hundred voices, and the ciowd accumulate tft every turning. 
Away they fly, splashing through the mud, and rattling 
along the pavements . up go the windows, out lun the 
people, onward bear the mob, a whole audience desert 
Punch m the very thickest of the plot, and, joining the 
rushing throng, swell the shout, and lend fresh vigour to 
the cry, “ Stop thief ' Stop thief I ” 

> “Stop thief' Stop thief!” There is a passion foi hunting 
something deeply implanted in the human breast. One 
wretched breathless child, panting with exhaustion , terror 
m his looks ; agony in his eyes , large drops of perspiration 
streaming down his face , strains every nerve to make head 
upon his pursuers , and as they follow on his track, and gain 
upon him eveiy instant, they hail his decreasing strength 
with still louder shouts, and whoop and scream with joy. 
“ Stop thief ! ” Ay, stop him for God’s sake, were it only 
in mercy ! 


Stopped at last I A clever blow He is down upon the 
pavement, and the crowd eagerly gather round him each 
new comer, jostling and struggling with the others to catch 
a glimpse “Stand aside!” “Give lnm a httle air!” 
“Nonsense' he don’t deserve it.” “Where’s the gentle- 
> man ? ” “Here he is, coming down the street” “Make 
room there for the gentleman!” “Is this the boy, sir!” 
“ Yes ” 


Oliver lay, covered with mud and dust, and bleedipg from 
the mouth, looking wildly lound upon the heap of faces that 
surrounded him, when the old gentleman was officiously 
dragged and pushed into the cncle by the foremost of the 
pursuers. 
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a Y es,” said the gentleman, “I am afraid it is the boy,” 
u Afraid ! ” mmmured the ciowd 1 That’s a good ’un I” 
“Poor fellow 1 ” said the gentleman, “he has hurt himself” 
u I did that, sir,” said a great lubberly fellow, stepping 
forward , “and preciously I cut my knuckle agin’ his mouth 
I stopped him, sn ” 

The fellow touched his hat with a grin, expecting some- 
thing for his pains , but, the old gentleman, eyeing him 
with an expression of dislike, looked anxiously round, as 
if he contemplated running away himself ^ which it is veiy 
possible he might have attempted to do, and thus have 
affoided another chase, had not a police officer (wdio is 
generally the last person to arrive in such cases) at that 
moment made his way through the crowd, and seized Ohvei 
by the collar 

“Come, get up,” said the man loughly 
‘ It wasn’t me indeed, sir Indeed, indeed, it was two 
other boys,” said Oliver, clasping his hands passionately, 'and 
looking lound “ They aie here somewhere ” 

“Ob no, they ain’ty” said the officer He meant this to 
be ironical, but it was true besides , foi the Dodger andC 
Chailey Bates had filed off down the first convenient court 
they came to “ Come, get up 1 ” 

* Don’t hurt him,” said the old gentleman, compas 
sionately 

“Oh no, I won’t hurt him,” replied the officei, tearing 
his jacket half off his back, m proof thereof “ Come, I know 
you , it won’t do Will you stand upon youi legs, you 
young devil?” 

Ohvei, who could haidly stand, made a shift to raise him- 
self on his feet, and was at once lugged along the sheets by 
the jacket collar, at a rapid pace The gentleman walked 
on with them by the officei ’s side , and as many of the ciowd 
as could achieve the feat, got a little a-head, and stared back 
at Olivei from tame to time. The boys shouted in triumph , 
and on they went 



CHAPTER XI 


rREATS OF MS FANG THE POLICE MAGISTRATE, AND 
FURNISHES A SLIGHT SPECIMEN OF HIS MODE OF 
ADMINISTERING JUSTICE 


The offence had been committed within the district, and 
indeed in the immediate neighbourhood of, a very notorious 
metropolitan police office The ciowd had only the satisfac- 
tion of accompanying Oliver thiough two or thiee stieets, 
and down a place called Mutton Hill, when he was led 
beneath a low archway, and up a dirty court, into this 
dispensary of summary justice, by the backway It was 
a small paved yard into which they turned , and here they 
encountered a stout man with a bunch of whiskers on his 
face, and a hunch of keys m his hand. 

‘‘What’s the matter now 9 ” said the man carelessly 

‘‘A young fogle-liunter,” leplied the man who had Oliver 
m charge 


“Are you the party that’s been lobbed, sir 9 ” inquired 
the man with the keys 

*‘Yes, I am,” replied the old gentleman , “hut I am not 
sure that this hoy actually took the handkerchief I— I 
would rather not press the case ’ 

'Must go before the magistrate now, sir,” replied the 
man. “ His worship will be disengaged in half a minute 
how, young gallows!” 

This was an invitation foi Oliver to enter through a dooi 
which he unlocked as he spoke, and which led into a stone 
‘ cell Here he was searched , and nothing being found upon 
him, locked up F 

This cell was in shape and size something like an area 
cellar, only not so light It was most intolerably dirty , foi 
it was Monday morning, and it had been tenanted by six 
drunken people, who had been locked up, elsewhere, since 
Saturday night. But this is little In our station-houses, 
men and women aie every night confined on the most 
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trivial chaises — the w6rd is worth noting — in dungeons, 
compared with which, those in Newgate, occupied by the most 
atrocious felons, tried, found guilty, and undei sentence 
of death, are palaces Let any one who doubts this, compare 
the two 

The old gentleman looked almost as rueful as Oliver 
when the key grated in the lock. He turned with a sigh to 
the book, which had been the innocent cause of all this 
disturbance 

u There is something in that hoy’s face/’ said the old 
gentleman to hi m self as he walked slowly away, tapping his 
chin with the cover of the book, in a thoughtful manner , 
“something that touches and interests me Gan he be 
innocent ? He looked like — By the bye,” exclaimed the old 
gentleman, halting very abruptly, and staring up into the 
sky, “Bless my soul 1 Where have I seen something like 
that look before ? 99 

After musing for some minutes, the old gentleman 
walked, with the same meditative face, into a back ante- 
room opening from the yard, and there, letinng into 
a corner, called up before his mind’s eye a vast amphitheatre^ 
of faces over which a dusky curtam had hung for many 
years “No,” said the old gentleman, shaking his head, 

“ it must be imagination " 

He wandered over them again He bad called them into 
new, and it was not easy to replace the shroud that had so 
long concealed them Theie were the faces of friends, and 
foes, and of many that had been almost strangers peering 
intrusively from the crowd , there were the faces of young 
and blooming girls that were now old women , there were 
faces that the grave had changed and closed upon, hut which 
the mind, superior to its power, still dressed m their old 
freshness and beauty, calling back the lustre of the eyes, the 
brightness of the smile, the beaming of the soul through its 
mask of clay, and whispering of beauty beyond the tomb, 
changed hut to be heightened, and taken from earth only 
to be set up as a light, to shed a soft and gentle glow upon 
the path to Heaven 

But the old gentleman could recall no one countenance of 
which Oliver’s features bore a trace So, he heaved a sigh 
over the recollections he had awakened , and being, happily 
for himself, an absent old gentleman, buned them again m 
the pages of the musty book 
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He was roused by a touch on the shoulder, and a request 
from the man with the keys to follow him into the office 
He closed his book hastily , and was at once ushered into 
the imposing presence of the renowned Mr Tang 

The office was a front parlour, with a panelled w all. Mi 
.Pang sat behind a bar, at the uppei end , and on one side 
'the door was a sort of wooden pen m which poor little 
Oliver was nlieady deposited trembling very much at the 
awfulness of the Beene 

Mr. Pang was a lean, long-backed, stiff-necked, middle- 
sized man, with no great quantity of hair, and what he had, 
growing on the back and sides of his head. His face was 
stem, and much flushed If he weie leally not m the habit 
of drinking rather moie than was exactly good for him, he 
might have brought an action agmn6t his countenance for 
libel, and have recovered heavy damages 
The old gentleman bowed respectfully , and advancing to 
the magistrate’s desk, said, suiting the action to the word, 
“That is my name and address, su.” He then withdrew 
a pace or two , and, with another polite and gentlemanly 
"inclination 'of the head, waited to be questioned 

Now, it so happened that Mr Pang was at that moment 
perusing a leading aiticle m a newspaper of the morning, 
adverting to some recent decision of his, and commending 
him, for the three bundled and fiftieth time, to the special 
and particular notice of the Secietary of State for the Home 
Department He was out of tempei , and he looked up 
with an angry scowl. 

“ Who are you ’ ” said Mr. Fang 

The old gentleman pointed, with some surprise, to his card. 

Officer 1 ” said Mr. Pang, tossing the card contemp- 
tuously away with the newspaper. “ Who is this fellow ?” 

My name, sir,” said the old gentleman, speaking like 
a gentleman, “ my name, sir, is Brownlow Permit me to 
inquire the name of the magistrate who offers a gratuitous 
land unprovoked insult to a respectable person, under the 
protection of the bench ” Saying this, Mr. Brownlow looked 
round the office as if m search of some person who would 
anord him the required information. 

“Officer ! ” said Mr Fang, throwing the paper on one side, 
^vhat s this fellow charged 'svith ? ** 

«, ; He ’ 8 not c Wed at all, your worship,” replied the officei. 
■tie appears against the boy, your worship ” 


» 3 
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His worship knew this perfectly well , but it was a good 
annoyance, and a safe one 

u Appears against the boy, does he ? ” said Fang, surveying 
Mr Brownlow contemptuously from head to foot “ Sweai 
him 1 ” 

“ Before I am sworn, I must beg to say one w ord ” said 
Mr Brownlow “ and that is, that I really never, without ^ 
actual experience could have believed — ’ 

“Hold your tongue, su r ” said Mr Fang, peremptorily 
“ I will not, sir ? ” replied the old gentleman 
“ Hold your tongue this instant, or I’ll have } ou turned 
out of the office 1 ” said Mr Fang “You’re an insolent, 
imp erti nent fellow How dare you bully a magistrate I ” 

“ What ! ” exclaimed the old gentleman reddemng 
“ Swear this person I ” said Fang to the clerk “ I’ll not 
heai another woid Swear him ” 

Mr Biownlow’s indignation was greatly mused , but 
reflecting perhaps, that he might only injure the boy by 
giving vent to it, he suppressed Ins feelings and submitted 
to be sworn at once 

“ Now ” said Fang, “ What s the charge against this boy 2^ 
What have you got to say, sir?” 

“ I was standing at a book-stall — ” Mr Biownlow began 
“Hold your tongue, sir,” said Mr Fang “Policeman f 
Where’s the pohceman 9 Here, swear this policeman Nov , 
policeman, what is this?” 

The pohceman, with becoming humihty related how he 
had taken the charge , how he had searched Oliver, and 
found nothing on his person , and how that was all he knew 
about it. 

“ Are there any witnesses ? ” inquired Mr Fang 
“None, youi worship,” replied the policeman. 

Mr Fang sat silent for some minutes, and then, turning 
lound to the prosecutoi, said m a towering passion 

“ Do you mean to state what your complaint against this 
boy is, man, or do you not ? You ha^ e been sworn Now a 
if you stand there, refusing to give evidence, 1 11 punish you 
foi disrespect to the bench I iviU by — ” 

By what, or by whom, nobody knows, for the cleik and 
jailer coughed very loud just at the nght moment , and the 
former dropped a heavy book upon the floor, thus preventing 
the word from being heard — accidentally, of course 

With many interruptions, and repeated insults, Mr 
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Brownlow contrived to state his case , observing that m the 
surprise of the moment he had run aftei the boy because 
he saw him running away , and expressing his hope that if 
the magistrate should believe him although not actually the 
tlnef, to be connected with thieves he would deal as leniently 
with him as justice would allow 

“ He has been hurt already " said the old gentleman in 
conclusion “ And I fear.” he added with great energy, 
looking towards the bar, “I really fear that he is ill. ’ & 

“ Oh ' yes I dare say 1 ’ said Hr Pang, with a sneer 
“ Come none of your tncks here, you young vagabond , they 
won’t do. "What s your name 0 

Oliver tned to reply, but his tongue failed him He u as 
deadly pale ; and the whole place seemed turning round and 
lound 


“ What s your name, you hardened scoundrel 9 ’ demanded 
Mr Fang “ Officei, what’s his name ’ ” 

This was addressed to a bluff old fellow, m a striped 
waistcoat, who was standing by the bar He bent over 
Olrs or* and repeated the inquiry ; hut finding lnm really 
■3 incapable of understanding the question , and knowing that 
his not replying would only infuriate the magistrate the 
more, and add to the seventy of his sentence , he hazarded 
a guess 

, ,-^ e bis name's Tom White your worship,” said this 

kind-hearted thief taker 


“ Ok. he won t speak out. won t he 0 ' said Fane “ Yerv 
well very well Where does he live ’ ’ 

y°« worship.” replied the officer ; again 
pretending to receive Oliver’s answer 6 

“Has he any parents’ ’ inquired Mr.,Fane 

a» om ' vorslui> ’’' ” phcd 

1 n( 5f thlS P T t °i the 1 1 n( l Uir J' Ohver raised his head ; and 
, for aSgM of 8 SyeS ' mnTmWKi 1 faeb,e 

»akff fo “ d o t n ~ ! ' S " d ^ ^ to 

office/ 111 ^ he TGally ^ m ' y ° Ur worshl P’ ’ remonstrated the 
“I know better said Mr Fang 

" Take care of him officer ” said the old gentleman msi™ 
lus hands instinctively , “ he 11 fall down.” * ' 0 
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“ Stand away, officei,” cried Fang, “let him, if he 
likes ” 

Oliver availed himself of the kind permission, and fell to 
the floor m a famtmg fit The men m the office looked at 
each other, but no one dared to stir 

“I knew he was shamming , ” said Fang, as if this were 
incontestable pi oof of the feet “ Let him lie there , he'll 
soon be tired of that 99 

“How do you propose to deal with the case, sir?” in- 
quired the clerk in a low voica 

“ Summarily,” leplied Hr Fang “He stands co mmi tted 
for three months — haid labour of course Clear the office ” 
The door was opened for this purpose, and a couple of 
men were preparing to carry the insensible boy to his cell 
when an eldeily man of decent but poor appearance, clad m 
an old suit of black, rushed hastily into the office, and 
advanced towards the bench 

“Stop, stop I Don't take him away I For Heaven's 
sake stop a moment ! ” cued the new comer, breathless with 
haste 

Although the presiding Demi m such an office as this, 
exeicise a summary and arbitiaiy powei over the liberties, 
the good name, the character, almost the hves, of Hei 
Majesty's subjects, especially of the poorer class , and 
although, withm such walls, enough fantastic tncks are 
daily played to make the angels blind with weeping , they 
are closed to the public, save through the medium of the 
daily press 1 Mr Fang was consequently not a little 
indignant to see an unbidden guest enter m such irreverent 
disoider 

“What is this? Who is this? Turn this man out 
deal the office 1” cried Mr Fang 

“ I tviH speak,” cned the man , “ I will not be turned out, 

I saw it all I keep the book stall I demand to be sworn, 

I will not be put down, Mr Fang, you must hear me 
You must not refuse, sn ” ( ’ 

The man was right His manner was determined , and 
the matter was glowing rather too serious to be hushed up 
“ Swear the man,” growled Mr Fang, with a very ill grace 
“Now, man, what have you got to say? ” 

“ T his ,” said the man “I saw three boys two others and 
the prisoner here loitering on the opposite side of the way, 

1 Or were virtually, then 
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when this gentleman was reading. The robbery was com- 
mitted by another boy I saw it done . and I saw that this 
boy was perfectly amazed and stupefied by it ” Having by 
this tune recovered a little breath, the worthy book-stall 
keeper proceeded to relate, in a more coherent manner, the 
t exact circumstances of the robbery 

‘ Why didn’t you come here before’” said Fang, aftei 
a pause. 

“ I hadn’t a soul to mind the shop,” replied the man 
‘ Everybody who could have helped me had joined m the 
pursuit. I could get nohody till five minutes ago ; and I’ve 
11m here all the way” 

“ The prosecutor was reading, was he ? ” inquired Fang, 
after anothei pause 

“ Yes,” replied the man. “ The very book he has in his 
hand” 




“ Oh, that book, eh ? ” said Fang “ Is it paid foi ? ” 

“ No, it is not,” leplied the man, with a smile 

“ Deav me . 1 for g ot all about it ' ” exclaimed the absent 
old gentleman, innocently 

“ A nice person to prefer a charge against a poor boy ' ” 
said Fang, with a comical effort to look humane “I con- 
sider, sir, that you have obtained possession of that book, 
under very suspicious and disreputable circumstances and 
you may think yourself very fortunate that the owner of the 
property declines to prosecute Let this be a lesson to you 
my man, or the law will overtake you yet The boy is dis- 
charged. Cleai the office.” i 


,, <<r>— : n . ! ” , cned tlj e old gentlemen, bursting out with 

the rage he had kept down so long, ‘ d— n me » I’ll—” 

Clear the office!” said the magistrate “Officers dn 
you hear’ Clear the office! ’ * ’ do 

The mandate was obeyed , and the indignant Mr Biown- 
kw was conveyed out, with the book in one hand, and the 
mboo cane in the other * m a perfect plirenzy of rage and 
defiance. He reached the yard ; and Ins passmn vanSed m 
^ Oliver Twist lay on h ^TaokolTefu^ 
nt, with his shirt unbuttoned, and his temples bathed 

A coach was obtained, and Oliver, having been 'carefully 
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laid on one seat, the old gentleman got m and sat himself 
on the other 

“May I accompany you 9 ” said the book-stall keeper, 
looking in 

“ Bless me, yes, my dear sir,” said Mr Brownlow quickly 
u I forgot you Dear, deai ! I have this unhappy book 
still ! Jump in Poor fellow ! Theie’s no time to lose ” 

The book stall keeper got into the coach , and away they 
drove 



CHAPTER XH 


IN WHICH OLIVER IS TAKEN BETTER CARE OF THAN HE 
EVER WAS BEFORE AND IN WHICH THE NARRATIVE 
REVERTS TO THE MERRY OLD GENTLEMAN AND HIS 
YOUTHFUL FRIENDS 

The coach rattled away, ovei nearly the same ground as that 
which Oliver had tiaversed when he first entered London m 
company with the Dodger , and, turning a different way 
when it reached the Angel at Islington, stopped at length 
before a neat house, in a quiet shady sheet near Pentonville. 
Here, a bed was piepaied, without loss of time, in which Mi 
Biownlow saw his young charge carefully and comfortably 
deposited , and here, he was tended with a kindness and 
solicitude that knew no hounds. 

But, foi many days, Oliver remained insensible to all the 
goodness of his new fiiends The sun lose and sank, and 
rose and sank again, and many times after that ; and still 
the boy lay stretched on his uneasy bed, dwindling away 
beneath the dry and wasting heat of fever The worm does 
not his work more surely on the dead body, than does this 
slow creeping file upon the living frame. 

Weak, and thin, and pallid, he awoke at last from what x 
seemed to haye been a long and tioubled dream Peebly 
raising himself m the bed, with his head resting on his 
trembling aim, he looked anxiously around 

ik What 100m is this 9 Where have I been bi ought to 9 ” 
said Ohvei u This is not the place I went to sleep in.” 

He uttered these woids m a feeble voice, being very faint 
and weak , but they were overheard at once. The curtain 
at the bed’s head was hastily drawn back, and a motheily 
old lady, very neatly and piecisely dressed, rose as she 
undrew it, from an arm-chair close by, in which she had 
been sitting at needle- woik. 
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“Hush, my deal,” said the old lady softly “You mm 
be very quiet, or you will be ill agam , and you have bee 
very bad,— as bad os bad could be, pretty nigh Lie dowi 
agam, there's a dear!" With those words, the old lad 
ver y gently placed Oliver's head upon the pillow , and 
smoothing back his hair horn his forehead, looked so kindb 
and lovingly m his face, that he could not help placing 
his little withered hand m hers, and drawing it roun( 
his neck, 

“ Save us ! ” said the old lady, with tears m hei eyes 
“ What a giateful httle dear it is Pretty creetur f Whai 
would his mother feel if she had sat by him as I have, and 
could see him now I ” 

“Perhaps she does see me,” whispered Oliver, folding his 
hands together , “perhaps she has sat by me I almost feel 
as if she had ” 

“ That was the fever, my dear,” said the old lady mildly 

“I suppose it was,” replied Oliver, “because heaven is a 
long way off, and they are too happy there, to come down 
to the bedside of a poor boy But if she knew I was ill, 
she must have pitied me, even there , for she was very ill 
herself before she died She can t know anything about me 
| though,” added Oliver aftei a moment's silence “If she 
had seen me hurt, it would have made her sorrowful , and 
her face has always looked sweet and happy, when I have 
dreamed of her ” 

The old lady made no reply to this , but w ipmg her eyes 
first, and her spectacles, which lay on the count eipane, after- 
wards, as if they were part and parcel of those features, 
brought some cool stuff for Oliver to drink , and then, patting 
him on the cheek, told him he must lie very quiet, or he 
would be ill again. 

So, Oliver kept very still , partly because he was anxious 
to obey the kind old lady m all things , and partly, to tell 
the truth, because he was completely exhausted wuth what 
he had already said He soon fell into a gentle doze, from 
which he was awakened by the light of a candle which, 
being brought neai the bed, showed him a gentleman with 
a very large and loud-tickmg gold watch in his hand, who 
felt his pulse, and said he was a great deal better 

“You ai'e a great deal better, are } r ou not, my dear?” 
said the gentleman 

“ Yes, thank you, sn ” replied Olnei 
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“Yes, I know you are,” said the gentleman. “You’re 
hungry too, a’n't you ? ” 

“No, sir,” answered Oliver 

“Heml” said the gentleman “No, I know you’re not 
He is not hungry, Mrs. Bedwin,” said the gentleman . look- 
ing very wise 

' The old lady made a respectful inclination of the head, 
which seemed to say that she thought the doctoi was a very 
clevei man. The doctor appeared much of the same opinion 
himself 

“ You feel sleepy, don t you, my dear ? ” said the doctor. 
“No, sir,” replied Oliver. 
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No,” said the doctor, with a very shrewd and satisfied 
look “ You’re not sleepy Nor thirsty Are you ? ’* 

“ Yes, sir, rather thirsty,” answered Oliver 
“Just as I expected, Mis Bedwm,” said the doctor “It’s 
very natural that he should be thusty You may give him 
a little tea, ma’am, and some dry toast without any butter 
Don’t keep hun too warm, ma’am , but be careful that you 
Ion t let him be too cold ; will you have the goodness ? ” 

|t The old lady dropped a curtsey. The doctor, after tasting 
the cool stuff, and expressing a qualified approval of it 
hurried away his boots creaking in a very important and 
wealthy manner as he went down stairs 
Okver dosed off again, soon after this ; when he awoke, it 
was nearly twelve o’clock The old lady tenderly bade him 
good-mght shortly afterwards, and left bun m charge of 
a fat old woman who had just come bringing with her, in 
a little bundle, a small Prayer Book and a huge nightcap 
Putting the latter on her head and the former on the table 
the old woman, after telling Oliver that she had come to sit 
up with him, drew her chair close to the fire and went off 
into a senes of short naps, chequered at frequent intervals 
with sundry tumblings forward, and divers moans and 
cnokmgs These, however, had no worse effect than-causinn 
*ier rub her nose veiy hard, and then fall asleep again. 

And thus the night crept slowly on Oliver lay awake for 
some time counting the httle cncles of hght which the 
reflection of the rushlight-shade threw upon the ceiling; or 
tracing with his languid eyes the intricate pattern of the 
paper on the wall. The darkness and the deep stillness of 

mfnST Tf r6 ^f°i ei ? n 5 aS th0 y brought into the hoys 
mind the thought that death had been hovering there for 



OLIVER TWIST 


114 

many day & and nights, and might yet fill it with the gloon 
and dread of his awful presence, he turned his face upon th 
pillow, and fervently prayed to Heaven 

Gradually, he fell into that deep tranquil sleep which ea& 
from lecent suffering alone imparts , that calm and peacefu 
lest which it is pain to wake from. Who, if this were death 
would be roused again to all the struggles and turmoils o 
life , to all its cares for the present , its anxieties for th< 
future , more than all, its weary recollections of the past T 
It had been bright day, for hours, when Oliver opened hr 
eyes , he felt cheerful and happy The crisis of the disease 
was safely past He belonged to the world again 

In three days’ time he was able to sit in an easy chan, 
well propped up with pillows , and, as he was still too weak 
to walk, Mrs Bedwm had him carried down stairs into the 
little housekeeper’s room, which belonged to her Having 
him set, here, by the fireside, the good old lady sat herself 
down too , and, being in a state of considerable delight at 
seeing him so much better, forthwith began to cry most 
violently 

“Never mind me, my dear,” said the old lady “I 
only having a regular good cry There , it’s all over now , 
and I’m quite comfortable ” 

“ You’re very, very land to me, ma’am ” said Oliver 
“ Well, never you mind that, my dear,” said the old lady , 
“ that’s got nothing to do with your broth , and it’s full time 
you had it , for the doctor says Mr Brownlow may come m 
to see you this morning , and we must get up our best looks, 
because the bettei we look, the more he’ll be pleased ” And 
with this, the old lady applied herself to warming up, in a 
little saucepan, a basin full of broth strong enough, Oliver 
thought, to furnish an ample dinner, when reduced to the 
legulation stiength, for three hundred and fifty paupers, at 
the lowest computation 

“Are you fond of pictures, dear?” inquired the old lady, 
seeing that Oliver had fixed his eyes, most intently, on 
portrait which hung against the wall , just opposite his 
chair 

“I don’t quite know, ma’am,” said Oliver, without taking 
'his eyes from the canvas , “ I have seen so few, that I hardly 
know What a beautiful, mild face that lady’s is 1 ” 

“ Ah f ” said the old lady, “painters always make ladies 
out prettier than they are, 01 they wouldn’t get any custom* 
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child. The man that invented the machine foi taking like- 
nesses might have known that would nevei succeed it’s 
a deal too honest A deal,” said the old lady, laughing 
very heartily at her own acuteness 

“Is — is that a likeness, ma’am?” said Oliver, 
j “Yes,” said the old lady, looking up for a moment from 
the broth , “ that’s a portrait.” 

‘ "Whose, ma’am 9 ” asked Oliver 

“Why, really my dear, I don’t know,” answered the old 
lady m a good-humouied manner “ It’s not a likeness of 
anybody that you or I know, I expect. It seems to strike 
your fancy, dear ’ 

“ It is so very pretty ” replied Oliver. 

“Why, sure you re not afraid of it?” said the old lady, 
observing, m great surprise, the look of awe with which the 
child regarded the painting. 

“ Oh no, no,” returned Ohver quickly , “but the eyes look 
so sorrowful and where I sit, they seem fixed upon me It 
makes my heart beat,” added Oliver m a low voice, “ as if it 
was alive, and wanted to speak to me, but couldn’t.” 

“ Lord save us 1 ” exclaimed the old lady, starting “ don’t 
talk in that way, child You’re weak and nervous after youi 
illness. Let me wheel youi chaii round to the other side • 
and then you won’t see it. There ! ” said the old lady, suiting 
the action to the word , “you don’t see it now, at all events.” 

Ohver did see it in his mind’s eye as distinctly as if he 
had not alteied his position , but he thought it better not to 
worry the land old lady , so he smiled gently when she 
looked at him . and Mrs Bedwm, satisfied that he felt more 
comfortable, salted and broke bits of toasted bread into the 
broth, with all the bustle befitting so solemn a preparation 
Ohver got through it with extraordinary expedition He had 
scarcely swallowed the last spoonful, when there came a soft 

w P, at ft® door “Come in,” said the old lady, and m 
talked Mr. Brovmlow 

\ the old gentleman came in as brisk as need be but 
he had no sooner raised his spectacles on his forehead and 
thrust his hands behind the skirts of his dressing-gown to 
take a good long look at Ohver, than his countenance under- 
went a very great variety of odd contortions Ohver looked 
^e^ wom and shadowy horn sickness, and made an in 

wwS att6m ?V°- St ^ d Up ’° Ut ° f res P ect t0 hls benefactor, 
Which terminated m his sinking back into the chair agam - 
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and the fact is, if the truth must be told, that Mr Brown 
low's heart, being large enough for any six ordinary old 
gentlemen of humane disposition, forced a supply of tears 
into his eyes, by some hydraulic process which we are not 
sufficiently philosophical to be in a condition to explain 
“ Poor boy, poor boy ! ” said Mr Brownlow, clearing his, 
throat. “I'm rather hoarse this morning Mrs Bedwin£, 
I’m afraid I have caught cold ” 

“I hope not, sir,” said Mrs Bedwin “Everything you 
have had, has been well aired, sir ” 

“I don’t know, Bedwin. I don’t know/’ said Mr Brow 
low , “ I rather think I had a damp napkin at dinner-time 
yesterday , but nevei mind that. How do you feel, my 
dear ? ” 

“Very happy, sir, ’ replied Oliver “And very grateful 
indeed, sir, for your goodness to me ” 

“Good boy,” said Mr Brownlow, stoutly “Have you 
given him any nourishment, Bedwin ? Any slops, eh ? ” 

“He has just had a basm of beautiful strong broth, sir/ T 
replied Mrs Bedwin drawing herself up slightly, and 
laying a strong emphasis on the last word to mtirnat^ ^ 
that between slops, and broth well compounded, there 
existed no affinity or connexion whatsoever 

“Ugh 1 ” said Mr Brownlow, with a slight shudder , “a 
couple of glasses of port wane would have done him a great 
deal more good Wouldn’t they, Tom White, eh 9 ’ 

“My name is Oliver sir,” replied the little invalid with 
a look of great astonishment 

“Oliver,” said Mr Browmlow , “Oliver what? Olrver 
Wlnita ph* 3 ” 

“No, sir. Twist Oliver Twist” 

“ Queer name ! ” said the old gentleman “ What made 
you tell the magistrate your name was White ?” 

“I never told him so, sir,” returned Oliver m amazement 
This sounded so like a falsehood, that the old gentleman 
looked somewhat sternly m Oliver s face It was impossible^ 
to doubt him , there was truth m evei y one of its thin and 
shaipened lineaments 

“Some mistake,” said Mr Brownlow But, although his 
motive for looking steadily at Oliver no longer existed, the 
old idea of the resemblance between his features and some 
familiar face came upon him so strongly that he could not 
withdraw his gaze 
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“ X hope you are not angry "with me, sir ? said Oliver 
raising his eyes beseechingly. 

“No. no,' replied the old gentleman. “Why ! wliats 
this 9 Bedwm, look there!” 

As he spoke, he pointed hastily to the picture above 
Olivers head, and then to the boys face There urns its 
hying copy. The eyes, the head, the mouth , every fentuie 
was the same The expression was, for the instant, so 
precisely alike that the minutest line seemed copied with 
startling accuracy' 

Oliver knew not the cause of this sudden exclamation - 
for. not bemg strong enough to bear the start it gave him 
he fainted away. A weakness on his part, which affords 
the narrative an opportunity of relieving the readei from 
suspense, m behalf of the two young pupils of the Merry 
Old Gentleman • and of recording — 

That when the Dodger, and his accomplished fnend 
Master Bates joined in the liue-and-cry which was raised 
at Oliver's heels, in consequence of their executing an illegal 
conveyance of Mr Brownlows personal property, as has 
^>een nheady described they were actuated bv a very laud- 
able and becoming regard for themselves , and forasmuch 
as the freedom of the subject and the liberty of the individual 
are among the first and proudest boasts of a true-hearted 
Englishman, so, I need hardly beg the reader to observe 
that tins action should tend to exalt them m the opinion 
of all public and patriotic men, in. almost as great a degree 
as this strong proof of their anxiety for their own preserva- 
tion and safety goes to corroborate and confirm the little 
code of lavrs which, certain profound and sound-judgin^ 
philosophers have laid down as the mainsprings of aU 
natures deeds and actions, the said philosophers very 
'visely reducing the good lady s proceedings to matters of 
maxim and theory : and, by a very neat and prettv compli- 
ment -to her exalted wisdom and understanding putting 
^entirely out of sight any considerations of heart, or generous 
lmpulso and feeling. For these are matters totally be- 
neath a female who is acknowledged by universal admission 

of her sex b ° Te ^ nUmerous httle f °iWes and weaknesses 

nihii^ n fn d any l UI ? le J F™ of of the stn<% philosophical 
f ? C °a d ° f t 5 eSe >' mm S gentlemen m their 
deLcate Predicament I should at once find it m the 
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fact (also lecorded in a foiegoing pait of this nanative), 
of their quitting the pursuit, when the general attention 
Was fixed upon Olivei , and making immediately foi their 
home by the shortest possible cut Although I do not 
mean to assert that it is usually the practice of renowned 
and learned sages, to shorten the road to any great conclu 
sion (their course indeed being rather to lengthen the 1 
distance, by vauous circumlocutions and discursive stagger 
mgs, like unto those in which drunken men under the 
pressure of a too mighty flow of ideas, are prone to indulge) , 
still, I do mean to say, and do say distinctly, that it is 
the invariable practice of many mighty philosophers, in 
canymg out their theories, to evince great wisdom and 
foresight in providing against every possible contingency 
which can be supposed at all likely to affect themselves 
Thus, to do a great right, you may do a little wrong , and 
you may take any means which the end to be attained will 
justify, the amount of the nght, or the amount of the 
-wrong, or indeed the distinction between the two, being 
left entirely to the philosopher concerned, to be settled and 
determined by bis clear, comprehensive, and impartial viev^ 
of his own particular case 

It was not until the two boys had scoured, with great 
lapidity, through a most intricate maze of nairow streets 
and courts, that they ventured to halt beneath a low and 
dark aichway Having remained silent here, just long 
enough to recover breath to speak, Hastei Bates uttered an 
exclamation of amusement and delight , and, bursting into 
an uncontrollable fit of laughter, flung h i mself upon a door- 
step, and rolled thereon m a transpoit of mirth 

“What’s the matter?” inqmred the Dodger 

“ Ha f ha 1 ha I ” roared Charley Bates. 

“Hold your noise,” remonstrated the Dodgei, looking 
, cautiously round “Do you want to be grabbed, stupid?” 

“I can’t help it,” said Charley, “I can’t help it I To see 
him splitting away at that pace, and cutting round thef 
comers, and knocking up again the posts, and starting on 
again as if he was made of iron as well as them, and me 
with the wipe in my pocket, singing out arter him— oh, 
my eye I ” The vivid imagination of Master Bates presented 
the scene before him in too strong colours As he arrived 
at this apostrophe, he again rolled upon the door step, and 
laughed louder than before 
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“ "What’ll Eagrn say?” inquired the Dodger , taking ad- 
vantage of the next interval of breathlessness on the paid; of 
his fnend to propound the question. 

“What?” repeated Chailey Bates 
“ Ah, ■what ? ’ said the Dodger 
\ “ Why, what should he say ? ” inquired Cliailey * stopping 
lather suddenly in his merriment , for the Dodger’s manner 
was impressive “ What should he say 0 ” 

Mr Dawkins whistled foi a couple of minutes , then, 
taking off Ins hat, scratched his head, and nodded thnce 
“What do you mean?” said Charley 
“Toor rul lol loo, gammon and spmnage, the frog he 
wouldn’t, and high cockolorum,” said the Dodger: with 
a slight sneer on his intellectual countenance. 

This was explanatory, but not satisfactory. Master Bates 
felt it so , and again said, “What. do you mean? ” 

The Dodger made no reply , but putting his hat on 
again, and gathering the slarts of his long-tailed coat undei 
lus arm, thrust his tongue into his cheek, slapped, the 
bridge of his nose some half-dozen times in, a famihai 
Vut expressive manner, and turning on his heel, slunk 
down the court Master Bates followed, with a thoughtful 
countenance. 


llie noise of footsteps on the creaking stairs, a few 
minutes after the occurrence of this conversation roused 
the merry old gentleman as he sat ovei the fire with 
a saveloy and a small loaf in his left hand , a pocket-knife 
m his right , and a pewter pot on the tnvet There was 
a rascally smile on his white face as he turned round, and. 
looking sharply out from under his thick red eyebrows 
bent his ear towards the door, and listened 

Why, how’s tins’” muttered the Jew, changing counte- 
nance , only two of ’em? Where’s the third? They 
cim t have got into trouble. Hark ! 99 * 

.The footsteps approached nenier, the v leached theland- 

rfnrWP f 001 ' T S i lcA ? y opened ’ au ^ the Dodger and 
Charley Bates enteied, closing it behind them 



CHAPTER XIII 


SOME NEW ACQUAINTANCES ABE INTRODUCED TO THE 
INTELLIGENT READER , CONNECTED WITH WHOM 
VARIOUS PLEASANT MATTERS ARE RELATED, APPER- 
TAINING TO THIS HISTORY 

‘ Where’s Oliver 9 ” said the Jew, nsing with a menacing 
look “ Where’s the boy 9 ” 

The young thieves eyed their preceptor as if they were 
alarmed at his violence , and looked uneasily at each othei 
But they made no reply 

“What's become of the boy 9 ” said the Jew, seizing the 
Dodger tightly by the collar, and thientemng him with 
horrid imprecations, “ Speak out, or I'll throttle you f ' 

Mr Fagm looked so veiy much m earnest, that Chailey 
Bates, who deemed it prudent in all cases to be on the safe 
side, and who conceived it by no means improbable that it 
might be his turn to be throttled second, dropped upon 
his knees, and raised a loud, well sustained, and continuous 
roar — someth mg between a mad bull and a speaking 
trumpet 

“Will you speak?” thundered the Jew shaking the 
Dodgei so much that his keeping in the big coat at all, 
seemed perfectly miraculous 

‘Why, the traps have got him, and that's all about it," 
said the Dodger, sullenly “Come, let go o' me, will 
you f ” And, swinging himself, at one jeik, clean out of 
the big coat, which he left m the Jew's hands, the Dodger 
snatched up the toasting fork, and made a pass at the merry* , 
old gentleman’s waistcoat , which, if it had taken effect, 
would have let a little more merriment out, than could have 
been easily replaced 

The Jew stepped back m this emeigency, with more 
agility than could have been anticipated in a man of his 
apparent decrepitude, and, seizing up the pot, prepared 
to hurl it at his assailant's head But Chailey Bates, at 
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this moment calling lus attention by a perfectly terrific 
bowl, be suddenly alteied its destination, and flung it full 
at that young gentleman 

“Why, what the blazes is m the wind now’” growled 
a deep voice. “Who pitched that ’ere at me 5 It’s well 
ut’s the beer, and not the pot, as hit me, or I’d have settled 
somebody I might have know’d, as nobody but an infernal, 
rich, plundering, thundering old jew could afford to throw 
away any drink but water — and not that, unless he done 
the Rivei Company every quarter Wot’s it all about, 
Fagin 0 D — me, if my neck-handkerchei a’n’t lined with 
beer * Come m, you sneaking warmrnt , w ot are you 
stopping outside foi, as if you was ashamed of your master 1 
Come m 1 ” 

The man who giowled out these woids, was a stoutly- 
|)uilt fellow of about five-and-thirty, m a black velveteen 
coat, very soiled drab breeches, lace-up half boots, and grey 
cotton stockings, which inclosed a bulky pair of legs, with 
Iaige swelling calves , — the land of legs, which in such 
costume, always look m an unfinished and incomplete state 
Xvithout a set of fetters to garnish them He had a brown 
hat on his head, and a dirty belcher handkerchief lound 
his neck . ’ with the long frayed ends of which he smeared 
the beer from lias face as he spoke. He disclosed, when he 
had done so, a broad heavy countenance with a beard of 
three days’ growth, and two scowling eyes , one of winch 
displayed various parti-coloured symptoms of having been 
recently damaged by a blow 

“Come m, d’ye hear 0 ” growled this engaging ruffian 

A white shaggy dog, with Ins face scratched and tom in 
twenty different places, skulked into the room. 

Why didn t yon come m afoie 0 ’’ said the man “You're 
getting too proud to own me afore company, are you ? Lie 


This command was accompanied with a kick, which sent 
Who animal to the other end of the room He appeared 
well used to it, however ; for he coiled himself up m a 
comer very quietly, without uttering a sound, and winking 
fus very ill-looking eyes tuenty times in a minute, appealed 
to occupy himself m taking a survey of the apartment 

What are you up to 0 Ill-treating the boys, you cove- 
tous, avaricious, m-sa-tv-a-ble old fence?” said the man 
seating himself deliberately. “ I wondei they don’t murder 
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you ! J would if I was them. If I’d been your ’prentice, 
I’d have done it long ago, and— no, I couldn’t have sold 
you afterwards, for you’re fit for nothmg but keeping as 
a curiosity of ugliness in a glass bottle, and I suppose they 
don’t blow glass bottles large enough ” 

“ Hush I hush ! Mr Sikes,” said the Jew, trembling , 
“don’t speak so loud ” f 

“None of your mistering,” replied the ruffian , “you 
always mean mischief when you come that. You know 
my name out with it 1 I shan’t disgrace it when the 
time comes.” 

“Well, well, then- — Bill Sikes,” said the Jew, with abject 
humility “ You seem out of humour, Bill ” 

“Perhaps I am,” replied Sikes, “I should think you 
was rather out of sorts too, unless you mean as little 
harm when you throw pewtei pots about, as you do when 
you blab and — ” 

“Are you mad?” said the Jew r , catching the man by the 
sleeve, and pointing towards the boys. 

Mr Sikes contented himself with tying an imaginary knot 
undei his left ear, and jerking his head over on the ligh^r 
shoulder , a piece of dumb show which the Jew appeared to 
understand perfectly He then, m cant terms, with which 
his whole conversation was plentifully besprinkled, but 
which would be quite unintelligible if they were recorded 
here, demanded a glass of liquor 

“And mind you don’t poison it,” said Mr Sikes, laying 
his hat upon the table 

This was said m jest , but if the speaker could have seen 
the evil leer with which the Jew bit his pale hp as he 
turned round to the cupboard, he might have thought the 
caution not wholly unnecessary, or the wish (at all events) 
to improve upon the distiller’s ingenuity not very far from 
the old gentleman’s merry heart 

After swallowing two or three glasses of spirits, Mr Sikes 
condescended to take some notice of the young gentlemen f 
which gracious act led to a conversation, m which the cause 
and manner of Oliver’s capture were circumstantially de- 
tailed, with such alterations and improvements on the truth, 
as to the Dodger appeared most advisable under the circum 
stances 

“I’m afraid ” said the Jew, “that he may say something 
which will get us into trouble ” 
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“ That’s very likely ” returned Sikes "With a malicious 
grin. “You’re blowed upon, Fagm.” 

“And I’m afraid, you see, added the Jew, speaking as 
if he had not noticed the interruption ; and regarding the 
other closely as he did so, — I’m afraid tliat. if the game 
was up with us, it might be up with a good many more, 
*nd that it would come out rather worse for you than it 
would for me, rpy deal ” 

The man started, and turned round upon the Jew. But 
the old gentleman’s shoulders were shrugged up to his ears , 
and his eyes were vacantly stanng on the opposite wall 

There was a long pause Every member of the respect- 
able cotene appealed plunged m his own reflections , not 
excepting the dog, who by a certain malicious licking of his 
hps seemed to be meditating an attack upon the legs of the 
first gentletnan or lady he might encounter in the streets 
when he went out. 

“ Somebody must find out wot’s been done at the office,” 
said Mr Sikes in a much lower tone than he had taken 
since he came in. 
y The J ew nodded assent 

“ If he hasn’t peached, and is committed, there's no fear 
tul he comes out again,” said Mi Sikes, " and then he must 
be taken care on You must get hold of him somehow ” 

Again the Jew nodded. 


The prudence of this line of action, indeed, was obvious 
but, unfortunately, there was one verv stiong objection to 
its being adopted This was, that the* Dodger, and Charley 
Bates, and Fagm, and Mr "William Sikes, happened, one 
and all, to entertain a violent and deeply-rooted antipathy to 
gomg near a police-office on any ground or pretext whatever 
How long they might have sat and looked at each other 
in a state of unceitamty not the most pleasant of its kind! 
i is difficult to guess. It is not necessary to make any 
guesses on the subject, however , for the sudden entrance of 
fde two young ladies whom Oliver had seen on a former 
occasion, caused the conversation to flow afresh 

yo„ ' " 6 “ 3 * ie -11 go . ivon-t 


“Wheres 9 ” inquired the young lady. 

^^y just up to the office, my dear,” said the Jew 

It is due to the young lady to say that she did nob 
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positively affirm that she would not but that she merely 
expressed an emphatic and earnest desire to be “ blessed ” if 
she would , a polite and delicate evasion of the request, 
which shows the young lady to ha^e been possessed of that 
natural good breeding which cannot bear to inflict upon 
a fellow creature the pam of a dnect and pointed refusaL 

The J ew's countenance felL He turned from this young* 
lady, who was gaily, not to say gorgeously attired, m a red 
gown, green boots, and yellow curl-papers, to the other 
female 

“ Haney, my dear ” said the Jew m a soothing manner, 
“what do you say?” 

“ That it won't do , so it's no use a trying it on, Fagin,” 
replied Haney 

“ What do you mean by that ? ” said Mi Sikes looking 
up in a surly manner 

“What I say, Bill,” replied the lady collectedly 

“Why, you're just the very person foi it,” leasoned 
]\Ir Sikes “ nobody about here knows anything of you ” 

“And as I don't want ’em to, neithei,' replied Haney in 
the same composed manner “ it's rathei more no than yes£ 
with me, Bill " 

“She'll go, Fagm,” said Sikes. 

“Ho, she won't, Fagin,” said Haney 

“Yes, she will, Fagin,” said Sikes. 

And Mr Sikes was right By dint of alternate threats, 
promises, and bribes, the lady in question was ultimately 
prevailed upon to undertake the commission She was not, 
indeed, withheld by the same considerations as her agree 
able friend , for, having recently removed into the neigh 
bourhood of Field Lane from the remote but genteel suburb 
of Ratchfle, she was not under the same apprehension of 
being recognised by any of her numeious acquaintance 

Accordingly, -with a clean white apron tied over her gown, 
and her curl-papers tucked up under a straw bonnet, — both 
articles of dress being provided from the Jews mexhaus-^ 
tible stock, — Miss Haney prepared to issue forth on her 
errand 

“Stop a minute, my dear,” said the Jew, producing a 
little covered basket “Carry that in one hand It looks 
more respectable, my dear ” 

“ Give her a door key to carry in her t other one, Fagm,” 
said Sikes , “ it looks real and gem vine like ” 
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‘Yes, yes my dear, so it does,” said the Jew hanging a 
large street-dooi key on the forefinger of the young lady s 
right hand “There, lerygood’ Very good indeed, my 
dear 1 ” said the Jew rubbing his hands. 

“ Oh, my brother 1 My poor dear, sweet, innocent little 
brother ' ’ exclaimed Nancy bursting into tears, and wring- 
ing the little basket and the street-door key m an agony of 
distress “"What has become of him l Where have they 
taken him to 1 Oh, do have pity, and tell me what’s been 
done with the dear boy, gentlemen , do, gentlemen if you 
please, gentlemen ' 

Having uttered these words m a most lamentable, and 
heait-broken tone to the rmmeasuiable delight of her 
hearers Miss Nancy paused, winked to the company, nodded 
smilingly round and disappeared 

“Ah 1 she s a clever girl, my dears,' said the Jew. turning 
round to his young fnends, and shaking his head gravely 
as if in mute admonition to them to follow the bright 
example they had just beheld " 

She s a honour to her sex, said Mr Sikes, filling lus 
£lass and smiting the table with his enormous fist “Here s 
her health, and wishing they was all like her I ” 

While these, and many other encomiums, were being passed 
on the accomplished Nancy, that young Lady made the best 
of her way to the police-office ; whitliei, notwithstanding a 
little natural timidity consequent upon, walking thiough the 
streets alone and unprotected, she arrived in perfect safety 
shortly afterwards. 

Entering by the back way, she tapped softly with the kev 
at one of the cell-doors, and listened. There was no sound 
within so she coughed and listened again. Still there was 
no reply : so she spoke* 

“Nobly ^ dear? ” murmured N^cy in a gentle voice, 


There was nobody inside hut a miserable shoeless criminal 
Who had been taken up for playing the flute, and who. the 
offence against society having been clearly proved, had been 
very properly committed by Mr Fang to the House of 
Correction for one month . with the Appropriate and 
r , emark that since he had so much breath to spare 
,™ d be mo ^ wholesomely expended on the treadmill 
tAan in a musical instrument He made no answei beimr 
occupied in mentally bewailing the loss of the flute which 
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had been confiscated foi the use of the county, so Nancy 
passed on to the next cell, and knocked there 

“ Well ! ” cned a faint and feeble voice 

“ Is there a little boy here 9 99 inquired Nancy, with a pre- 
liminary sob 

“ No,” replied the voice , il God forbid 99 

This was a vagrant of sixty-five, who was going to pnsoif 1 
for not playing the flute , or, in other words, for begging in 
the streets, and doing nothing for his livelihood In the 
next cell, was another man, who was going to the same 
prison for hawking tin saucepans without a license , thereby 
doing something for his living, m defiance of the Stamp- 
office. 

But, as neithei of these criminals answered to the name 
of Ohver, 01 knew anything about him, Nancy made straight 
up to the bluff officer m the striped waistcoat , and with 
the most piteous wailings and lamentations, rendered more 
piteous by a prompt and efficient use of the street-door key 
and the little basket, demanded her own dear brother 

“/haven't got him, my dear,” said the old man. 

“Where is he?” screamed Nancy, in a distracted 
m arm 01 

“Why, the gentlemans got him,” rephed the officer 

“ What gentleman ? Oh, gracious heavens ! What gentle- 
man ? ” exclaimed Nancy 

In reply to this incoherent question, the old man in 
formed the deeply affected sister that Ohver had been taken 
ill in the office, and discharged m consequence of a witness 
having proved the robbery to have been committed by 
another boy, not m custody , and that the prosecutor had 
carried him away, m an insensible condition, to his own 
residence of and concerning which, all the informant knew 
was, that it was somewhere at Pentonville, he having 
heard that word mentioned m the directions to the coach- 
man 

In a dreadful state of doubt and uncertainty, the agonise^, 
young woman staggered to the gate, and then, exchanging 
her faltering walk for a swift run, returned by the most 
devious and complicated route she could think o£ to the 
domicile of the Jew 

Mr Bill Sikes no sooner heard the account of the ex 
pedition delivered, than he very hastily called up the white 
dog, and, putting on his hat, expeditiously departed with- 
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out devoting any tune to the formality of wishing the 
company good-morning v 

“We must know wheie he is, my dears, he must be 
found ” said the Jew, greatly excited “ Charley, do nothing 
hut skulk about, till you bring home some news of him ! 
vNancy, my dear, I must have him found I trust to you, 
■finy dear, — to you and the Artful for everything ! Stay, 
stay,” added the Jew, unlocking a drawer with a shaking 
hand , tlieie’s money, my deais I shall shut up this shop 
to-night Youll know where to find me ’ Don’t stop here 
a minute Not an instant, my dears * ” 

With these woids, he pushed them flora the room : and 
carefully double-locking and barring the door behind them 
drewfiom its place of concealment the box which he had 
unintentionally disclosed to Oliver. Then, he hastily pro- 
ceeded to dispose the watches and jewellery beneath his 
clothing 

A rap at the door startled liim m tins occupation 
“ Who s there 9 ” he cried m a shrill tone 
. “ Me 1 ” replied the voice of the Dodger, through the 
Jcey-hole 

“What now 9 ” qned the Jew impatiently 

“ Is he to be kidnapped to the othei ken, Nancy says 9 ” 
inquired the Dodgei 

“Yes,’ replied the Jew, “wheiever she lays hands on 
him Find him, find him out, thats all! I shall know 
what to do next ; never fear.” 

The boy murmured a reply of intelligence , and hurried 
down stairs after his companions, 

“He has not peached so far,” said the Jew as he pursued 
his occupation “ If he means to blab us among his new 
friends, we may stop his mouth yet.” 



CHAPTER XIV 


COMPRISING FURTHER PARTICULARS OF OLIVER'S STAY 
AT MR BROWNLOW’s, WITH THE REMARKABLE PRE- 
DICTION WHICH ONE MR GRIMWIG UTTERED CON- 
CERNING HIM, WHEN HE WENT OUT ON AN ERRAND 

Oliver soon recovenng from the famting-fit into which 
Mr Brownlow’s abrupt exclamation had thrown him, the 
subject of the picture was carefully avoided both by the 
old gentleman and Mrs Bed win, in the conversation that 
ensued which indeed bore no leference to Oliver^ history 
or prospects, but was confined to such topics as might 
amuse without exciting him He was still too weak to ge£j 
up to breakfast , but, when he came down into the house- 
keeper's room next day, his first act was to cast an eager 
glance ai the wftil, m the ho^e of ag&nv looking on the face 
of the beautiful lady His expectations were disappointed, 
however foi the picture had been removed 

11 Ah ! ” said the housekeeper, watching the direction of 
Oliver's eyes “ It is gone, you see ” 

“ I see it is, ma'am/' rephed Oliver “ Why hAve they 
taken it away ? ” 

“It has been taken down, child, because Mr Brownlow 
said, that as it seemed to worry you, perhaps it might pre- 
vent your getting well, you know,” rejoined the old lady 
“Oh, no, indeed. It didn't worry me, ma'atfb” said 
Oliver “ I liked to see it. I quite loved li” 

“Well, well I” said the old lady, good-humouredly ^ 
“ you get well as fast as ever you can, dear, and it shall be 
hung up agam There ! I promise you that I NoWr let 118 
talk about something else.” 

This was all the information Oliver would obtai 11 about 
the picture at that time As the old lady had been so kind 
to him in Ins illness, he endeavoured to think no more of 
the subject just then , so he listened attentively to a great 
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many stones she told him, about an amiable and handsome 
daughter of hers, 'who -was married to an amiable and hand- 
some man, and lived in the country, and about a son, 
who was clerk to a merchant m the West Indies , and who 
was, also, such a good young man, and wrote such dutiful 
letters home four times a-year, that it brought the tears 
into her eyes to talk about them When the old lady had 
expatiated, a long time, on the excellences of hei children, 
and the merits of her kind good husband besides, who had 
been dead and gone, poor dear soul! just six-and-twenty 
years, it was time to have tea. After ten she began to 
teach Ohver cnbbage which he learnt as quickly as she 
could teach and at which game they played, with gieat 
interest and gravity, until it was tune for the invalid to 
have some warm wine and water, with a slice of dry toast, 
and then to go cosily to bed 

They were happy days, those of Oliver’s lecovery. Eveiy- 
thing was so quiet, and neat, and orderly \ everybody was 
kind and gentle ; that after the noise and turbulence in the 
midst of winch he had always lived, it seemed like Heaven 
^itself He was no sooner strong enough to put Ins clothes 
on, pioperly, than Mr. Brownlow caused a complete new 
suit, and a new cap, and a new pair of shoes, to he pro- 
vided for him As Ohver was told that he might do what 
he liked with the old clothes, he gave them to a servant 
who had been very land to him, and asked hei to sell them 
to a Jew, and keep the money for herself. This she very 
readily did ; and, as Ohver looked out of the parlour wmdow 
and saw the Jew roll them up in his bag and walk away' 
10 j u < l ui ^ e delighted to think that they were safely gone] 
and that there was now no possible danger of his ever being 
able to wear them again. They were sad rags, to tell the 
truth , and Ohver had never had a new suit before. 

One evening, about a week after the affair of the picture, 
as he was sitting talking to Mrs. Bedwin, there came a 
> message down from Mr. Brownlow, that if Ohver Twist felt 
pretty well, he should like to see him in his study and talk 
to him a little vrhile. J , 

'Bless us, and save ns ! Wash your hands, and let me 

m , £ for 3 T0U > <*»ld” said Mrs Bedwin 

fo™ K tad knovm he would have asked 

for you, we would have put. you a clean collar on, and made 
you as smart as sixpence P ^ aae 
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Oliver did as the old lady bade him , and, although she 
lamented gnevously, meanwhile, that there was not even 
time to crimp the little full that boidered his shirt-collar , 
he looked so delicate and handsome, despite that important 
personal ■ advantage, that she went so far as to say looking 
at him with great complacency from head to foot, that she 
really didn’t think it would have been possible, on the 
longest notice, to have made much difference m him for the 
better 

Thus encouraged, Oliver tapped at the study door On 
Mi BrownlOw calling to him to come in, he found himself 
m a little back room, quite full of books, with a window, 
looking into some pleasant little gardens There was a 
table drawn up befoie the 'window, at which M a Brownlow 
was seated reading When he saw Ohvei, he pushed the 
book away from him, and told him to come neai the table, 
and sit down Oliver complied , marvelling where the 
people could be found to read such a great number of books 
as seemed to be written to make the world wiser Which 
is still a marvel to more experienced people than Oliver 
Twist, every day of then lives 

“ There are a good many books, are there not, my bpy? 
said Mr Biownlow, observing the curiosity with which 
OLner surveyed the shelves that leached from the floor to 
the ceiling * 

“A great numbei, sn,” leplied Olivei “I never saw so 
many ” 

“ You shall read them, if you behave well,” said the old 
gentleman kindly , “ and you will like that, better than 
looking at the outsides,- — that is, in some cases , because 
there aic books of which the backs and covers aie by far 
the best parts ” 

“I suppose they are those heavy ones, sn,” said Ohvei, 
pointing to some large quartos, with a good deal of gilding 
about the binding 

“ Not always those,” said the old gentleman, patting Ohver 
on the head, and smiling as lie did so, “there aie other 
equally heavy ones, though of a much smaller size How 
should you like to grow up a clever man, and wnte books, 
eh 9 ” 

“I think I wcruld rather lead them, sir,” replied Oliver 
“What f wouldn’t you like to be a book-wnter 9 ” said the 
old gentleman 
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Oliver considered a little while ; and at last said, he should 
tl nnlr it -would he a much better thing to he a hook-seller , 
upon which the old gentleman laughed heartily, and declared 
he had said a very good thing. Which Oliver felt glad 
to have done, though he by no means knew what it 
iwas 

‘-Well, well,” said the old gentleman, composing Ins 
features “Don’t he afiaid 1 We won’t make an author 
of you, while there’s an honest trade to he learnt, or bnck- 
making to turn to ” 

“ Thank you, sir ” said Oliver. At the earnest marmei of 
his reply, the old gentleman laughed again , and said some- 
thing about a cunous instinct, which Olivei, not undei- 
standing, paid no very great attention to. 

“Now,” said Mr Brownlow, speaking if possible in a 
krnder, hut at the same time m a much more serious 
mannei, than Oliver had ever known him assume yet, 
“I want you to pay gieat attention, my boy, to what I am 
going to say. I shall talk to you without any reserve ; 
because I am sure you are as well able to understand me 
Xs many older persons would he ” 

“Oh, don’t tell me you are going to send me away, sir, 
pray ! ” exclaimed Oliver, alarmed at the serious tone of the 
old gentleman’s commencement’ “Don’t turn me out of 
doors to wander in the streets again Let me stay here, and 
be a servant. Don't send me back to the wretched place 
I came from Have mercy upon a pool hoy, sir ’ ” 

“My dear child,” said the old gentleman, moved by the 
warmth of Oliver's sudden appeal , “you need not be afraid 
of my deserting you, unless you give me cause ” 

“I never, nevei will, sir,” interposed Oliver 

/I hope not,” rejoined the old gentleman. “I do not 
think you ever will I have been deceived, before, in the 
objects whom I have endeavoured to benefit; hut I feel' 
strongly disposed to trust you, nevertheless ; and I am more 
interested m your behalf than I con well account for, even 
to myself The persons on whom I have bestowed my 
dearest love, he deep m their graves ; but, although the 
happiness and delight of my life he buned there too I have 
not made a coffin of my heart, and sealed it up, for ever, on 
my best affections. Deep affliction has but strengthened 
and refined them ” 

As the old gentleman said this in a low voice • more to 
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himself than to his companion and as he remained silent 
for a short time afterwards Oliver sat quite still 

“ Well, well I ” said the old gentleman at length, in a more 
cheerful tone, “I only say this, because you have a young 
heart, and knowing that I have suffered great pain and 
soi row, you wall be more careful, perhaps, not to wound me 
again You say you are an orphan, without a friend in the 
world , all the inquiries I have been able to make, confirm 
the statement Let me hear your story, where you come 
from , who bi ought you up , and how you got into the 
company in which I found you. Speak the truth, and you 
shall not be friendless while I live ” 

Ohvei’s sobs checked his utterance for some minutes , 
when he was on the point of beginning to relate how he 
had been brought up at the farm, and carried to the work 
house by Mr Bumble, a peculiarly impatient little double- 
knock was heard at the street-door and the servant, running 
up stairs, announced Mr Gnrnwig 

“Is he coming up?” inquired Mr Brownlow 
“Yes, sir,” replied the servant “He asked if there weie 
any muffins in the house , and, when I told him yes, he saicr 
he had come to tea.” 

M> Brownlow smiled , and, turning to Oliver, said that 
Mr Gnrnwig was an old fnend of his, and he must not 
mind his being a little rough in his manners , for he was 
a worthy creature at bottom, as he had reason to know 
“Shall I go down stairs, sir?” inquired Ohvei 
“ No,” replied Mr Browmlow, “ I would rather you remained 
heie” 

At this moment, there walked into the room supporting 
himself by a thick stick a stout old gentleman, rather lame 
in one leg, who was dressed m a blue coat, striped waistcoat, 
nankeen breeches and gaiters, and a broad-brimmed white 
hat, wuth the sides turned up with green A very small 
plaited shut frill stuck out from his waistcoat, and a 'very 
long steel watch chain, with nothing but a key at the end 1 
dangled loosely below it The ends of his white neckerchief 
weie twisted into a ball about the size of an oiange , the 
variety of shapes into w r hich his countenance was twisted, 
defy description He had a manner of screwing his head 
on one side when he spoke , and of looking out of the 
comers of his eyes at the same time which irresistibl} 
reminded the beholder of a panot In this attitude he 
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fixed himself, the moment he made his appearance ; and, 
holding out a small piece of orange-peel at arm’s length, 
exclaimed, m a growling, discontented voice, 

“Look here 1 do you see this ! Isn’t it a most wonderful 
and extraordinary tiling that I can’t call at a man’s house 
but I find a piece of this poor surgeon’s-fnend on the stair- 
vase ? I’ve been lamed with orange-peel once, and I know 
orange-peel will be my death at last. It will sir . orange- 
peel will be my death, or I’ll be content to eat my own 
head, sir' ’ 

This was the handsome offer with which Mr Gnmwig 
backed and confirmed nearly every assertion he made ; and 
it was the more singular m his case, because, even admitting 
for the sake of argument the possibility of scientific improve- 
ments being ever brought to that pass which will enable 
a gentleman to eat his own head in the event of his being 
so disposed, Mr Grimwig’s head was such a particularly 
large one, that the most sanguine man alive could hardly 
entertain a hope of being able to get through it at a sitting — 
to put entirely out of the question, a very thick coating of 
yiowdei ' 0 ~ 

“I’ll eat my head sw,” repeated Mi Gnmwig, striking 
his stick upon the ground “ Hallo ! what s that < ” looking 
at Oliver, and retreating a pace or two " 

This is young Oliver Twist, whom we weie speakin^ 
about, said Mr. Brownlow 
Oliver bowed 


t u You „ <3oi ^ t n r iean to that’s the boy who had the fever 
i nope 9 said Mr Gnmwig, recoiling a little more “ Wait 
a minute ’ Don’t speak 1 Stop — ’ continued Mi. Gnmwig 
abruptly, losing all dread of the fevei in his tnumph at the 
discovery, “that’s the boy who had the orange! If that’s 
not the boy sir, who had the orange and threw this hit of 
peel upon the stancase III eat my head and his too ” 

u ?° no ’ be bas not bad one / said Mr Brownlow 

mv g v ng t ?°“ e , ! Put down > our hat > *nd speak to 
my young friend ’ 1 

“I feel strongly on tins subject, sii,” said the mutable old 
gentleman drawing off bis gloves “There’s always more 

I hiow STS?? °\ ih % pavement in °ur street ; and 
know its put tbeie by the surgeon’s boy at the comer 

LLTt™? St ’™ bled over a blt ^st night and foil 
mst my garden-railmgs , directly she got up I saw her 
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look towards Ins infernal red lamp with the pantomune- 
light 1 Don’t go to him/ I called out of the window, ‘hfc’s 

an assassin r A man-trap V So he is. If he is not ” 

Here the irascible old gentleman gaye a great knock on the 
ground with his stick , which was always understood, by his 
friends, to imply the customary offer, whenever it was not v 
expressed m words. Then, still keeping his stick in hisf 
hand, he sat down , and, opening a double eye-glass, which 
he wore attached to a broad black nband, took a view of 
Oliver who, seeing that he was the object of inspection, 
coloured, and bowed again 

“ That’s the boy, is it?" said Mr Gnmwig, at length 

“That is the boy/’ rephed Mr Brownlow 

“ How are you, boy ? ” said Mr Grim wig 

“A great deal better^ thank you, sir,” rephed Oliver 

Mr Brownlow, seeming to apprehend that his singular 
friend was about to say something disagreeable, asked Okvei 
to step down stairs and tell Mrs Bedwm they were leady 
foi tea , which, as he did not half like the visitor's mannei, 
he was very happy to do 

“He is a nice-looking boy, is he not?" inquired Mi ^ 
Brownlow 

“I don't know," rephed Mi Grimwig, pettishly 

“Don't know?" 

“No I don’t know I never see any difference in boya 
I only know two sorts of boys Mealy boys, and beef-faced 
boys ” 

“And which is Ohvei ? ” 

“ Mealy I know a fnend who has a beef faced boy , a'frne 
boy, they call him , with a lound head, and red cheeks, and 
glaring eyes , a horrid hoy , with a body and limbs that 
appear to be swelling out of the seams of Ins blue clothes , 
with the voice of a pilot, and the appetite of a wolf I know 
him ! The wretch I " 

“ Come," said Mr Brownlow, “ these are not the character- 
istics of young Oliver Twist , so he needn't excite your 1 
wrath," 

“They are not," rephed Mi Grim wig “He may have 
worse " 

Here, Mi Brownlow coughed impatiently, which appeared 
to afford Mr Gnmwig the most exquisite delight. 

“He may have worse, I say," repeated Mr Grimwig 
“Where does he come from 9 Who is he? What is he? 
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He lias had a fever What of that ? Fes ers are not peculiar 
to good people, aie they? Bad people have, fevers some- 
tunes , haven’t they, eh ? I knew a man u ho was hung in 
Jamaica for murdering his master He had had a fever sis 
times , he wasn’t recommended to mercy on that account 
Booh 1 nonsense l ” 

How, the fact was, that in the inmost Tecesses of his own 
heart, Mr Gnmwig was strongly disposed to admit that 
Oliver’s appearance and manner were unusually piepossess- 
mg but he had a strong appetite for contradiction, sharpened 
on tins occasion by the finding of the orange-peel , and, 
mwardly determining that no man should dictate to Into 
whether a boy was well-looking or not, he had resolved, 
from the first, to oppose his fnend When Mr Brownlow 

dmitted that on no one point of inquiry could he yet return 
a satisfactory answer , and that he had postponed any inves- 
tigation into Oliver’s previous history until he thought the 
boy was strong enough to hear it, Mr Gnmwig chuckled 
maliciously And he demanded, with a sneer, whether the 
housekeeper was m the habit of counting the plate at night , 
because, if she didn't find a table spoon or two missing some 
sunshiny morning, why, he would be content to— and so 
forth 


All this, Mr. Brownlow, although himself somewhat of 
an impetuous gentleman knowing lus friend's peculiarities, 
bore u ltk great good humour , as Mr. Gnmwig, at tea, was 
graciously pleased to express his entire approval of the 
muffins, matters went on very smoothly , and Oliver, who 
made one of the party, began to feel more at Ins ease than 
he ^ had yet done m the fierce old gentleman’s presence 
‘And when are you going to hear a full, true, and pai- 
ncular account of the life and adventures of Oliver Twist 9 *» 
asked Grimwig of Mr. Brownlow, at the conclusion of the 
meal looking sideways at Oliver, as he resumed the subject 
lo morrow morning” replied Mr Brownlow “ I would 

gather he was alone with me at the time Come up to me 
to-monow morning at ten o’clock, my dear” ' 

Yes, sir,” replied Ohvei He answered with some hesita- 
hard nThim ^ W&S conluse<1 hy Mr Gnmwig’s looking so 


M1 wha V' whispered that gentleman to Mr- 
t \ he won i come up to you to-morrow morning 

111111 hesitate He is deceiving yon, mv good fnend.” 
m e 3 
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“I'll sweai he is not/’ replied Mi Biownlow, warmly 

“If he is not,” said Mi Gnmwig, “HI 99 and down 

went the stick 

“III answei for that boy’s truth with my life I” said 
Mr Brownlow, knocking the table 

“And I foi Ins falsehood with my head f ” rejoined Mr. v 
Gumwig, knocking the table also i 

“We shall see,” said Mi Brownlow, checking his rising 
anger 

“We will,” lephed Mr Gmnwig, with a provoking smile , 
“we will” 

Ajs fate would have it, Mrs Bedwin chanced to bring in, 
at this moment, a small parcel of books, which Mr Biownlow 
had that morning piu chased of the identical bookstall-keeper, 
who has already figured in this histoiy , having laid them 
on the table, she piepaied to leave the loom, 

“ Stop the boy, Mrs Bedwin I ” said Mi Biownlow “ there 
is something to go back ” 

“He has gone, sn,” replied Mrs Bedwin 
“Call after him,” said Mr Brownlow, “it’s paiticulai 
He is a poor man, and they are not paid for There ai^ 
some books to be taken back, too ” 

The street door was opened Oliver lan one way , and 
the girl ran another , and Mrs Bedwin stood on the step 
and screamed for the boy , but there was no boy m sight 
Olivei and the gnl returned, in a breathless state, to leport 
that there were no tidings of him, 

4 Dear me, I am very soiry for that,” exclaimed Mr 
Brownlow , “I particularly wished those books to be re- 
turned to-night,” 

“ Send Oliver with them,” said Mi Grim wig, with an 
ironical smile , “ he will be sum to deliver them safely, you 
know ” 1 1 

“Yes, do let me take them, if you please, sn,” said 
Oliver “m run a ll the way, sir” 

The old gentleman wiis just going to say that Oliver^ 
not go out on any account , when a most malicious 
^l\ Mr Gnmwig determined him that he should , 

^ prompt discharge of the commission, he 
he. A to him the injustice of his suspicions on tins 

,^Wit at once. 

£°t my deal ” said the old gentleman “The 
a chair hv vnxr tnhlo PVthh them down ” 
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Ohvei delighted to be of use bi ought down the books 
under bis arm in a great bustle , and waited, cap in band, 
to bear what message be was to take. 

“You are to say,” said Mr Brownlow, glancing steadily 
at Gnmwig , ‘ you are to say that you have brought those 
books back , and that you have come to pay the four pound 
' ten I owe him This is a five-pound note, so you will have 
to bring me back, ten shillings change ” 

‘ I -won’t be ten minutes, sir, ’ lephed Oliver, eageily 
Having buttoned up the bank-note in his jacket pocket, and 
placed the books carefully under his aim. he made a lespect- 
ful bow, and left the room Mi's Bedwin followed him to 
the street-door, giving him many directions about the nearest 
way, and the name of the bookseller, and the name of the 
street, all of which Oliver said he clearly understood 
Having supeiadded many injunctions to be sure and not 
take cold, the old lady at length peimitted him to depart- 
“ Bless his sweet face * ’ said the old lady, looking after 
him “I can’t beai, somehow, to let him go out of my 
sight ” 

1 At this moment, Oliver looked gaily lound and nodded 
before he turned the corner The old lady smilingly re- 
turned his salutation, and, closing the door, went back to 
her own 100m 

“Let me see, he'll he back in twenty minutes at the 
longest,” said Mi Brownlow, pulling out his watch, and 
placing it on the table “It will be daik by that time ’ 
“ Oh 1 you really expect him to come back, do you ? ’ 
inquired Mr. Gnmwig 

“Don’t you 0 ’ asked Mr Brownlow, sm il in g 
The spmt of contradiction was stiong in Mi Grimwig’s 
breast, at the moment ; and it was rendeied strongei by his 
friend’s confident smile 

“No,” he said, smiting the table with his fist, “I do not 
The boy has a new suit of clothes on his back, a set of 
( i aluable books under his arm, and a five-pound note in his 
pocket He’ll jom his old fnends the thieves, and laugh at 
you If ever that boy returns to this house, sii, I’ll eat my 
head ” 

With these woids he drew his chair closei to the table ; 
and there the two fnends sat, in silent expectation with 
the watch between them 

•It is worthy of remark, as illustrating the importance we 
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m one hand, and deliberately opening with the other a large 
clasp knife, which he drew from his pocket “ Come hei£, 
you bom devil T Come here ! D'ye hear ? " 

The dog no doubt heard , because Mi Sikes spoke m the 
very harshest key of a very harsh voice , but, appearing tc 
entertain some unaccountable objection to having his throat 
cut, he remained wheie he was, and giowled more fiercely 
than before at the same time grasping the end of the pokei 
between his teeth, and biting at it like a wild beast 

This resistance only infuriated Mr Sikes the moie , who, 
dioppmg on his knees, began to assail the animal most 
furiously The dog jumped from right to left and fiom left 
to right snapping, giowlmg, and barking, the man thrust 
and swore, and struck and blasphemed , and the struggle 
was reaching a most critical point foi one or other , when, 
the door suddenly opening the dog daited out leaving Bill 
Sikes with the poker and the clasp-knife in his hands 

Them must always be two parties to a quarrel, says the 
old adage Mr Sikes, being disappointed of the dog's 
participation, at once transferred his share in the quairel 
to the new comei 

“ What the devil do you come m between me and my dog 
for?" said Sikes, with a fierce gesture 

“I didn’t know, my dear, I didn’t know," replied Fagm, 
humbly , foi the Jew was the new-comer 

“Didn't know, you white liveied thief!” growled Sikes 
“ Couldn't you hear the noise ? ” 

“Not a sound of it, as I'm a living man, Bill," replied 
the Jew 

“ Oh no ? You heai nothing, you don't," retorted Sikes 
with a fierce sneei “Sneaking m and out, so as nobody 
hears how you come or go T I wish you had been the dog, 
Fagm, half a minute ago " 

“Why? ” inquired the Jew with a forced smile 
“ 'Cause the government, as cares foi the lives of such 
men as you, as haven't half the pluck of curs, lets a man 
kill a dog how he likes,” replied Sikes, shutting up the 
knife with a very expressive look , “ that's why " 

The Jew rubbed his hands , and, sitting down at the 
table, affected to laugh at the pleasantly of lus friend He 
was obviously very ill at ease, however 

“Grm away," said Sikes, replacing the poker, and survey 
mg him with savage contempt, “grm away You'll never 
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have the laugh at me, though, unless it’s behind a night-cap 
I've got the upper hand over you, Fagin , and, d — me, I’ll 
ke6p it There ! If I go, you go , so take care of me.’’ 

“Well, ■well, my dear,” said the Jew, “I know all .that* 
we — we — have a mutual interest, Bill, — a mutual interest.” 

“Humph,” said Sikes, as if he thought the interest lay 
rather more on the Jew’s side than on his, “Well, what 
have you got to say to me?” 

“It’s all passed safe through the melting-pot,” replied 
Fagin, “and 'this is your shaie It's rather more than it 
ought to be, my dear , but as I know you’ll do me a good 
turn another time, and — ” 

“ Stow that gammon,” interposed the robber, impatiently. 
“Where is it? Handover!” 

" Yes, yes, Bill , give me time, give me tune,” replied the 
Jew, soothingly “ Here it is ! All safe ! ” As he spoke, 
he drew forth an old cotton handkerchief fiom his breast, 
and untying a large knot in one corner, produced a small 
brown-paper packet Sikes, snatching it from him, hastily 
opened it, and proceeded to count the sovereigns it contained 
1 “This is all, is it?” inqxured Sikes. 

“ All,” replied the Jew. 

“ You haven’t opened the parcel and swallowed one or tv\ 0 
os you come along, have you’” inquired Sikes, suspiciously 

Don’t put on an injured look at the question , you’ve done 
it many a time. Jerk the tinkler ” 


. These words, in plain English, conveyed an injunction to 
nng the belL It was answered by another Jew . younger 
nearl Y as vile and repulsive in appearance 
Bill Sikes merely pointed to the empty measure The 
Jew, perfectly understanding the hint, retired to fill it 
previously exchanging a remarkable look with Pagin, who 
raised his eyes for an instant, as if in expectation of it, and 
shook his head m reply , so shghtly that the action would 
nave been almost imperceptible to an observant thud 
person It was lost upon Sikes, who was stooping at the 
moment to tie the boot-lace which the dog had tom 
Possibly if he had observed the brief interchange of signals 
he might have thought that it boded no good to him 

uowVn^f 7 hete ’ T Ba , rDe y ? ” ^Tured Fagm, speaking 
“Dot a shoul,’ replied Barney; whose words whether 
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they came from the heait or not made their wa y through 
the nose ^ 

“ Nobody?” inquired Fagm, in a tone of surprise which 
perhaps might mean that Barney was at liberty to tell the 
truth 

“Dobody but Biss Dadsy," lephed Barney 
u Nancy I ” exclaimed Sikes “ Where ? Strike me blind, 
if I don't honour that 'ere gill, for hei native talents " 
“She's bid havid a plate of boiled beef id the bai," 
replied Barney 

“Send hei here," said Sikes, pouiung out a glass of liquor 
“ Send hei here " 

Barney looked timidly at Fagm, as if for permission , the 
Jew remaining silent, and not hftmg his eyes flora the 
ground, he retned , and presently returned, ushering in 
Nancy, who was deooiated with the bonnet, apron, basket, 
and stieet-door key, complete 

“You aie on the scent, are you, Nancy?" inquired Sikes, 
proffering the glass 

“Yes, I am, Bill," replied the young lady, disposing of 
its contents , ‘ and tired enough of it I am, too The young 
brat's been ill and confined to the crib , and — " 

“Ah, Nancy, dear! " said Fagm, looking up 
Now, whether a peculiar contraction of the Jews red eye- 
brows, and a half closing of his deeply -set eyes, warned Miss 
Nancy that she was disposed to be too communicative, is 
not a matter of much importance The fact is all we n^ed 
care for here , and the fact is, that she suddenly checked 
herself, and with several giacious smiles upon Mr Sikes* 
turned the conversation to othei matters. In about ten 
minutes' time, Mi Fagm was seized with a fit of coughing , 
upon which Nancy pulled hei shawl over her shoulders, 
and declared it was time to go Mr Sikes, finding that 
he was walking a short part of her way himself, expressed 
his intention of accompanying her , they went aw ay to 
gether, followed, at a little distance, by the dog, who slunk 
out of a back-yard as soon as his master was out of sight 
The Jew thrust his head out of the room door when Sikes 
had left it ; looked aftei him as he walked up the dark 
passage , shook his clenched fist , muttered a deep curse , 
and then, with a honible gnn, re-seated himself at the 
table, where he was soon deeply absorbed m the interesting 
pages of the Hue-and-Crv. 
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Meanwhile, Oliver Twist, little dreaming that he was 
within so very short a distance of the merry old gentleman, 
was on his way to the book-stall. "When he got into 
Clerkenwell, he accidentally turned down a bye-street which 
was not exactly m his way , but not discovering his mistake 
until he had got half-way down it, and knowing it must 
isad in the right direction, he did not think it worth while 
to turn back , and so marched on, as quickly as he could, 
with the books under his arm 

He wsts walking along, thinking how happy and con- 
tented he ought to feel , and how much he would give for 
only one look at poor httle Dick, who, starved and beaten, 
might be w eepmg bitteily at that very moment ; when he 
was startled by a young woman scieammg out very loud, 
‘ Oil, my deai brother!” And he had haidly looked up’ 
to see what the mattei was, when he was stopped by havnw 
a pair of aims tin own tight round his neck 
‘ Don’t,” cned Oliver, struggling “ Let go of me Who 
is it ? What are you stopping me for ^ ’ 

The only reply to this, was a great number of loud 
^mentations from the young woman who had embraced 
him , and who had a little basket and a street-dooi key 
m her hand. J 


“Oh my gracious! ’ said the young woman, “I've found 
him! Oh > Oliver 1 Oliver' Oh you naughty boy, to 
make me suffer sich distress on your account ' Come home 
dear, come Oh, I’ve found him Thank gracious good- 
ness heavms, Ive found him!” With these incoherent 
exclamations the young woman burst into another fit of 
crying, and got so dieadfully hysterical, that a couple of 
women who came up at the moment asked a butcher’s hov 
with a slnny head of han anointed with suet, who was also 
looking on, whethei he didn’t think he had better run foi 
the doctor To which, the butcher’s boy who appeared 

$e thoughtnot 11 ^ *° ^ lndolent dls P 0&1 0°n replied, that 

“Oh, no, no, never mind ” said the young woman masn- 

hettei now * °° me home ^ ecti * 

the mntter ’ inquired one of the 


‘ Oh, ma’am, ’ replied the 
near a month ago, from his 


young woman, “he ran away, 
parents, who are hard-woikmg 
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and lespectable people , and went and joined a set of 
thieves and bad characters , and almost broke his mother’s 
heart ” 

“ Young wietch ! ” said one woman 
“ Go home, do, you little brute,” said the other 
“I am not,” leplied Oliver, greatly alarmed “I don’ts 
know her I haven t any sistei, or father and motheif 
either I’m an orphan , I live at Pentonville ” 

“Only heai him, how he braves it out f ” cued the young 
woman. 

“Why, it’s Nancy!” exclaimed Oliver , who now saw 
liei face for the first time , and started back, m mepressible 
astonishment 

“You see he knows me ! ” cned Nancy, appealing to the 
bystanders “ He can’t help himself Make him come 
home, theie’s good people, 01 he’ll kill his deal mothei and 
father, and break my heart I ” 

“ What the devil’s this 9 ” said a man, bursting out of 
a beei-shop, with a white dog at his heels , “young Ohver ? 
Come home to your pool mother, you young dog r Come 
home dnectly ” \ 

“ I don’t belong to them I don’t know them Help r 
help ! ” cried ,Ohvei, struggling m the man’s powerful grasp 
“Help f ” lepeated the man “Yes, I’ll help you, you 
young lascal f What books are these? Youve been a 
stealing ’em, have you 9 Give ’em heia” With these 
words, the man toie the volumes from his grasp, and 
struck him on the head 

“ That s right ’ ” cried a looker-on, from a garret-window 
“ That’s the only way of bringing him to his senses 1 ” 

“To be sure!” cned a sleepy-faced carpentei, casting an 
approving look at the gai ret-window 

“It’ll do him good f ” said the two women 
“And he shall have it, too I” lejoined the man adnunis 
tenng another blow, and seizing Olivei by the collar 
“Come on, you young villain! Here, Bull’s eye, mincjc' 
him, boy ? Mind him 1 ” 

Weak with recent illness , stupefied by the blows and 
the suddenness of the attack , terrified by the fierce growling 
of the dog, and the brutality of the man , overpowered by 
the conviction of the bystanders that he really was the 
liaidened little wretch he was descnbed to be ; what could 
one poor child do 9 Daikness had set in , it w r as a low 
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neighbourhood , no help was near , resistance was useless. 
In another moment he was dragged into a labyrinth of 
' dark narrow courts, and was forced along them at a pace 
r Inch rendered the few cries he daied to give utterance 
to unintelligible. It was of little moment, indeed, whether 
^hey weie intelligible or no , for there was nobody to caie 
lor them, had they been ever so plain 

* * + * * * * 

The gas-lamps were lighted , Mrs Bed win was waiting 
anxiously at the open door , the servant had run up the 
stieet twenty tunes to see if there were traces of Olrvei y 
and still the two old gentlemen sat persevenngly 3 in the 
dark parlour, with the watch between them 
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They walked on, by little-frequented and dirty ways, for 
a full half houi meeting very few people, and those appear- 
ing from then looks to hold much the same position m 
society as Mr Sikes himself At length they turned into 
a veiy filthy narrow street, neai ly full of old -clothes shops , 
the dog running forward, as if conscious that there was no 
fuither occasion for his keeping on guaid, stopped before th£ 
door of a shop that was closed and apparently untenanted , 
the house was in a ruinous condition, and on the door was 
nailed a board, intimating that it was to let which looked 
as if it had hung there for many years 

“ All right,” ci led Sikes, glancing cautiously about. 

Nancy stooped below the shutters, and Oliver heard the 
sound of a bell They crossed to the opposite side of the 
street, and stood for a few moments under a lamp A noise, 
as if a sash window were gently raised, was heard , and soon 
afterwards the door softly opened Mr Sikes then seized 
the terrified boy by the collar with very little ceremony , 
and all three were quickly inside the house 

The passage was perfectly daik They waited, while the 
person who had let them in, chained and barred the door ^ 
“ Anybody here ? ' inquired Sikes, 

“ No,” replied a voice, which Oliver thought he had heaid 
before 

“ Is the old ’un here ? ” asked the robbei 
“Yes,” replied the voice, “and precious down m the 
mouth he has been. Won't he be glad to see you ? Oh, no I ,f 
The style of this reply, as well as the voice which delivered 
it, seemed familial to Oliver's ears but it was impossible 
to distinguish even the form of the speaker m the darkness. 

“Let's have a glim,” said Sikes, “ or we shall go breaking 
our necks, or treading on the dog Look after your legs if 
you do ! ” 

“ Stand still a moment, and I’ll get you one,” replied tire 
voice The receding footsteps of the speakei were heaid , 
and, m another minute, the form of Mi John Lawkin^, 
otherwise the artful Dodgei, appeared He bore in his nghc 
hand a tallow candle stuck in the end of a cleft stick 

The young gentleman did not stop to bestow any other 
mark of recognition upon Oliver than a humorous grin , but^ 
turning away, beckongd the \isitors to follow him down 
a. flight of stairs They crossed an empty kitchen, and, 
opening the door of a low earthy smelling room, which 
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seemed to have been built in a small back-yard, were re- 
ceived with a shout of laughter 
“ Oh, my wig, my wig ! ” cried Mnstei Charles Bates, 
from whose lungs the laughter had pioceeded ; “ here he is ! 
ob, cry heie he is ! Oh, Fagm, look at him 1 Fagin. do look 
at him > I can’t beai it , it is such a jolly game, I can t beai 
St. Hold rue somebody, while I laugh it out ” 

With this irrepressible ebullition of mirth, Mastei Bates 
laid himself flat on the flooi and kicked convulsively for 
five minutes in an ecstasy of facetious joy Then jumping 
to his feet, he snatched the cleft stick from the Dodgei , 
and, advancing to Oliver, viewed him lound and round , 
while the Jew taking off Ins nightcap, made a gieat number 
of low bows to the bewildeied boy. The Artful, meantime, 
who was of a rather saturnine disposition, and seldom gave 
way to merriment when it mterfeied with business, rifled 
Obver’s pockets with steady assiduity 
“Look at his togs, Fagin 1 5 said Charley, putting the 
light so close to his new jacket as nearly to set him on file. 
“ Look at his togs ! Superfine cloth, and the heavy swell 
/ut 1 Oh, my eye, what a game ! And his books, too r 
nothing but a gentleman, Fagm ! ” 

‘‘Delighted to see you looking so well, my dear,” said 
the Jew, bowing "with mock humility “ The Artful shall 
gi'e you anothei suit, my deal, for fear you should spoil 
that Sunday one Why didn't you wiite, my dear, and say 

Jou vere coming? We’d have got something warm foi 
Buppei.” 

At this, Master Bates loared again : so loud, that Fagm 
re laxed, and even the Dodger smiled , but as the 
artful diew forth the five-pound note at that instant, it is 
oubtful whether the sally 01 the discovery awakened his 
aemmenh 

' skat’s that?” mquiied Sikes, stepping forwaid 
r 3 j*® J ew sewed the note. “ That’s mine, Fagm ’ 

jL ,°» ruy dear,” said the Jew. “Mine, Bill, mine, 
rou shall have the books ” 

„ ^ ^ ain ^ mme 1 ” sard Bill Sikes, putting on his hat 
™n a determined, air; “mine and Nancy’s, that is, Fll 
tile the boy back again.” 

The Jew started Oliver staited too, though from a very 
inerent cause , for he hoped that the dispute might leallv 
n< * m his being taken back. 
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“ Come l Hand ovei, mil you ?” said Sikes 

“ This is hardly fan, Bill, hardly fair, is it, Nancy ?” 
inquired the Jew 

“ Fair, or not fair,” retorted Sikes, “ hand over, I tell you ! 
Do you think Nancy and me has got nothing else to do with 
our precious tame but to spend it in scouting artei and^ 
kidnapping, every young boy as gets grabbed tlirougli’ 
you? Give it here, you avaricious old skeleton, give it 
here 1 ” 

With this gentle remonstrance, Mr Sikes plucked the 
note from between the Jew's finger and thumb , and looking 
the old man coolly m the face, folded it up small, and tied it 
in his neckerchief 

“That's for our share of the trouble,” said Sikes , “and 
not half enough, neither You may keep the books, if 
you’re fond of readmg If you a’n’t, sell ’em.” 

“They’re very pretty,” said Charley Bates who, with 
sundry grimaces, had been affecting to read one of the 
volumes in question “ beautiful writing, isn’t it, Olivei ? ” 
At sight of the dismayed look with which Oliver regarded 
his tormentors, Master Bates, who was blessed with a lively 
sense of the ludicrous, fell into another ecstasy, more 
boisterous than the first 

“ They belong to the old gentleman,” said Oliver, wringing 
his hands , “to the good, kind, old gentleman who took me 
into his house, and had me nursed, when I was near dying 
of the fever Oh, pray send them back , send bim back 
the books and money Keep me here all my life long, but 
pray, pray send them back He’ll think I stole them , the 
old lady all of them who were so kind to me will think 
I stole them. Oh, do have mer6y upon me, and send them 
back 1 ” 

With those words, which were uttered with all the energy 
of passionate grief, Oliver fell upon his knees at the J ew’s 
feet , and beat his hands together, m perfect desperation 

“The boy’s right,” remarked Fagin, looking covertly 
rounds and knitting his shaggy eyebrows mto a hard knot 
“You’re nght, Olivei, you’re right , they will think you 
have stolen ’em Ha I ha *” chuckled the Jew, rubbing his 
hands , “ it couldn’t have happened better, if we had chosen 
our time f ” 

“ Of course it couldn’t,” replied Sikes , “I know d that, 
directly I see him coming through Clerkenwell, with the 
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books under bis arm. It’s all right enough. They’re soft- 
hearted psalm-singers, or they woijldn t have taken him in 
at all; and they’ll ask no questions after him, fear they 
should be obliged to prosecute, and so get him lagged. He’s 
safe enough.” 

j. Oliver had looked from one to the other, •while these 
words were being spoken, as if he were bewildered, and 
could scarcely understand what passed ; but when Bill Sikes 
concluded, he jumped suddenly to his feet, and tore wildly 
from the room uttering shrieks for help, which made the 
bare old house echo to the roof ' 

“ Keep back the dog, Bill ! ” cried Nancy, springing before 
the door, and closing it, as the Jew and his two pupils 
darted out in pursuit "Keep hack the dog ; he’ll tear the 
boy to pieces 5 

“ Serve him right ! ” cried Sikes, struggling to disengage 
himself from the girl’s grasp. “ Stand off from me, or Til 
split your head against the wall ” 

“ I don’t care for that, Bill, I don’t care for that. * screamed 
the girl, struggling violently with the man "the child 
chan’t be torn down by tbe dog, unless you kill me first.” 

“ Shan’t he » ” said Sikes, setting his teeth “ I'll soon do 
that, if you don’t keep off.” 

The housebreaker flung the gnl fiom him to the further 
end of the room, just as the Jew and the two boys returned, 
dragging Oliver among them. 

“ What’s the matter here ! ” said Fagra, looking round. 

"The girl’s gone mad, I think,” replied Sikes, savagely. 

"No, she hasn’t,” said Nancy, pale and breathless from 
the scuffle ; "no, she hasn’t, Fngm , don't think it” 

"Then keep quiet, will you?” said the Jew, with a 
threatening look 

* iSo t I wont do that, neither/* replied Nancy, speakum 
\ ery loud, ^ “ Come I What do you think of that 0 / 

Mr Fagin was sufficiently well acquainted with the mam 
ners and customs of that particular species of humanity to 
winch Nancy belonged, to feel tolerably certain that it 
would be rather unsafe to prolong any conversation with* 
her a t present With the view of diverting the attention 
ox the company, he turned to Oliver 

,, U ^° you wanted to get away, my dear, did you?’ said 
the Jew, taking up a jagged and knotted club which lay m 
a corner of the fireplace , "eh ? ’ y 
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Oliver made no leply But lie watched the Jew's motions, 
and breathed quickly 

“Wanted to get assistance, called for the police, did you ?” 
sneered the Jew, catching the boy by the arm “ We'll 
cure you of that, my young master ” 

The Jew inflicted a smart blow on Oliver’s shoulders witlo. 
the club , and was raising it for a second, when the girl, 
rus hing forward, wrested it from his hand. She flung it 
mto the fire, with a force that brought some of the glowing 
coals whirling out into the room 

“ I won’t stand by and see it done, Fagin,” cried the girl 
“You’ve got the boy, and wbat more would you have? — 
Let him be — let him be — or I shall put that mark on some 
of you, that will bring me to the gallows before my time ” 
The girl stamped her foot violently on the floor as she 
vented this threat , and with her lips compressed, and her 
hands clenched, looked alternately at the Jew and the othei 
robber her face quite colourless from the passion of rage 
into which she had gradually worked herself 

“Why, Nancy I” said the Jew, in a soothing tone , aftei 
a pause, during which he and Mr Sikes had stared at on A 
another in a disconcerted manner , “ you — you’re more clever 
than ever to night. Ha ! ha 1 my dear, you are acting 
beautifully ” 

“Ami?” said the girL “Take care I don’t overdo it 
You will be the worse for it, Fagin, if I do, and so I tell 


you m good time to keep clear of me ” 

There is something about a roused woman especially if 
she add to all her other strong passions, the fierce impulses 
of recklessness and despair which few men like to provoke 
The Jew saw that it would he hopeless to affect any furthei 
mistake regarding the reality of Miss Nancy’s rage , and, 
shrinking involuntarily back a few paces, cast a glance, half 
imploring and half cowardly at Sikes as if to hint that he 
was the fittest person to pursue the dialogue. 

Mr Sikes, thus mutely appealed to , and possibly feehng* 
his personal pnde and influence interested m the immediate 
reduction of Miss Nancy to reason , gave utterance to about 
a couple of score of cursds and threats, the rapid production 
of which reflected great credit on the fertility of his inven- 
tion As they produced no visible effect on the object 
against whom they were discharged, however, he resorted 
to more tangible arguments. 
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“ What do you mean by this ? ’ said Sites , baekiug the 
inquiry -with a very common imprecation concerning the 
most beautiful of human features • which, if it were heard 
above, only once out of every fifty thousand tames that it is 
uttered below, would render blindness as common a disorder 

S s measles . “ what do you mean by it 9 Bum my body ! 
0 you know who you are, and what you are ? ” 

“Oh, yes, I know all about it,” replied the girl, laughing 
hysterically ; and shaking her head from side to side, with 
a poor assumption of indifference 
“Well, then, keep quiet,” rejoined Sikes, with a grovl 
like that he was accustomed to use when addressing his 
dog “or 111 quiet you for a good long time to come.” 

The girl laughed again . even less composedly than before ; 
and, darting a hasty look at Sikes, turned her face aside, 
and bit her lip till the blood came 
“ You’re a nice one,” added Sikes, as he surveyed her with 
a contemptuous an, “ to take up the humane and gen — teel 
side ' A pretty subject for the child, as you call him, to 
make a friend of!” 

I “ God Almighty help me, I am ! ’ cried the girl pas- 
sionately , “ and I wish I had been struck dead in the 
street, or had changed places with them we passed so near 
to-night before I had lent a hand in bringing him here 
He s a thief, a bar, a devil, all that s bad, from this night 
forth, Isn t that enough for the old wretch, without 
blows 9 ” 


“Come, come, Sikes,” said the Jew, appealing to him in 
a remonstratory tone, and motioning towaids the boys, who 
were eagerly attentive to all that passed , “ we must have 
civil words , civil words, Bill” 

“ Civil words I ” cned the girl, whose passion was frightful 
to see “ Civil words, you villain ! Yes, you deserve ’em 
from me. 1 thieved for you when I was a child not half as 
old as this’” pointing to Oliver. “ I have been m the 
■iame trade, and in the same service, for twelve years since. 
Don t you know it? Speak out! Don’t you know it?” 

Well, well,’’ replied the Jew, with an attempt at paci- 
ncahon ; and, if you have, it’s your living * ” 

' ^ ls 1 ^ returned the girl ; not speaking, but pour- 

ing out the words in one continuous and vehement scream. 

h™ m l hym p » nd the coW, wet, dirt}- streets are my 
home ; and you re the wretch that drove me to them long 
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ago, and that’ll keep me there, day and night, day and night, 
till I die I” 

“I shall do you a mischief !” interposed the Jew, goaded 
by these reproaches , “ a mischief worse than that, if you 
say much moie I ” 

The gill said nothing more , but, tearing her hair and 
dress m a transport of passion, made such a rush at the Je\?^ 
as would probably have left signal marks of her levenge 
upon him, had not her wrists been seized by Sikes at the 
light moment , upon which, she made a few ineffectual 
struggles, and fainted 

“She’s all right now,” said Sikes, laying her down in a 
comei “ She’s uncommon strong m the arms when she’s 
up m tins way 99 

The Jew wiped his forehead and smiled, as if it were 
a relief to have the disturbance over , but neither he, nor 
Sikes, nor the dog, nor the boys, seemed to consider it in 
any other light than a common occurrence incidental to 
business. 

“ It’s the worst of having to do with women,” said the 
Jew, replacing Ins club , 4 but they’re clever, and we can£ A ‘ 
get on, in our line, without ’em Chai ley, show Oliver to 
bed ” 

“ I suppose he’d better not wear his best clothes to-morrow, 
Fagin, had he ? ” inquired Charley Bates 

“ Certainly not,” replied the Jew, recipiocatmg the gnn 
with which Charley put the question 

Master Bates, apparently much delighted with his com- 
mission, took the cleft stick and led Ohver into an adjacent 
kitchen, where there were two or thi ee of the beds on which 
he had slept before , and here, with many uncontrollable 
bursts of laughter, he produced the identical old suit of 
clothes Mhich Ohver had so much congratulated himself 
upon leaving off at Mr Brownlow’s , and the accidental dis- 
play of which, to Fagin, by the Jew who purchased them, 
had been the very first clue received, of his whereabout ^ 

“ Pull off the smart ones,” said Charley, “ and I’ll give 
em to Fagin to take care of What fun it is ! ” 

Poor Olivei unwillingly complied Master Bates rolling 
up the new clothes under his arm, departed from the room, 
leaving Ohver m the daik, and locking the door behind 
him 

The noise of Charley’s laughtei, and the voice of Mies 
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Oliver’s destiny continuing unpropitious, brings a 

GREAT MAN TO LONDON TO INJURE HIS REPUTATION 

It is the custom on the stage, m all good murderous melo- 
dramas, to piesent the tragic and the comic scenes, m as 
legular alternation, as the layers of red and white m a 
side of streaky bacon The heio sinks upon his straw bed, 
M eighed down by fetters and misfoi tunes , in the next 
scene, his faithful but unconscious squire regales the audi- 
ence with a comic song We behold, with throbbing 
bosoms, the heroine m the grasp of a proud and ruthless 
baron her vn tue and hei life alike in danger, drawing forth 
her dagger to preserve the one at the cost of the othei , and 
just as our expectations are wrought up to the highest 
pitch, a whistle is heard, and we are straightway trans 
ported to the gieat hall of the castle where a grey-headed 
seneschal sings a funny chorus with a funnier body of 
lassals, who are free of all sorts of places, from church 
vaults to palaces, and 10am about in company, carolling 
perpetually 

Such changes appear absuid , but they are not so un- 
natural as they would seem at first sight. The transitions 
m real life from well spread hoards to death-beds, and from 
mourning weeds to holiday garments, are not a whit less 
startling , only, there, we are busy actors, instead of passive 
lookers-on, which makes a vast difference The actors in 
the mimic life of the theatie, are blind to violent transitions 
and abrupt impulses of passion 01 feeling, which, presented) 
before the ejes of mere spectators, are at once condemned 
as outrageous and preposterous 

As sudden shiftings of the scene, and rapid changes of 
time and place, are not only sanctioned in books by long 
usage, but are by many considered as the great art of 
authorship an author’s skill m his craft being, by such 
critics, chiefly estimated with relation to the dilemmas in 
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which he leaves his characters at the end of every chapter : 
this brief introduction to the present one may perhaps be 
deemed unnecessary If so, let it be considered a delicate 
intimation on the part of the historian that he is going back 
to the town in which Oliver Twist was bom , the reader 
taking it for granted that there are good and substantial 
teasons for making the journey, or he would not be invited 
to proceed upon such an expedition 
Mr. Bumble emerged at early morning from the work- 
house-gate, and walked with portly carriage and commanding 
steps, up the High Street He was m the full bloom and 
pnde of beadhhood , his cocked hat and coat were dazzling 
in the morning sun , he clutched his cane with the vigorous 
tenacity of health and power Mr Bumble always earned 
his head high , but this morning it was higher than usual 
There was an abstraction in his eye, an elevation m his air, 
which might have warned an observant stianger that 
thoughts were passing in the beadle’s mind, too great for 
utterance 

Mr. Bumble stopped not to converse with the small shop- 
keepers and others who spoke to him, deferentially, as he 
passed along He merely returned their salutations with 
a wave of his hand, and relaxed not in his dignified pace, 
until he reached the farm where Mrs Mann tended the 
infant paupers with parochial care 

Drat that beadle * said Mrs Mann, hearing the well- 
known shaking at the gai den-gate “If it isn’t him at this 
tune m the morning’ Lauk, Mr Bumble, only think of its 
bemg you * Well, dear me, it is a pleasure, this is ' Come 
into the parlour, sir, please ” 

The first sentence was addressed to Susan , and the 
exclamations of delight were uttered to Mr Bumble as the 
good lady unlocked the garden gate, and showed bun, with 
great attention and respect into the bouse 
"Mrs Mann,” said Mr Bumble, not sitting upon 01 
propping himself into a seat, as any common jackanapes 
would but lettmg himself gradually and slowly down into 
a chair , Mrs Mann, ma’am, good morning ’ 

“Well, and good morning to you, sir,” replied Mrs Mann, 
vnth many smiles, “and hoping you find yourself well, 

"So-so Mis Mann,” replied the beadle “A norochial 
itfe is not a bed of roses, Mrs Mann ” porociiiai 

t? 
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“Ah, that it isn't indeed, Mr Bumble,” lejomed the lady 
And all the infant paupers might have chorused the rejoinder 
with great propriety, if they had heard it 

“ Apoiochial life, ma'am,” continued Mr Bumble, striking 
the table with his cane, “is a life of worrit* and vexation, 
and hardihood , but all public characters, as I may say 
must suffer prosecution ” 

Mrs Mann, not very well knowing what the beadle meant, 
raised her hands with a look of sympathy, and sighed 

“Ah 1 You may well sigh, Mrs Mann 1 ” said the beadle 
Finding she had done light, Mra Mann sighed agam 
evidently to the satisfaction of the public character who, 
lepiessmg a complacent smile by looking sternly at bis 
cocked hat, said, 

“Mrs Mann, I am a going to London ” 

“Lauk, Mr Bumble I” cried Mrs, Mann, starting back 
“To London, ma’am,” resumed the inflexible beadle, “by 
coach I and two paupers, Mrs Mann 1 A legal action is 
a coming on, about a settlement , and the board has appointed 
me — me, Mrs Mann — -to depose to the matter before the 
quartei-sessions at Clerkmwell And I very much question,^ 
added Mr Bumble, drawing himself up, “ whether tht? 
Clerkmwell Sessions will not find themselves in the wrong 
box before they have done with me ” 

“Oh* you mustn't be too haid upon them, sir," said 
Mis Mann, coaxmgly 

“The Clerkmwell Sessions have biought it upon them% 
selves, ma'am,” replied Mr Bumble, “and if the Clerkmwell 
Sessions find that they come off rather worse than they 
expected, the Clerkmwell Sessions have only themselves to 
thank,” 

Them was so much determination and depth of puipose 
about the menacing mannei in uhich Mr Bumble delivered 
himself of these words, that Mrs Mann appeared quite awed 
by them. At length she said, 

* You're going by coach, sn 9 I thought it was nlways 
usual to send thorn paupers in carts ” * 

“That's when they’re ill, Mrs Mann,” said the beadle 
“We put the sick paupers into open carts m the ramy 
weather, to prevent their taking cold ” 

“ Oh I ” said Mrs Mann, 

“ The opposition coach contracts for these two , and takes 
them cheap,” said Mr Bumble “They are both m a very 
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low slate, rind we find it would come two pound cheaper 
to move ’em than to bury lem — that is, if we can throw 
’em upon nnotliei parish, which I think we shall be able 
to do, if they don’t die upon the road to spite us. Ha l 
ha' ha'” 


When Hr Bumble had laughed a little while, his eyes 
fgain encountered the cocked hat , and he became grai e. 

“We are forgetting business, ma’am,” said the beadle ; 
“here is your porochial stipend for the month.” 

Mr Bumble produced some silver money rolled up in 
paper, from his pocket-book , and requested a receipt wlucli 
Mm Mann wrote, 

“It’s very much blotted, sir ” said the fanner of infants , 
“but it’s formal enough I dare say. Thank you, Mi Bumble, 
sir, I am very much obliged to you, I’m sure ” 

Mr. Bumble nodded, blandly, in acknowledgment of Mrs. 
Mann’s curtsey , and inquired how the children were. 

“ Bless their dear little hearts 1 ” said Mrs Mann with 
emotion, “they’ie as well as can be, the dears 1 Of course, 
except the two that died last week And little Dick ” 

V “Isn’t that boy no better?” inquired Mi. Bumble 

Mrs Mann shook her head 

“He’s a ill-conditioned, wicious, bad-disposed porochial 
child that, ’ said Mr Bumble angnly “ Wheie is he ? ” 

“111 bnng him to you in one minute, sir,” replied Mrs. 
Mann. “ Here, you Dick ' ” 

After some colling, Dick was discovered. Having had his 
face put under the pump, and dried upon Mrs. Mann’s gown, 
he was led into the awful presence of Mi Bumble, the 
beadle. 


The child was pale and thin , his cheeks weie sunken • and 
his eyes large and bright. The scanty parish diess, the 
jnery of his misery, hung loosely on his feeble body , and 
his young limbs had wasted away, like those of an old man. 
Such was the little being who stood tremblmg beneath 
Bumble’s glance , not faring to lift his eyes from the 
a °or , and dreading even to hear the beadle’s voice 
“ Can’t you look at the gentleman, you obstinate bov ? ’ 
said Mrs. Mann 


The child meekly raised his eyes, and encountered those 
of Mr Bumble 

“What’s the matter with you, porochial Dick? ” inquired 
Wr Bumble, with well-timed jocularity. 
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“ Nothing, sn,” replied the child faintly 
“I should think not/’ said Mrs. Manri, who had of course 
laughed very much at Mr Bumble’s humour “ You want 
for nothing, I’m sure ” 

“I should like — ” faltered the child 

“ Heyday ! mterposed Mrs Mann, “I suppose you’re, 
going to say that you do want for something, now ? Why,* 
you little wretch ” 

“Stop, Mrs Mann, stop!” said the beadle, raising his 
hand with a show of authority “Like what, sir, eh?” 

“I should like,” faltered the child, “if somebody that can 
write, would put a few words down for me on a piece of 
paper, and fold it up and seal it, and keep it for me, after 
I am laid in the ground ” 

“ Why, what does the boy mean ? ” exclaimed Mr Bumble, 
on whom the earnest manner and wan aspect of the child 
had made some impression accustomed as he was to such 
things. “ What do you mean, sir ? ” 

“ I should like,” said the child, “ to leave my deal love to 
poor Oliver Twist , and to let him know how often I have 
sat by myself and cried to think of his wandering about my 
the dark nights w ith nobody to help him And I should 
like to tell him,” said the child, pressing his small hands 
together, and speaking with great fervour, “that I was glad 
to die when I was \ery young, for, perhaps, if I had lived 
to be a man, and had grown old, my little sister who is in 
Heaven, might forget me, or be unlike me , and it would be 
so much happier if we were both children there together ” 

Mr Bumble surveyed the little speaker, from head to foot, 
with indesciibable astonishment, and, turning to his com- 
panion said, “They’re all in one story, Mrs Mann That 
out-dacious Olivei has demogalized them all 1 ” 

“I couldn t ha'se belie\ed it, sir ! ” said Mrs Mann, hold- 
ing up her hands, and looking malignantly at Dick. “ I 
nevei see such a haidened little wietch 1 ” 

“ Take him away, ma’am ! ” said Mr Bumble impel lously ^ 
“This must be stated to the boaid, Mrs Mann ” 

“I hope the gentlemen 'Will understand that it isn’t my 
fault, sir?” said Mrs. Mann, whimpering patheticallv 

“They shall understand that, ma’am , they shall be ac- 
quainted with the true state of the case,” said Mi Bumble 
“There , take him away, I can’t beai the sight on him ” 
Dick was immediately taken away, and locked up in the 
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coal-cellar. Mr. Bumble shortly afterwards took himself off, 
to prepare for his journey. 

At six o’clock next morning. Mr Bumble, having ex- 
changed his cocked hat for a round one and encased lus 
person in a blue great-coat with a cape to it • took his place 
ion the outside of the coach, accompanied by the criminals 
whose settlement was disputed ; with whom, m due course 
of time, he arrived in London He experienced no other 
crosses on the way, than those which originated in the per- 
verse behaviour of the two paupers, who persisted m shiver- 
ing, and complaining of the cold, in a manner which, Mr 
Bumble declared, caused his teeth to chatter in his head, 
and made him feel quite uncomfortable , although he had 
a great-coat on. 

Having disposed of these evil-minded persons for the 
night, Mr Bumble sat himself down in the house at which 
the coach stopped , and took a tempeiate dinner of steaks, 
oyster sauce, and porter Putting a glass of hot gm-and- 
water on the chimney-piece, he drew his chair to the fire ; 
and, with sundry moral reflections on the too-prevalent sm 
^of discontent and complaining, composed himself to read the 
paper 

The very first paragraph upon which Mr. Bumble’s eye 
rested, was the following advertisement. 

“FIVE GUINEAS HEWAHn 

“ Whereas a young boy, named Oliver Twist, absconded, 
or was enticed, on Thursday evening last, from his home, at 
Pentonville and has not since been heard of. The above 
reward will be paid to any person who will give such in- 
formation as will lead to the discovery of the said Olivei 
Twist, 01 tend to throw any light upon his previous history, 
in which the advertiser is, for many reasons, warmly in- 
terested ’ 

4 And then followed a full description of Oliver’s dress, 
person, appearance, and disappearance : with the name and 
address of Mr Brownlow at full length 

Mr Bumble opened his eyes, read the advertisement, 
slowly and carefully, three several times , and m something 
more than five minutes was on his way to Pentonville. 
having actually, m his excitement, left the glass of hot gin- 
and-water, untasted 
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u Is Mr Bro willow at home 9 ” lnquned Mr Bumble of 
the gill who opened the door 

To this inquiry the gnl returned the not uncommon, but 
rather evasive reply of “ I don’t know , where do you come 
fiom ? ” 

Mr Bumble no sooner uttered Oliver’s name, m evplana^ 
tion of his errand, than Mrs Bed^Mn,who had been liste n ing 
at the parlour door, hastened into the passage m a breathless 
state 

“ Come in, come m,” said the old lady u I knew we should 
lieai of him Poor dear ! I knew we should I I was certain 
of it Bless his heart ! I said so, all along ” 

Having said this, the uorthy old lady hurried back into 
the parlour again , and seating herself on a sofa, burst into 
tears The girl, who was not quite so susceptible, had run 
up stall's meanwhile , and now leturned with a lequest 
that Mr Bumble would follow her immediately which 
he did 

He was shown into the little back study, where sat 
Mr Brownlow and his friend Mi Gnmwig, 'With decanters 
and glasses before them The latter gentleman at onc& 
burst into the e\clamation 

“ A beadle f A parish beadle, 01 I’ll eat my head ” 

“ Pray don’t interrupt just now,” said Mi Biownlow 
“ Take a seat, wall you ? ” 

Mi Bumble sat himself down quite confounded by the 
oddity of Mr Grimwig’s manner Mr Brownlow moved the 
lamp, so as to obtain an unintenupted view of the Beadle’s 
countenance , and said, with a little impatience, 

“ Now, sir, } ou come m consequence of having seen the 
advertisement ? ” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Mi Bumble 

“And you are a beadle, aie you not?” inquired Mr 
Gnmwig 

“ I am a porochial beadle, gentlemen,” rejoined Mr Bumble, 
proudly ( 

“ Of course,” observed Mi Gnmwig aside to his fnend, 

“ 1 knew he v as A beadle all over ! ” 

Mr Brownlow gently' shook his head to impose silence on 
his friend, and resumed 

“ Do you know vhere this poor boy is now ? ” 

“No more than nobody,” replied Mr Bumble 

“Well, what do you Imow of him 9 ” inquired the old 
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gentleman “Speak out, my friend, if you have anything 
to say. What do you know of him 9 ” 

“ You don’t happen to know any good of him, do you 
said Mr Gnmwig, caustically , after an attentive perusal of 
Mr Bumble’s features 

^ Mr Bumble, catching at the inquiry very quickly, shook 
"his head with portentous solemnity. , 

“ You see ? ” said Mr. Gnmwig, looking triumphantly at 

Mr Brownlow , 

Hr. Brownlow looked apprehensively at Mr Bumble s 
pursed-up countenance , and requested him to communicate 
what he khew legardmg Oliver, m as few words as possible. 

Mr. Bumble put down his hat , unbuttoned his coat 
folded his arms , inclined his head in a retrospectn e mnhnei 
and, after a few moments’ reflection, commenced his story. 

It would he tedious if given m the beadle’s words * occupy- 
uig, as it did, some twenty minutes in the telling ; but the 
sum and substance of it was, That Oliver was a foundling 
bom of low and vicious parents That he had, from his 
birth displayed no bettei qualities than treachery, ingrati- 
tude, and malice. That he had terminated his brief caieer 
in the place of his birth, by making a sanguinary and 
cowardly attack on an unoffending lad, and running away 
m the night-time from Ins master’s house In proof of his 
really being the person he represented himself, Mr Bumble 
laid upon the table the papers he had brought to ton n. 
Folding his arms again, he then awaited Mr Brownlov s 
observations. 

“I fear it is all too true,” said the old gentleman sorrow- 
fully, after looking over the papers “ This is not much for 
your intelligence , but I would gladly have given you treble 
the money, if it had been favourable to the boy.” 

It is not improbable that if Mr Bumble had been possessed 
of this information at an earher period of the interview, he 
might have imparted a very different colouring to his little 
•history. It was too late to do it now, however ; so he shook 
his head gravely, and, pocketing the five guineas, withdrew 
Mr Biownlow paced the loom to and fro for some minutes 
evidently so much disturbed by the beadle’s tale, that even 
Mr Gnmwig forbore to vex him further 
At length he stopped, and rang the bell violently. 

“ Mrs Bedwin,” said Mr. Brownlow, when the housekeepei 
appeared , “ that boy, Oliver, is an impostor.” 
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“It can’t be, sir It cannot be/’ said the old lady, 
energetically 

“ I tell you he is,” retorted the old gentleman “ What do 
you mean by can’t be ? We have just heard a full account 
of him from his birth , and he has been a thorough-paced 
little villain, all his life 99 i 

“ I never will believe it, sir,” replied the old lady, firmly 
“ Never I ” 

“ You old women never believe anything but quack -doctors, 
and lying story-books,” giowled Mr Gnmwig “I knew it 
all along Why didn’t you take my advice m the begmmng , 
you would, if he hadn’t had a fever, I suppose, eh,? He 
was mteresting, wasn’t he ? Interesting ! Bah 1 ” And 
Mr Gnmwig poked the file with a flourish 

“He was a dear, grateful, gentle child, sir,” retoited Mrs. 
Bedwin, indignantly “I know what children aie, sn , and 
have done these forty years , and people who can’t say the 
same, shouldn’t say anything about them That’s ,my 
opinion i ” , 

This was a hard hit at Mr Gnmwig, who was a bacheloi 
As it extoited nothing fiom that gentleman but a smilejr, 
the old lady tossed her head, and smoothed down her apron 
prepaiatory to another speech, when she was stopped by 
Mr Brownlow 

“ Silence 1 99 said the old gentleman, feigning an anger he 
was far from feeling “ Never let me hear the boy’s name 
again I lang to tell you that. Nevei Never, on any 
pretence, nnnd! You may lea's e the loom, Mrs Bedvun 
Remember 1 I am in earnest ” 

There were sad hearts at Mr Brownlow ’s that night 
Olner’s lieait sank within him, when lie thought of his 
good kind friends, it was well for him that he could not 
know what they had heard, oi it might have broken 
outright 
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HOW OLIVER PASSED HIS TIME IN THE IMPROVING 
SOCIETV OP HIS REPUTABLE FRIENDS 

About noon nest day, -when the Dodger and Mastei Bates 
had gone out to pursue their customary avocations, Mr Fagm 
took the opportunity of reading Oliver a long lecture on the 
crying sm of ingratitude of which he cleaily demonstrated 
he had been guilty, to no ordinary extent, in wilfully absent- 
ing himself from the society of his anxious friends , and still 
moie, m endeavouring to escape from them after so much 
trouble and expense had been incurred in Ins recovery Mr. 
Fngm laid great stress on the fact of his having taken Oliver 
in, and cherished him, when, without his timely aid, he might 
have perished with hunger , and he related the dismal and 
affecting history of a young lad whom, in his philanthropy, 
he had succoured under parallel circumstances, but who, 
proving unworthy of his confidence and enncing a desire to 
communicate with the police, had unfortunately come to he 
hanged at the Old Bailey one morning Mi Fagm did not 
seek to conceal his share m the catastrophe, but lamented 
Mith tears in his eyes that the wrong-headed and treacherous 
behaviour of the young person m question, had rendered it 
necessary that he should become the victim of certain evi- 
ence for the crown which, if it were not precisely 7 true, was 
indispensably necessary for the safety of him (Mr Fagm) and 
j ew ^ ^ friends Mr. Fagm concluded by diawing a ratliei 
sagreeable picture of the discomforts of hanging , and, with 
S*eat friendliness and politeness of manner, expressed his 
anxious hopes that he might never he obliged to submit 
Ohver Twist to that unpleasant operation 
LittJe Olivers blood ran cold, as he listened to the Jew’s 
* J’ “Jj ^Perfectly comprehended the dark threats con- 

to^vmf 11 * That lfc was P osslble even for justice itself 
the ^nocent vnth the guilty when they were in 
Rental companionship, he knew already , and that deeply- 

F 3 
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laid plans for the destruction of inconveniently knowing or 
over-commumcative persons, had been really devised and 
earned out by the old Jew on more occasions than one, he 
thought by no means unlikely, when he recollected the general 
nature of the altercations between that gentleman and Mi 
Sikes which seemed to bear refeience to some foregone^ 
conspiracy of the kind As he glanced timidly up, and mA 
the Jew's searching look, he felt that his pale face and 
trembling limbs were neithei unnoticed 1101 unrehshed by 
that wary old gentleman 

The Jew, smiling hideously, patted Olivei on the head, 
and said, that if he kept himself quiet, and applied himself 
to business, he saw they would be very good friends yet. 
Then, taking his hat, and covering himself with an old 
patched great-coat, he went out, and locked the loom-door 
behind him 

And so Ohvei remamed all that day, and foi the greater 
pait of many subsequent days, seeing nobody, between earlj 
morning and midnight, and left during the long hours to 
commune with his own thoughts. Which, never fading 
to revert to his kind friends, and the opinion they must 1 oi£j 
ago have foimed of lnm, were sad indeed 

After the lapse of a week or so, the Jew left the loom-door 
unlocked , and he was at liberty to wander about the house 

It was a very dirty place The rooms up stairs had great 
high wooden chimney pieces and large doors, with panelled 
walls and cornices to the ceilings , wdnch, although they weie 
black with neglect and dust, were ornarqented in various 
ways. From all of these tokens Olivei concluded that a long 
time ago, before the old Jew was born, it had belonged to 
better people, and had perhaps been quite gay and handsome 
dismal and dreary as it looked now 

Spiders had built then webs m the angles of the walls and 
ceilings , and sometimes, when Oliver walked softly into 
a room, the mice would scamper across the floor, and run 
back terrified to their holes With these exceptions, theij; 
w os neither sight nor sound of any living thing , and offceD, 
w hen it giew dark, and he was tired of wandering from room 
to room, he would crouch m the comer of the passage by the 
street door, to be as near living people as he could , and would 
xemam there, listening and counting the hours, until the Jew 
or the bo^s returned 

In all the rooms, the mouldering shutters were fast closed 



THE INTERIOR OF FAGIN’s DEN 171 


the bars which held them were screwed tight into the wood , 
the only hght which was admitted, stealing its way thiougli 
round holes at the top which made the rooms more gloomy, 
and filled them with strange shadows There was a hack- 
garret window with rusty bars outside, which had no shutter , 
and out of this, Oliver often gazed with a melancholy face 
^br hours together but nothing was to be descried from it 
but a confused and ciowded mass of house-tops, blackened 
chimnejs, and gable-ends Sometimes, indeed a grizzly 
head might be seen, peering ovei the parapet-wall of a distant 
house but it w as quickly withdrawn again , nnd as the 
window of Oliver’s observatory was nailed down, and dimmed 
with the ram and smoke of years, it was as much as he could 
do to make out the forms of the different obiects beyond, 
without making any attempt to be seen or heard,— which he 
had as much chance of being, as if he had lived inside the 
ball of St. Paul’s Cathedral 

One afternoon, the Dodger and Mastei Bates being engaged 
out that evemng, the first-named young gentleman took it 
into his head to evince some anxiety legal ding the decoration 
cf his person (to do him justice, this was by no means an 
fiabitunl weakness with him) and, 'with this end and aim, 
he condescendingly commanded Oliver to assist him m his 
toilet, stiaightway 

Oliver was but too glad to make himself useful too happy 
to have some faces, howevei bad, to look upon , too desirous 
to concihate those about him when he could honestly do so 
to throw any objection m the way of this proposal So he 
at once expressed his readiness , and, kneeling on the floor, 
while the Dodgei sat upon the table so that he could take 
is foot in his lap, he applied himself to a piocess which 
xr Dawkins designated as “japanning his tiotter cases ” 

h^boo™ 86 ’ rendered mto plam En S ]l sh, sigmfieth, cleaning 


Aether it was the sense of freedom and independence 
? ii + a rational animal maybe supposed to feel when he sits 

r , e V 1 athtu de smoking a pipe, swinging one 

g carelessly to and fro, and having his boots cleaned all the 
me without even the past trouble of having taken them off, 

iSL P nT P€ n T T" 7 ** PUttmg them on ' t0 dlsturb ^s 

Xt ™ tbe S° odness of the tobacco 
t iat soothed the feelings of the Dodgei, or the mildness of 
the beer that mollified his thoughts was evidently ^c- 
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tured, foi the nonce, with a spice of romance and enthusiasm, 
foieign to his -general natuie He looked dowm on Oliver, 
with a thoughtful countenance, foi a brief space , and then, 
raising his head, and heaving a gentle sigh, said, half m 
ahsti action, and half to Master Bates 

“ What a pity it is he isn’t a png ! ” ^ 

“ Ah 1 ” said Master Chailes Bates , “ he don’t know what6 
good foi him ” 

The Dodger sighed agam, and resumed his pipe as did 
Charley Bates, They both smoked, foi some seconds, in 
silence 

“ I suppose you don’t even know what a png is ? ” said the 
Dodger mournfully 

“I think I know that,” replied Ohvei, looking up “It’s 
a th — , you’re one, are you not?” inquired Olivei, checking 
himself 

“I am,” replied the Dodger “I’d scorn to be anything 
else ” Mr Dawkins gave his hat a fei ocious cock, after 
delivering this sentiment, and looked at Master Bates, as if 
to denote that he would feel obliged by his saying anything 
to the contrary $ 

“ I am,” repeated the Dodger n So’s Charley So’s Fagm 
So's Sikes So’s Nancy So’s Bet So we all aie, down to 
the dog And he’s the downiest one of the lot 1 ” 

“And the least given to peaching,” added Charley Bates 
“ He wouldn’t so much as bark in a witness box, for fear of 
committing himself, no, not if you tied him up m one, and 
left him there without wittles for a fortnight,” said the 
Dodger 

“ Not a bit of it,” observed Chailey 

“He’s a lum dog Don’t he look fierce at any strange 
cove that laughs or sings when he’s m company 1 ” puisued 
the Dodger “Won’t he growl at all, when he heais a fiddle 
placing! And don’t he hale other dogs as ain’t of his 
bleed T Oh, no 1 ” 

“ He’s an out-and out Christian,” said Chailey 4 

This was merely intended as a tribute to the animal’s 
abilities but it was an appiopnate remark m another sense, 
if Master Bates had only known it, for there aie a good 
many ladies and gentlemen, claiming to be out-and out 
Christians, between whom, and Mr Sikes* dog, there exist 
strong and singular points of resemblance 

“Well, well,” said the Dodger, recurring to the point from 
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which they had strayed • with that mindfulness of his pro- 
fession which influenced all his proceedings This hasn t 
got anything to do with young Green here ” 

“No more it has” said Charley “Why dont you put 
yourself under Fagm, Oliver?” 

, « And make your fortun’ out of hand? added the Dodger, 

frith a grm , , , ,, 

“And so he able to retire on your property, and do the 
gen-teel . as I mean to, m the very next leap-year but four 
that ever comes, and the forty-second Tuesday in Trinity- 
week,’ said Chailey Bates 

“I don’t like it/’ rejoined Ohver, timidly; ‘I wish they 
would let me go X — I — would rather go 

“And Fagm would rather not'” rejoined Charley 
Ohvei knew this too well , hut thinking it might he 
dangerous to express his feelings more openly, he only sighed, 
and went on with his boot-cleaning 

“ Go 1 ” exclaimed the Dodger “ Why, where’s your spirit 9 
Don’t you take any pride out of yourself 9 Would you go 
and be dependent on your fnends 9 ” 

> “ Ob, blow that 1 ’’ said Master Bates drawing two or 
three silk handkerchiefs from lus pocket, and tossing them 
into a cupboard, “that’s too mean , that is." 

“ I couldn’t do it,” said the Dodger, with an an of haughty 
disgust 

“You can leave your fnends, though ” said Oliver with 
a half smile , “ and let them be punished for what you did.” 

“That,” rejoined the Dodger, with a wave of his pipe, 
“That was all out of consideration for Fagm ’cause the traps 
know that we work together, and he might have got into 
trouble if we hadn’t made our lucky , that was the move, 
wasn’t it, Charley?” 

Master Bates nodded assent, and would have spoken , but 
the recollection of Oliver’s flight came so suddenly upon lnm, 
that the smoke he was inhaling got entangled with a laugh, 
ted went up into Ins head, and down into his throat and 
brought on a fit of coughing and stamping, about five 
minutes long 

“ Look here ' ” said the Dodger, drawing forth a handful 
of shillings and half-pence “ Heie’s a ;olly life ! What's 
the odds where it comes from ? Here, catch hold there’s 
plenty more where they were took from You won’t won’t 
you 9 Oh, you precious flat * ” 
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“It’s naughty, ain’t it, Oliver?” rnquned Charley Bates, 
“ He’ll come to he scragged, won’t he ? ” 

“ I don’t know what that means,” replied Ohver 

“ Somethmg m this way, old feller,” said Charley As 
he said it, Master Bates caught up an end of his necker 
chief , and, holding it erect in the air, dropped his head 
on his shouldei, and jerked a curious sound through 
his teeth thereby indicating, by a lively pantomimic repie 
sentation, that scragging and hanging were one and the 
same thing 

“That’s what it means,” said Charley “Look how he 
stares, J ack 1 I never did see such prime company as that 
’ere boy , he’ll be the death of me, I know he will ” Mastei 
Charles Bates, having laughed heaitily again, lesumed his 
pipe with tears m his eyes 

“You’ve been brought up bad,” said the Dodger, survey- 
ing his boots with much satisfaction when Ohver had 
polished them “Fagin will make something of you, 
though, or you’ll be the first he ever had that turned out 
unprofitable You’d bettei begin at once , foi you’ll come 
to the trade long before you think of it , and you re onff 
losing time, Oliver ” 

Mastei Bates backed this advice with sundry moral 
admonitions of his own which, being exhausted, he and 
Ins friend Mr Dawkins launched into a glowing description 
of the numerous pleasures incidental to the life they led, 
interspersed vnth a variety of hints to Ohver that the best 
thing he could do, would be to secure Fagm’s favoui with- 
out more delay, by the means winch they themselves had 
employed to gain it 

“And always put this in your pipe, Nolly,” said the 
Dodger, as the Jew was heard unlocking the door above, 
“ if you don’t take fogies and tickers — ” 

“ What’s the good of talking in that way ? ” interposed 
Master Bates , “ he don’t know what you mearu” 

“ If you don’t take pocket handkechers and watches,” sai& 
the Dodger, reducing Ins conversation to the level of Olivei’s 
capacity, “some other cove wall , so that the coves that lose 
’em will be all the worse, and you’ll be all the worse too, 
and nobody half a hap’orth the better, except the chaps 
wot gets them — and you^ just as good a right to them 
as they have ” 

f To be sure to be sure said the Jew, who had entered, 
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unseen by Oliver “ It all lies m a nutshell, my dear , m 
a nutshell, take the Dodgei s void for it. Ha 1 ha 1 ha ! He 
understands the catechism of his tiade ” 

The old man rubbed his hands gleefully together, as he 
corroborated the Dodger’s masoning in these terms , and 
chuckled with delight at his pupil’s proficiency 
r The conversation proceeded no faith er at this time, foi 
the Jew had returned home accompanied by Miss Betsy, and 
a gentleman whom Olivei had nevei seen befoie, but who 
was accosted by the Dodger as Tom Chitling , and who, 
having lingered on the stairs to exchange a few gallantiies 
with the lady, now made his appearance 
Mr. Chitling was oldei m years than the Dodger having 
perhaps numbeied eighteen winters , but there was a degree 
of deference in Ins deportment towards that young gentle- 
man which seemed to indicate that he felt himself conscious 
of a slight inferiority m point of genius and professional 
acquirements He had small twinkling eyes, and a pock- 
maiked face ; wore a fui cap, a daik corduioy jacket, greasy 
fustian trousers, and an apron His wardiobe was, m truth, 
^tlier out of repair , but he excused himself to the company 
by stating that his “ time ” was only out an hour befoie ; 
and that, m consequence of having worn the regimentals for 
six weeks past, he had not been able to bestow any atten- 
tion on his private clothes. Mr Chitling added, with strong 
marks of n-ntation, that the new way of fumigating clothes 
up yonder was infernal unconstitutional, foi it burnt holes 
m them, and theie was no remedy against the County. The 
same remark he considered to apply to the regulation mode 
of cutting the hair . which he held to be decidedly unlawful 
Mr Chitling wound up his observations by stating that he 
had not touched a drop of anything for forty-two mortal 
oag hard-working days , and that he “wished ‘he might be 
ousted if he wam’t as dry as a lime-basket ” 

3’°u think the gentleman has come from, 

f T T l lnq T ed tlie Jew > Wlth a grm, as the other boys 
put a bottle of spirits on the table " 

(( I~I don’t know, sir,” leplied Oliver 

km k 10 ' 5 that?” inquired Tom Chitling, casting a con- 
temptuous look at Oliver S 

“A young fuend of mine, my dear,” replied the Jew 

look UCk> ST’ 8111(1 tiie y° un § “an, with a meaning 

at Fngm. Never mind where I came from, young 



178 OUVEK TWIST 

un , you'll find your way there, soon enough, I’ll bet 
a crown ] ” 

At this sally the boys laughed After some more jokes 
on the same subject, they exchanged a few short whispers 
with Fagm , and withdrew 

After some words apart between the last comei and Fagm^ 
they drew their chairs towards the fire , and the Jew, telling 
Oliver to come and sit by him, led the conversation to the 
topics most calculated to interest ins heaiers These weie, 
the great advantages of the trade, the proficiency of the 
Dodger, the amiability^of Charley Bates, and the libeiality 
of the Jew himself At length these subjects displayed 
signs of being thoroughly exhausted , and Mr Chitling did 
the same for the house of correction becomes fatiguing 
after a week or two Miss Betsy accordingly withdrew, and 
left the party to then repose 

From this day, Oliver was seldom left alone , but was 
placed in almost constant communication with the two 
boys, who played the old game with the Jew every day 
whether for their own improvement or Oliver's, Mr Fagin 
best knew At other times the old man would tell therf? 
stones of robberies he had committed in his youngei days * 
mixed up with so much that was droll and curious, that 
Oliver could not help laughing heartily, and showing that 
he was amused in spite of all his better feelings 

In short, the wily old Jew had the boy m his toils 
Having piepared Ins mind, by solitude and gloom, to prefei 
any society to the companionship of his own sad thoughts 
in puch a dreary place, he was now slowly instilling into 
his soul the poison which he hoped would blacken it, and 
change its hue for ever 



CHAPTER XIX 


IN "WHICH A NOTABLE PLAN IS DISCUSSED AND 
DETERMINED ON 

It was a chill, damp, windy night, when the Jew buttoning 
his great-coat tight round his shrivelled body, and pulling 
the collai up ovei his ears so as completely to obscure the 
lower part of his face emerged from his den He paused 
on the step as the door was locked and chained behind him , 
and having listened while the boys made all seture, and 
until their retreating footsteps were no longei audible, slunk 
„down the street as quickly as he could 
' The house to which Oliver had been conveyed, was in the 
neighbourhood of Whitechapel. The Jew stopped for an 
instant at the corner of the street , and, glancing suspicious!)' 
round, crossed the load, and struck off m the dnechon of 
Spital fields 

The mud lay thick upon the stones, and a black mist hung 
over the streets , the rain fell sluggishly down, and every- 
thing felt cold and clammy to the touch It seemed just 
the night when it befitted such a being as the Jew to be 
abroad As be glided stealthily along, creeping beneath 
the shelter of the walls and doorways, the hideous old man 
seemed like some loathsome reptile, engendered in the slime 
and daikness through which he moved : crawling forth, 
by night, in search of some rich offal for a meal, 
j kept on his course, through many winding and narrow 
ways, until he leached Bethnal Green , then, turning sud- 
denly off to the left, he soon became involved jn a maze of 
the mean and dirty streets which abound in that close and 
densely-populated quarter 

The Jew was evidently too familiar with the ground he 
traversed to be at all bewildered, either by the darkness of 
tde night, or the mtncacies of the way He burned tlnough 
several alleys and sheets, and at length turned into one 
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lighted only by a single lamp at the farther end At the 
door of a house m this sheet, he knocked , having exchanged 
a few muttered woids with the person who opened it, he 
walked up stairs 

A dog growled as he touched the handle of a room-door , 
and a man’s voice demanded who was there 

“ Only me, Bill , only me, my dear/’ said the Jew, looking m r 
“ Brmg m your body then,” said Sikes. “ Lie down, you 
stupid brute I Don’t you know the devil when lie’s got a 
great-coat on ? ” 

Apparently, the dog had been somewhat deceived by 
Mr Fagm’s outer garment , for as the Jew unbuttoned it, 
and threw it over the back of a chair, he lehred to the 
comer from which he had nsen wagging his tail as he 
went, to show that he was as well satisfied as it was in his 
nature to be 

“Well 1” said Sikes 

“ Wellf my dear,” replied the Jew — “ Ah ! Nancy ” 

The latter recognition was uttered with just enough of 
embarrassment to imply a doubt of its reception , for 
Mr Fagm and his young friend had not met, since she had^ 
interfered in behalf of Oliver All doubts upon the subject, 
if he had any, were speedily removed by the young lady’s 
behaviour She took her feet off the fender, pushed back 
her chair, and bade Fagin draw up his, without saying more 
about it for it was a cold night, and no mistake 

‘ It is cold, Nancy deai,” said the Jew, as he warmed his 
shinn} hands over the fire “ It seems to go light through 
one ” added the old man touching his side 

“It must be a piercer, if it finds its way through your 
heart,” said Mi Sikes. “ Give him something to drink, 
Nancy Burn my body, make haste ! It’s enough to turn 
a man ill, to see Ins lean old caicase shivering m that way, 
like a ugly ghost just rose from the grave ” 

Nancy quickly brought a bottle fiom a cupboard, m which 
there v ere many which, to judge from the diversity of their 
appearance, were filled with several kinds of liquids Sikes 
poui nig out a glass of brandy, bade the Jew drink it off 
“ Quite enough, quite, tliankye, Bill,” leplied the Jew, 
putting down the glass after just setting his lips to it 

“What 1 You’re afraid of our getting the better of j r ou, are 
you 9 ” inquired Sikes, fixing his eyes on the Jew “ Ugh 1 ” 
With a hoarse grunt of contempt, Mi Sikes seized the 
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glass, and threw the remainder of its contents into the 
ashes • as a preparatory ceremony to filling it again for him- 
self. which he did at once 

The Jew glanced round the room, as his companion tossed 
down the second glassful , not in curiosity, for he had seen 
,it often befoie , but in a restless and suspicious mannei 
^habitual to him. It was a meanly furnished apartment, 
with nothing but the contents of the closet to induce the 
belief that its occupier was anything but a working man ; 
and with no more suspicious articles displayed to view than 
two or three heavy bludgeons which stood in a corner, and 
a “life-preserver ” that hung over the chimney-piece 
“Theie,” said Sikes, smacking his bps “ Now I’m leady ’ 
“ For business 9 ” inquired the Jew 
“ For business,” replied Sikes ; “ so say what you’ve got 
to sav ” 

“ About the crib at Cliertsey, Bill ? ” said the Jew, draw 
mg his chair forward and speaking in a very low voice. 

“ Yes Wot about it ?” inquired Sikes. 

“All 1 you know what I mean, my dear,” said the Jen, 
He knows what I mean, Nancy , don't he > ” 

“ No, he don’t,” sneered Mr Sikes “ Oi he won’t, and 
that’s the same thing. Speak out, and call things by then 
right names ; don’t sit there, winking and blinking, and 
talking to me m hints, as if you warn’t the i eiy first that 
thought about the robbery. Wot d ye mean 9 ” 

“Hush, Bill, hush'” said the Jew, who had in vain 
attempted to stop this buist of indignation , “ somebody mil 
hear us, my dear. Somebody mil heai us ” 

“Let ’em hear'” said Sikes, “I don’t caie ” But as 
Mr Sikes did care, on reflection he dropped his voice as he 
Bata the woids, and grew calmei. 

“There, there,” said the Jew coaxingly. “It was only 
my caution, nothing more Now, mv dear, about that cnb 
at Ohertsey ; when is it to be done, Bilk eh ? When is it to 
^be done? ^ Such plate, my dear, such plate I” said the Jew 
and elevating his eyebrows in a lapture 

“Not at all,” replied Sikes coldly 
m imthair 16 ^ 1 ” echoed tIle Jew, leaning back 

a rlf° ; n °t at aI1 ’” r6joined Slkes - “At least it cant be 
a putup 3 oh, as we expected ** 
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“ Then it hasn’t been propeily gone about/’ said the Jew, 
turning pale with angei “ Don’t tell me 1 ” ^ 

“But I will tell you,” letorted Sikes, “Who are you 
that’s not to be told? I tell you that Toby Crackit has 
been hanging about the place fox a fortnight, and he can’t 
get one of the servants into a line ” 

“Do you mean to tell me, Bill,” said the Jew , softening 
as the other giew heated “ that neither of the two men in 
the house can be got over ? ” 

“Yes, I do mean to tell you so,” leplied Sikes, “The old 
lady has had ’em these twenty yeai , and if you were to 
give ’em five hundred pound, they wouldn’t be m it ” 

“But do you mean to say, my dear,” remonstrated the 
Jew, “that the women can’t be got over? ” 

“Not a bit of it,” leplied Sikes 

“ Not by flash Toby Crackit ? ” said the Jew incredulously 
“ Think what women are, Bill ” 

“No, not even by flash Toby Crackit,” replied Sikes, 
“ He says he’s worn sham whiskers, and a canary waistcoat, 
the whole blessed tune lie’s been loitering down there, and 
it’s all of no use ” 

“ He should ha\e tued mustaclnos and a pan of military 
trouseis, my dear,” said the Jew 

“ So he did,” rejoined Sikes, “and they wam’t of no more 
use than the other plant.” 

The Jew looked blank at this information, Aftei rumina 
ting for some minutes with his chin sunk on Ins breast, he 
raised his head and said, with a deep sigh, that if flash Toby 
Crackit reported aright, he feaied the game was up 

“And yet,” said the old man, dioppmg his hands on his 
knees, “its a sad thing, my deai, to lose so much when we 
had set our hearts upon it” 

“ So it is,” said Mr Sikes “ Worse luck 1 ” 

A long silence ensued , duirng which the Jew was plunged 
m deep thought^ with his face wrinkled into an expression 
of villany perfectly demoniacal Sikes eyed him furtively 
from time to time Nancy, apparently fearful of irritating 
the housebreaker, sat with her eyes fixed upon the fire, as 
if she had been deaf to all that passed 

“Fagin,” said Sikes, abruptly bieakmg the stillness that 
pre\ ailed , “ is it worth fifty sinners extra, if it’s safely done 
from the outside ? ’ 

“ Yes,” said the Jew, as suddenly rousing himself 
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“ Is it a bargain ? ” inquired Sikes 

“Yes, my dear, yes,’ rejoined the Jew , his eyes glisten- 
ing, and every muscle in his face working, with the excite- 
ment that the inquiry lmd awakened 

“Then,” said Sikes, thrusting aside the Jew’s hand, with 
some disdain, “ let it come off as soon as you like Toby 
■mnd me weie over the garden- wall the night afore last, 
sounding the panels of the door and shutters The crib’s 
barred up at night like a jail , but there’s one part we can 
crack, safe and softly ” 

“Winch is that, Bill 9 ” asked the Jew eagerly 

“‘Why,” whispeied Sikes, “ as you cross the lawn ’ 

“Yes 9 ” said the Jew, bending his head forward, with 
his eyes almost stalling out of it- 
“Umph ’ ” cued Sikes, stopping short, as the girl, scarcely 
moving her head, looked suddenly round, and pointed foi 
an instant to the Jew s face “ Never mind which part it 
is. You can’t do it without me, I know , hut it’s best to 
be on the safe side when one deals with you ” 

“As you like, my dear, as you like,” replied the Jew 
Is there no help wanted, but yours and Toby's ? ” 

“ None,” said Sikes. “ Cept a centie-bit and a boy The 
first we’ve both got , the second you must find Us ” 

“ A boy ' ” exclaimed the Jew “ Oh 1 then it’s a panel, 
eh ? ” 

“ Never nnnd wot it is l ” replied Sikes “ I want a boy, 
and he mustn't be a big un Lord 1 ’ said Mr Slices, reflec- 
tively, “if I d only got that young boy of Ned, the chimbley- 
sweeper’s ' He kept him small on purpose, and let him out 
by the job But the fathei gets lagged; and then the 
Juvenile Delinquent Society comes, and takes the boy away 
from a trade where he was aming money, teaches him to 
read and wnte, and in time makes a ’pi entice of him And 
so they go on,” said Mi Sikes, his wrath rising with the 
lecollection of his wrongs, ‘ so they go on , and, if they’d 
•Jgot money enough (which it's a Providence they haven’t,) 
we shouldn’t have half-a-dozen boys left in the whole tiade 
a year or two ” * 

“No more we should,” acquiesced the Jew, who had been 
considering during this speech, and had only caught the 
last sentence “Bill'” J e 

“What now?” mquned Sikes 

The Jew nodded his head towaids Nancy, who was still 
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gazing at the file , and intimated, by a sign, that he would 
have her told to lea\ e the 100m Sikes shi ugged his shoulders 
impatiently, as if he thought the precaution unnecessary , 
but complied, neyei theless, by lequestmg Mias Nancy to 
fetch him a jug of beer 

“ You don’t want any beei,” said Nancy, folding hei arrusj; 
and letammg hei seat veiy composedly 
“ I tell you I do 1 ” replied Sikes 

“ Nonsense,” lejomed the gill coolly “Go on, Fagm 
I know what he’s going to say, Bill , he needn’t mind me ” 
The Jew still hesitated Sikes looked from one to the 
other in some suipnse. 

“ Why, you don’t mind the old girl, do you, Fagm?” he 
asked at length “ You’ve known hei long enough to trust 
her, or the DeviTs m it. She ain’t one to blab Are you, 
Nancy ? ” 

u I should think not 1 ” replied the young lady drawing 
her chan up to the table, and putting hei elbows upon it, 
“No, no, my deal, I know you’ie not,” said the Jew, 

“ but ” and again the old man paused 

“ But wot ? ” inquired Sikes ^ 

“I didn’t know whether she mightn’t pVaps be out of 
sorts, you know, my dear, os she was the othei night,” 
lephed the Jew 

At this confession, Miss Nancy burst into a loud laugh , 
and, swallowing a glass of brandy, shook her head with 
an air of defiance, and burst into sundry exclamations of 
“ Keep the game a going I ” “ Never say die I ” and the 

like These seemed to have the effect of re-assunng both 
gentlemen , for the Jew nodded his head wnth a satisfied 
an, and lesumed his seat as did Mi Sikes likewise 

“Now, Fagin,” said Nancy with a laugh “Tell Bill at 
once, about Olivet ! ” 

“Ha T you’re a cle'vei one, my deai , the sharpest girl 
I e^ver saw f ” said the Jew, pattmg her on the neck “It 
was about Oliver I w r as going to speak, sure enough Ha 1 J 
ha f ha J ” 

“ What about him 9 ” demanded Sikes 
“He’s the boy fot you, my deai,” replied the Jew r m a 
hoarse whisper, laying his fingei on the side of his nose, 
and grinning frightfully 
“ He ! ” exclaimed Sikes 
“ Have him, Bill * ” said Nancy 


“ I would, if I was m 
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your place He mayn’t be so much up, as any of the others , 
but that’s not what you want, if he’s only to open a door 
for you. Depend upon it he s a safe one, Bill ” 

“ I knou he is, ’ rejoined Fagin “ He’s been m good 

training these last few weeks, and it’s time he began to 
,^ork for his bread Besides, the others are all too big ” 
'‘Well, he is just the size I want,” said Hi Sikes, 
ruminating 

“And will do everything you want, Bill, my dear,” inter- 
posed the Jew, “he can’t help himself. That is, if you 
frighten him enough ’ 

“ Frighten him 1 ” echoed Sikes “ It’ll be no sham 
frightening, mind you If theie’s anything queer about 
him when we once get into the work ; in for a penny, m 
for a pound. You won’t see him alive again, Fagm Think 
of that, before you send him Mark my words 1 ” said the 
robber, poising a crowbar, which he had diawn from under 
the bedstead 

“Ive thought of it all,” said the Jew with energy. “I’ve 
—I’ve had my eye upon him, my dears, close — close Once 
At him feel that he is one of us , once fill his mind with 
the idea that he has been a thief , and he’s oms ! Ours 
for his hfe Oho ! It couldn’t have come about better 1 ” 
The old man ciossed Ins arms upon his breast ; and, draw- 
rag his head and shoulders into a heap, literally hugged 
himself for joy 

“ Ours 1 ” said Sikes “ Yours, you mean ” 

“Perhaps I do, my dear,” said the Jew, with, a shrill 
chuckle “ Mine, if you like, Bill ” 

“And wot ’ said Sikes, scowling fiercely on his agieeable 
friend, “wot makes you take so much pains about one chalk- 
freed kid, when you know there are fifty boys snoozing about 
Common Garden every night, as you might pick and choose 

frnm 9 


. 1 Because they’re of no use to me, my dear,” rephed the 
J<ew, with some confusion, “not worth the taking. Their 
looks convict ’em when they get mto trouble and I lose ’em 
r } With this boy, propeily managed, my dears, I could do 
I couldn’t with twenty of them Besides,” said the 
/'^ reC ° 1 Termg 1115 self -P osse ssion, “ he has us now if he 
S ™ 3 lls fr g hail again , and he must be in the 
same boat with us Never mind how he came there , it’s 
qmte enough for my power over him that he was in a robbery , 
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that’s all I want. Now, how much better this is, than being 
obliged to put the poor leetle boy out of the way — which 
would be dangerous, and we should lose by it besides ” 
“When is it to be done ?” asked Nancy, stopping sotne 
tuibulent exclamation on the pait of Mr Sikes, expiessive 
of the disgust with which he received Fagin’s affectation 9^ 
humanity 

“Ah, to be sure,” said the Jew , “when is it to be done, 
Bill 

“ I planned with Toby, the night arter to monow/’ re- 
joined Sikes in a surly voice, “ if he heeid nothing from me 
to the contrairy ’* 

“ Good,” said the Jew , “ theie’s no moon ” 

“ No,” rejoined Sikes 

“ It’s all arranged about bunging off the swag, is it ? ” 
asked the Jew 
Sikes nodded 
“And about — ” 

“Oh, ah, it’s all planned,” lejomed Sikes, interrupting 
him “Never mind paiticulais You’d better bung the 
boy here to-morrow night. I shall get off the stones at* 
hour arter daybreak Then you hold yoiu tongue and keep 
the melting-pot leady, and that’s all you’ll have to do ” 

After some discussion, m which all three took an active 
part, it was decided that Nancy should repaii to the Jew’s 
next evening uhen the night had set in, and bring Oliver 
away with her , Fagin craftily observing, that, if he evinced 
any disinclination to the task, he Mould be more willing to 
accompany the gill who had so recently interfered 111 his 
behalf, than anybody else It vas also solemnly ananged 
that poor Oln ei should, for the purposes of the contemplated 
expedition, be unresers edly consigned to the care and custody 
of Mr William Sikes , and further, that the said Sikes 
should deal with him as he thought fit , and should not he 
held responsible by the Jew for any mischance or omI that 
might befall him, or any punishment with which it nngH^ 
be necessary to visit him it being understood that, to 
render the compact in this lespect binding, any repiesenta- 
tions made by Mr Sikes on his return should be required to 
he confirmed and corroborated, in all impoitant paiticulars, 
by the testimony of flash Toby Crackit 

These preliminaries adjusted, Mi Sikes proceeded to drink 
brandy at a funous rate, and to flourish the crowbar in an 
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alarming manner; yelling forth, at the same tmie, most 
unmusical snatches of song, mingled with wild execrations 
At length, in a fit of professional enthusiasm, he insisted 
upon producing his box of housebreaking tools which he 
had no sooner stumbled m with, and opened for the purpose 
j(f explaining the nature and properties of the lanous im- 
plements it contained, and the peculiar beauties of then 
construction, than he fell ovei the box upon the flooi, and 
went to sleep where he felL 

* Good night, Nancy, ’ said the Jew muffling himself up 
as before. 

“Good night ” 

Their eyes met, and the Jew scrutinised hei, nairowlv 
Theie was no flinching about the gill She was as true and 
earnest m the matter as Toby Craekit himself could be 

The J ew again bade her good night, and bestowing a sly 
kick upon the prostrate foim of Mr Sikes while her back 
w as turned, groped down stairs 

“ Always the w ay ! ” muttered the J ew to lnmself as he 

r med homeward “The worst of these women is, that 
very little thmg serves to call up some long-forgotten 
feeling , and the best of them is, that it never lasts Ha ' 
ha ! The man against the child, for a bag of gold ! ” 
Beguiling the time with these pleasant reflections, Mr Fagin 
w-ended his way, through mud and mire, to his gloomy 
abode where the Dodgei was sitting up, impatiently awaiting 
hia leturn ' J 

“ Is Oliver a-bed 0 I want to speak to him,” was his first 
remark as they descended the stairs. 

“Hours ago,” replied the Dodger, throwing open a dooi 
Here he is ! ” 


The boy was lying, fast asleep, on a rude bed upon the 
floor; so pale with anxiety, and sadness, and the closeness 
0 his prison, that he looked like death , not death as it 
jflows in shroud and coffin, but m the guise it wears when 
jfj has departed when a young and gentle spmt lias, 
but an instant fled to Heaven, and the gross air of the world 
flas not had time to breathe upon the changing dust it 


m " Not said the Jew, turning softly away “To- 

borrow. To-monow / 5 ^ 
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WHEREIN OLIVER IS DELIVERED OVER TO 
MR WILLIAM STKES 

When Oliver awoke in the morning, he was a good deal 
surprised to find that a new pair of shoes, with strong thick 
soles, had been placed at his bedside , and that his old shoes 
had been removed At first, he was pleased with the dis 
covery hoping that it might be the foierunner of his 
release , but such thoughts were quickly dispelled, on his 
sitting down to breakfast along with th6 Jew, who told him, 
m a tone and manner which increased his alarm, that he 
was to bo taken to the lesidence of Bill Sikes that mghk 
“To — to — stop there, sir?” asked Oliver, anxiously £ 
“ No, no, my dear Not to stop theie,” replied the Jew 
“We shouldn't like to lose you Don’t be afraid, Oliver, 
you shall come back to us again Ha ! ha I ha I We won’t 
be so cruel as to send you away, my deal Oh no, no 1 ” 

The old man, who was stooping over the fiie toasting 
a piece of bread, looked lound as he banteied Oliver thus , 
and chuckled as if to show that he knew he would still be 
very glad to get av ay if he could 

“I suppose,” said the Jew, fixing his eyes on Oliver, “you 
want to know vv hat you’ie going to Bill s for — eh, my dear ? ” 
Olivei coloured, involuntarily, to find that the old thief 
had been reading his thoughts , but boldly said, Yes, he did 
want to know 

“ Wli) , do you think 9 ” inquired Pagm, parrying the 
question ^ 

“Indeed I don’t know, sir,” replied Oliver 
“ Bah T ” said the Jew, turning nvny with a disappointed 
countenance from a close perusal of the hoy’s face “Wait 
till Bill tells you, then ” 

The Jew seemed much vexed by Olivei’s not expressing 
any greater curiosity on the subject , but the truth is, tliat^ 
although Oliver felt very anxious, he was too much confused 
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by the earnest cunning of Fagm's looks, and has own specula- 
tions, to make any further inquiries just then He had no 
other opportunity, foi the Jew lemamed very surly and 
silent till night -when he prepai ed to go abroad 
“You may bum a candle,” said the Jew, putting one 
upon the table “ And here’s a book for you to read, till 
3hey come to fetch you Good night 1 ” 

“ Good night 1 " replied Oliver, softly 
The Jew walked to the door looking over his shoulder 
at the boy as he went Suddenly stopping, he called him 
by his name 

Oliver looked up , the J ew, pointing to the candle, mo- 
tioned him to light it He did so , and, as he placed the 
candlestick upon the table, saw that the Jew was gazing 
fixedly at him, with lowering and contracted brows, from 
the dark end of the room 

“ Take heed, Oliver ! take heed 1 ” said the old man, 
shaking his right hand before him in a warning manner 
“ He’s a rough man, and thinks nothing of blood when his 
own is up. Whatever falls out, say nothing ; and do what 
} je bids you Mind!” Placing a stiong emphasis on the 
fast word, he suffered his features gradually to lesolve them- 
selves into a ghastly gun, and, nodding his head, left the 
room * 

Oliver leaned his head upon his hand when the old man 
disappeared, and pondeied, with a ti enabling heart, on the 
words he had just heard The more he thought of the Jew’s 
admonition, the more he was at a loss to divine its real 
"purpose and meaning He could think of no bad object to 
be attained by sending him to Sikes, which would not be 
equally well answered by his remaining with Fagm , and 
after meditating for a long time, concluded that he had been 
selected to perform some ordinary menial offices foi the 
housebreakei, until anothei boy, better suited for his purpose, 
could be engaged He was too \\ ell accustomed to suffering, 
jnd had suffered too much wheie he was, to bewail the 
prospect of change very severely He remained lost in 
thought for some minutes , and then, with a heavy sigh, 
snuffed the candle, and, taking up the book which the Jew 
baa left with him, began to read 
He turned ovei the leaves Carelessly at first, but, 
bghtmg on a passage which attracted his attention, he soon 
became intent upon the volume It was a history of the 
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lives and trials of gieat criminals , and the pages were soiled 
and thumbed with use Here, he read of dreadful crimes 
that made the blood run cold , of secret murders that had 
been committed by the lonely wayside , of bodies hidden 
fiom the eye of man m deep pits and wells which would 
not keep them down, deep as they were, but had yielded 
them up at last, after many years, and so maddened th&i 
murderers with the sight, that in their horroi they had 
confessed their guilt, and yelled foi the gibbet to end their 
agony Here, too, he read of men who, lying in their beds 
at dead of night, had been tempted (so they said) and led on, 
by their own bad thoughts, to such dreadful bloodshed as it 
made the flesh creep, and the limbs quail, to think of The 
terrible descriptions were so real and vivid, that the sallow 
pages seemed to turn red with goie , and the words upon 
them, to be sounded m his ears, as if they were whis 
pered, m hollow murmurs, by the spirits of the dead 

In a piuoxysm of fear, the boy closed the book, and thrust 
it from him. Then, falling upon his knees, he prayed 
Heaven to spare him from such deeds , and rather to will 
that he should die at once, than be reserved for crimes, s£ 
fearful and appalling By degrees, he grew more calm, ana 
besought, in a low and broken voice, that he might be rescued 
from his present dangers , and that if any aid were* to be 
raised up for a poor outcast boy who had never known the 
love of h lends or kindred, it might come to him now, when, 
desolate and deserted, he stood alone m the midst of wicked 
ness and guilt 

He had concluded his prayei, but still remained with his 
head buned in his hands, when a rustling noise aroused him 
“ What’s that ! ” he cried, starting up, and catching sight 
of a figure standing by the door “ Who's there 9 ” 

“Me Only me,” replied a ti emulous voice 
Oliver raised the candle above his head and looked to- 
wards the door It was Nancy 

“Put down the light,” said the girl, turning away he£ v 
head. “It hurts my eyes.” 

Oliver saw that she was very pale, and gently inquired if 
she were ill The girl threw herself into a chair, with her 
back towards him and wiung her hands, but made no 
reply 

“God forgive me ? ” she cried aftei a while, “I never 
thought of this ” 
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“Has anything happened 0 ’ asked Oliver, “Can I help 
you ? I will if I can. I Mill, indeed ” 

She rocked herself to and fro , caught her throat , and, 
uttering a gurgling sound, gasped foi bieatli. 

“ Kancy ! ” cued Olivei, “ What is it 0 ” 

The girl beat hei hands upon hei knees, and hei feet upon 
iie ground , and, suddenly stopping, drew her shaMl close 
round her * and shiveied Mith cold 
Oliver stirred the fire. Drawing liei chan close to it, she 
sat there, for a little time w ithout speaking , but at length 
she raised her head, and looked lound 
“ I don’t know Mhat comes ovei me sometimes,” said she, 
affecting to busy herself m arranging her dress , “ it's this 
damp dirty room, I think Now, Holly, deal, are you 
ready 0 ” 

“ Am I to go Mith you 0 ’ asked Olivei 
“Yes. I have come from Bill,” replied the gul. “You 
are to go Mith me ” 

“What for ? ” asked Oliver, recoiling. 

“ What for ? ’ echoed the girl, raising her eyes, and avert - 
x sg them again, the moment they encountered the boy's face. 
“Oh 1 For no harm ” 

“ I don’t believe it,” said Oliver , Mho had Matched her 
closely. 

“Have it your own way,” rejoined the girl, affecting to 
laugh “For no good, then” 

Oliver could see that he had some powei ovei the 
girl’s better feelings, and, for an instant, thought of appeal- 
ing to her compassion foi his helpless state But, then, 
the thought darted across his mind that it was barely 
eleven o’clock , and that many people were still m the 
streets of whom surely some might be found to gne 
credence to his tale As the reflection occurred to him, 
he stepped forward, and said, somewhat hastily, that he 
was ready 

i Neither his brief consideration, nor its purport, was lost on 
nis companion. She eyed him narrowly, while he spoke 
and cast upon lnm a look of intelligence which sufficiently 
showed that she guessed what had been passing m his 
thoughts 

,, “Hush ’ ” said the girl, stooping over hun and pointing to 
tno door as she looked cautiously round “You can’t help 
yourself I have tried hard for you, but all to no purpose. 
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You are hedged lound and round If ever you are to get 
loose from here, this is not the time ” 

Struck by the energy of her manner, Oliver looked up in 
her face with great surpnsa She seemed to speak the truth, 
her countenance was white and agitated , and she trembled 
with very earnestness 

“ I have saved you from being ill used once, and I wii 
again, and I do now,” contmued the girl aloud , “for those 
who would have fetched you, if I had not, would have been 
far more rough than me I have promised for your being 
quiet and silent , if you are not, you will only do harm to 
yourself and me too, and perhaps be my death See here I 
I have borne all this for you alieady, as true as God sees me 
show it.” 

She pointed, hastily, to some livid bruises on her neck and 
arms , and continued, with great rapidity 

“ Remember this I And don’t let me suffer more for you, 
just now If I could help you, I would , but I have not the 
power They don’t mean to harm you , whatever they make 
you do, is no fault of yours Hush 1 Every word from 
you is a blow for me Give me your hand Make hasted 
Your hand 1 ” ** 

She caught the hand which Oliver instinctively placed in 
hers, and, blowing out the light, drew him after her up the 
stairs. The door was opened, quickly, by some one shrouded 
in the daikness, and was as quickly closed, when they had 
passed out. A hackney cabnolet was in waiting , with the 
same vehemence which she had exhibited in addressing 
Oliver, the girl pulled him in with hei^ and drew the curtains 
close The driver wanted no directions, but lashed his horse 
into full speed, without the delay of an instant 

The girl still held Oliver fast by the hand, and contmued 
to pour into Ins ear, the "warnings and assurances she had 
already impaited All was so quick and hurried, that he 
had scarcely time to recollect where he was, or how he came 
there, when the carnage stopped at the house to which the 
Jew s steps had been directed on the pievious evening 

For one brief moment, Oliver cast a humed glance along 
the empt} street, and a cry for help hung upon his lips But 
the girl s v oice was in his ear, beseeching him in such tones 
of agony to remember her, that he had not the heart to utter 
it While he hesitated, the opportunity was gone , he was 
already in the house, and the door was shut 
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“ This way,” said the girl, releasing her hold for the first 
tune “BilP ’ 

“ Hallo ! ” replied Sikes • appearing at tlie head of the 
stairs, with a candle * Oh 1 That’s the time of day. 
Come on 1 ” 

This was a very strong expression of approbation, an 
1 (racommonly hearty welcome, fiom a person of Mr. Sikes s 
temperament. Nancy, appearing much gratified thereby 
saluted him cordially 

“ Bull’s-eye’s gone home with Tom ” observed Sikes as he 
hghted them up “ He’d have been m the way ” 

“That’s right,” rejoined Nancy 

“So you’ve got the kid,” said Sikes, a\ hen they had all 
reached the room . closing the door as he spoke. 

“Yes, here he is,” replied Nancy 

“Bid he come quiet’” inquned Sikes 

“Like a Iamb,” lejomed Nancy 

“I’m glad to hear it,” said Sikes, looking grimly at Oliver 
“for the sake of his young caicase • as would otherways have 
suffered for it Come here, young un , and let me read you 
'I lectur’. which is ns well got ovei at once ’ 

Thus addressing his new pupil Mi. Sikes pulled off Ohvei s 
cap and threw it into a cornel ; and then, taking him by the 
shoulder, sat lumself down by the table and stood the boy 
m front of him 


“ Now, first * do you know n ot this is ’ ’ inquired Sikes, 
taking up a pocket-pistol wluch lay on the table 
Oliver leplied m the affirmative 

“Well, then, look here,” continued Sikes. "This is 
powder , that ’ere’s a bullet , and this is a little bit of a old 
hat for waddm’ ” 


Oliver murmured his comprehension of the different bodies 
reten-ed to , and Mr Sikes pioceeded to load the pistol with 
great nicety and deliberation 

A ;;? ow f s lo “ d . e<i >” iIr - Sikes, when he had finished. 

J (< Yes, I see it is, sir, replied Olivei 

“W sa \ d tbe 1 robber > grasping Olivei s wrist, and put- 

S he m barre !? cI , 0Se t0 tem P le tlmt they touched , at 
which moment the boy could not repress a start, “if you 
speak a word when you’re out 0’ doom with me evcent wLn 

is k v». ■ «“V°” d r m11 be ». hStftoS 

yom - to 

m. 
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Having bestowed a scowl upon the object of this warning, 
to mciease its effect, Mi Sikes continued 

“ As near as I know, there isn’t anybody as would be ask- 
ing very partickler artei you, if you teas disposed of, so 
I needn’t take this devil-and all of tiouble to explain matters 
to you, if it warn’t for your own good D’ye hear me?” s 
“ The shoit and the long of what you mean,” said Nancy 
speaking very emphatically, and slightly frovnmng at Oliver 
as if to bespeak lus serious attention to her words “ is, that 
if you’re crossed by lnm in this job you have on hand, you’ll 
prevent Ins ever telling tales afterwards, by shooting him 
through the head, and will take your chance of swnngmg foi 
it, as you do for a great many othei things in the way of 
business, every month of youi life ” 

“ That’s it 1 ” observed Mi Sikes, approvingly , u women 
can always put things in few r est words — Except when it’s 
blowing up , and then they lengthens it out And now that 
he’s thoroughly up to it, let’s have some supper, and get 
a snooze befoie staitmg” 

In pursuance of this request, Nancy quickly laid the cloth , 
disappearing for a few minutes, she presently returned with ^ 
a pot of porter and a dish of sheep’s heads winch gave 
occasion to several pleasant witticisms on the part of Mi 
Sikes, founded upon the singular coincidence of “jemmiek” 
being a cant name, common to them, and also to an ingenious 
implement much used in his profession Indeed, the worthy 
gentleman, stimulated perhaps by the immediate prospect of 
being on active service, was m great spints and good humoui , 
in proof w r hereof, it may be here remarked, that he humor 
ously drank all the beer at a draught, and did not utter, on 
a rough calculation, more than four-score oaths during the 
whole progress of the meal 

Supper bemg ended — it may be easily conceived that Oliver 
had no great appetite for it — Mr Sikes disposed of a couple 
of glasses of spints and water, and threw himself on the bed , 
ordering Nancy, wuth many imprecations in case of failure,^ 
to call him at five precisely Oliver stretched himself in his £ 
clothes, by command of the same authority, on a mattress 
upon the noor , and the girl, mending the fire, sat before it, 
in readiness to rouse them at the appointed time 

For a long time Oliver lay awake, thinking it not impos 
Bible that Nancy might seek that oppoitumty of whispering 
some further advice , but the girl sat brooding over the fire, 
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CHAPTER XXI 


THE EXPEDITION 

It was a cheerless morning when they got mto the street , 
blowing and raining hard , and the clouds looking dull and 
stormy The night had been very wet large pools of water 
had collected m the road and the kennels were overflowing 
Theie was a famt glimmering of the coming day m the sky , 
but it rather aggravated than relieved the gloom of the scene 
the sombie light only serving to pale that which the street 
lamps afforded, without shedding any waimer or brighter 
tints upon the wet housetops and dreaiy streets There 
appealed to be nobody stirring in that quarter of the townl^ 
the windows of the houses were all closely shut , and the 
streets tlnough which they passed, were noiseless and 
empty 

By the time they had turned mto the Bethnal Gieen Road, 
the day had fanly begun to break Many of the lamps were 
already extinguished , a few country waggons were slowly 
toil mg on, towards London , now and then, a stage-coach, 
co\eied with mud, rattled briskly by the driver bestowing, 
ns he passed, an admonitory lash upon the heavy waggoner 
who, by keeping on the wiong side of the road, had endangered 
his arriving at the office a quarter of a minute after Ins time 
The public-houses, with gas-lights burning inside, were already 
open By d grees, other shops began to be unclosed, and a 
few scattered people vere met with Then, came straggling^ 
groups of labourers going to their woik, then, men and womer£ 
with flsli baskets on their heads , donkey carts laden with 
vegetables, chaise carts filled with live stock or whole carcasses 
of meat , milk-women vith pails , an unbioken concourse of 
people, trudging out with various supphes to the eastern 
suburbs of the town As they approached the City, the 
noise and traffic gradually increased , when they threaded the 
streets between Shoreditch and Smithiield, it had swelled into 
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a roar of sound and bustle It -was as light as it was likely 
to be, till night came on again, and the busy morning of half 
the London population had begun 

Turning down Sun Street and Ciown Street, and crossing 
Finsbury Squaie, Mr Sikes struck, by way of Cluswell Street, 
pto Barbican thence into Long Lane, and so into Smithfield ; 
from which latter place arose a tumult of discordant sounds 
that filled Ohver Twist with amazement 

It as maTket-mornmg The ground was coieied, nearly 
ankle-deep, with filth and mire , a thick steam, perpetually 
rising from the reeking bodies of the cattle, and mingling 
with the fog, which seemed to rest upon the chimney-tops, 
hung heavily aboie All th§ pens m the centie of the large 
area, and as many temporary pens as could be crowded into 
the vacant space, were filled with sheep , tied up to posts by the 
gutter side were long lines of beasts and oxen, three or foui 
deep Countrymen, butchers, drovers, ban kers, boys, tlnei es, 
idlers, and vagabonds of e'very low grade, were mingled 
together in a mass , the whistling of drovers, the barking of 
dogs, the bellowing and plunging of oxen, the bleating of 
fteep,the grunting and squeakmgof pigs, the enes of hawkers, 
the shouts, oaths, and quarrelling on all sides , the ringing 
of bells and roar of voices, that issued from every public- 
house , the crowding, pushing, driving beating, w hooping, 
and yelling , the hideous and discordant dm that lesounded 
from every cornel of the market , and the unwashed, un- 
shaven, squalid, and dirty figures constantly lunning to and 
no, and bursting in and out of the thiong , rendered it 
a stunning and bewildering scene, which quite confounded 
the senses. 

Mr Sikes, dragging Ohver aftei him, elbowed his way 
through the thickest of the ciowd, and bestowed very little 
attention on the numerous sights and sounds, which so 
astonished the hoy He nodded, twice 01 tlince, to a passing 
mend , and, resisting as many invitations to take a morning' 
Jram, piessed steadily onward, until they were clear of the 

Shorn an<1 had made thGir Way thlou e h H °sier Lane into 


RfTT ,y ? U ^ im! ’ ^ Slkes > looking up at the clock of 

Co™ ? e t S i Ch y r ? h ’ ‘‘ bf , ird l JP° n ^ 1 you must step out 
t'eme, don t lag behind already, Lazylegs ' ” 

accompanied this speech with a jerk at lus little 
mpamon s wiist , Ohver, quickening his pace into a land of 
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hot, between a fast walk pd a run, kept up with the rapid 
strides of the houselneaker as well os he could 

They held their course at this rate, until they had passed 
Hyde Paik corner, and weie on their way to Kensington 
when Sikes relaxed his pace, until an empty cart which was 
at some little distance behind, came up Seeing “ Hounslow ^ 
wntten on it, he asked the driver with as much civility lur 
he could assume, if he would give them a lift as far as Isle* 
w orth 

“Jump up,” said the man “ Is that your boy ? ” 

“ Yes , he's my boy,” replied Sikes, looking haid at Oliver, 
and putting his hand abstractedly into the pocket where the 
pistol was 

“ Youi fathei walks rather too quick for you, don't he, my 
man ? ” inquired the driver seeing that Oliver was out of 
breath 

“Not a bit of it,” replied Sikes, interposing “ He’s used 
to it Here take hold of my hand, Ned In with you I ” 
Thus addressing Ohver, he helped him into the cait , and 
the driver, pointing to a heap of sacks, told him to lie down 
theie, and rest himself £ 

As they passed the different mile stones, Ohver wondered, 
more and more, where his companion meant to take him 
Kensington, Hammersmith, Chiswick, KewBndge,Bientford, 
were all passed , and yet they went on as steadily as if they 
had only just begun their journey At length, they came 
to a public house called the Coach and Horses a little way 
beyond wdiich, another load appealed to turn off And 
here, the cart stopped 

Sikes dismounted with great precipitation, holding Olrver 
by the hand all the while , and lifting lnm dowm directly 
bestowed a furious look upon him, and lapped the side-pocket 
wuth Ins fist, in a significant manner 
i Good bye, boy,” said the man 
He’s sulky , 9 replied Sikes, giving him a shake , “he’s 
sulky A young dog * Don’t mind him ” t 

“Not I * ” lejoined the othei, getting into his cart. “It's 
a fine day, after all ” And he dro^ away 

Sikes waited until he had fairly gone , and then, telling 
Oliver he might look about him if he wanted, once again 
led lnm onward on his journey 

They turned round to the left, a short way past the public 
house , and then, taking a light hand road, walked on for a 
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long time* passing mnnylarge gardens and gentlemen’s houses 
on both sides of the way, and stopping for nothmg but a 
little beer, until they reached a town Here against the wall 
of a house, Olivei saw wntten up m pretty large letters, 
“Hampton” They lingered about, in the fields, for some 
hours At length, they came back into the town , and, 
'turning into an old public-house with a defaced sign-board, 
ordered some dinner b^ the kitchen file. 

The kitchen was an old, low-roofed room , with a gieat 
beam across the middle of the ceiling, and benches, with 
high backs to them, by the fire , on which were seated several 
rough men in smock-frocks, drinking and smoking. They 
took no notice of Oliver , and very little of Sikes , and, as 
Sikes took veryhttle notice of them, he and his young comrade 
sat m a corner by themselves, without being much troubled 
by their company 

They had some cold meat for dinner, and sat so long after 
it, while Mr. Sikes indulged himself with three or four pipes, 
that Oliver began to feel qiute certain they were not going 
any further Being much tired with the walk, and getting 
lup so early, he dosed a little at first , then, quite overpowered 
V fatigue and the fume 3 of the tobacco, fell asleep. 

It was quite dark when he was awakened by a push from 
Sikes Housing himself sufficiently to sit up and look about 
him, he found that worthy in close fellowship and communi- 
cation with a labouring man, over a pint of ale 

“So, you’re going on to Lower Hnlliford, are you?” in- 
quired Sikes 


“Yes, I am,” leplied the man, who seemed a little the 
worse— 01 bettei, as the case might be— for drinking; “and 
not slow about it neither My home hasn’t got a load behind 
him going back, as he had coming up m the mornrn’ , and 
he won’t be long a-domg of it Heie’s luck to him ! Ecod ! 
he s a good un ' ’ 

w, <C ™ ld , I 011 give my boy and me a lift as far as 
fmnd demanded Slkes > P ushm g foe ale towaids his new 


A , 1 { y° n is going directly, I can,” replied the man, locking 
out of the pot “ Are you going to HaUiford ? ” 

( Going on to Shepperton,” replied Sikes 

P«d B eck^“ aD ’ ^ for 38 1 g °” r6plled the other 
“ Yes, the other gentleman’s paid,” replied the girl 


“ Is all 
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“ I say } ” said the man, with tipsy gravity , “ that won’t 
do, you know ” 

“Why not?” rejoined Sikes “ Youhe agomg to accom- 
modate us, and wot’s to pi event my standing treat foi a pint 
or so, m i etum ? ” 

The stianger reflected upon this argument, with a very > 
piofound face , having done so, he seized Sikes by the hand*^ 
and declaied he was a real good fell6w To which Mr Sikes 
lephed, he was joking , as, if he had been sober, there would 
have been strong reason to suppose he was 

After the exchange of a few moie compliments, they bade 
the company good night, and went out , the gnl gathering 
up the pots and glasses as they did so, and lounging out to 
the door, with her hands full, to see the party start. 

The horse, whose health had been drunk m his absence, was 
standing outside ready hainessed to the cart Olivei and 
Sikes got in without any further ceremony , and the man to 
whom he belonged, having lingered for a minute or two “to 
bear him up,” and to defy the hostler and the woild to produce 
his equal, mounted also Then, the hostler was told to give 
the horse his head , and, his head being given him, he made* 
a veiy unpleasant use ol it tossing it into the an with great 
disdain, and running into the pailour windows over the way , 
after performing those feats, and supporting himself for a 
short time on his hind-legs, he started oft at great speed, 
and rattled out of the town right gallantly 

The night was very dark A damp mist rose fiom the 
river, and the marshy ground about , and spread itself over 
the dreary fields It was piercing cold, too , all was gloomy 
and black Not a word was spoken , for the driver had giown 
sleepy , and Sikes was in no mood to lead him into conver 
sation Oliver sat huddled together, m a coinei of the cart , 
bewildered with alarm and apprehension , and figuring strange 
objects m the gaunt trees, whose branches waved grimly to 
and fro, as if m some fantastic joy at the desolation of the 
scene 

As they passed Sunbury Chinch, the clock struck seven 
There was a light in the feiry-house window opposite which 
sti earned acioss the road, and threw into moie sombre shadow 
a dark yew tree with gm\es beneath it There was a dull 
sound of falling water not far off, and the leaves of the old 
tree stirred gently m the night wind It seemed like quiet 
music for the repose of the dead 
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Sunbury was passed through, and they came again into the 
lonely road. Two 01 three miles more, and the cart stopped 
Sikes ahghted, took Oliver by the hand, and they once again 
walked on 


They turned into no house at Shepperton, as the weary 
boy had expected , but still kept walking on, m mud and 
'^darkness, through gloomy lanes and over cold open wastes, 
until they came witlnn sight of the lights of a town at no 


great distance On looking intently forward, Oliver saw that 
the water was just below them, and that they were coming 
to the foot of a bridge 


Sikes kept straight on, until they were close upon the 
budge , then turned suddenly down a bank upon the left. 

“ The water > ” thought Oliver, turning sick with fear 
“ He has brought me to this lonely place to murdei me 1 ” 
He was about to throw himself on the ground, and make 
one struggle for his young life, when he saw that they stood 
before a solitary house * all ruinous and decayed There was 
a window on each side of the dilapidated entrance , and one 
story above , but no light was visible The house was dark, 
dismantled . and, to all appearance, uninhabited. 

Sikes, with Oliver’s hand still in Ins, softly nppioached 
the low porch, and raised the latch The door yielded to 
the pressure, and they passed m together 
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“ Hallo * ” cried a loud, lioarse voice, as soon as they set 
foot in the passage 

“Don't make such a iow,” said Sikes, bolting the door 
“ Show a glim, Toby ” 

“ Alia ! my pal * ” ci led the same voice “ A glim, Barney, 
a glim 1 Show the gentleman m, Barney , wake up first, if 
convenient " 

The speaker appeared to throw a boot-jack, or some such 
article, at the person he addressed, to rouse him from his 
slumbers foi the noise of a wooden body, falling violently, 
was heard , and then an indistinct muttering, as of a majft 
between asleep and awake 

“Do you hear?” cued the same voice “ Theie's Bill 
Sikes in the passage with nobody to do the cml to him, 
and you sleeping theie, as if you took laudanum with youi 
meals, and nothing strongei Are you any freshei now r , 01 
do you want the non candlestick to wake you thoroughly ? ” 

A pair of slipshod feet shuffled, hastily, across the bare 
fiooi of the loom, as this mteirogatoiy was put, and them 
issued from a door on the right hand first, a feeble candle 
and next, the form of the same individual wdio has been 
heretofore descubed as labouring under the infirmity of 
speaking through his nose, and officiating as waitei at the 
public house on Saffron Hill 

“ Bister Sikes * ” exclaimed Barney, with leal or counter 
feit joy , “ cub id, sir , cub id ” ^ 

“ Here ! you get on first/' said Sikes, putting Olivei in 
front of him “ Quicker ! or I shall tread upon your 
heels ” 

Muttering a curse upon his tardiness, Sikes pushed Oliver 
before him , and the} entered a low r dark room with a 
smoky fire, two or three broken chairs, a table, and a very 
old couch on which, with his legs much higliei than his 
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head, a man was reposing at full length, smoking a long 
clay pipe. He was diessed in a smartly-cut snuff-eoloui ed 
coat, with large brass buttons, an orange neckei chief, a 
coarse, staring, shawl-pattern waistcoat, and drab bieeches. 
Mr Crackit (for he it was) had no very great quantity of 
hair, either upon his head or face , but what he had, was 
of a reddish dye, and tortuied into long corkscrew curls, 
thiough which he occasionally thrust some very duty 
fingers, ornamented with large common lings He was 
a trifle above the middle size, and apparently rather weak 
m the legs, but this circumstance by no means detracted 
from Ins own admiration of his top-boots, which he contem- 
plated, in their elevated situation, with lively satisfaction 

“Bill, my hoy’” said this figure, turning his head to- 
wards the door, “ I’m glad to see you I was almost afraid 
youd given it up in which case I should have made a 
personal wentur Hallo ’ ’ 

Uttering this exclamation in a tone of great smpnse, as 
his eye rested on Olivei, Mr Toby Crackit biought himself 
into a sitting posture, and demanded who that was 
1 The boy Only the boy ’ ” replied Sikes, drawing a 
chair towards the file 


“Wud of Bister Fagin’s lads,” exclaimed Barney, with 
a gnn 

“ Fagin’s, eh ' ” exclaimed Toby, looking at Oliver “ Wot 
an inwalable boy that’ll make, for the old ladies’ pockets m 
chapels ! His mug is a fortun’ to him ” 

“There— there’s enough of that,” interposed Sikes im- 
patiently , and stooping over Ins recumbent friend, he whis- 
pered a few words m his eai at which Mr Ciackit laughed 
immensely, and honouied Oliver with a lone stare of 
astonishment, 

“Now,” said Sikes, as he lesumed his seat, “if you’ll give 
ns some tiling to eat and drink while we’re waiting, vou’ll 

RifT® hear V n us ’ or m me > at all events Sit down 
fy the fire, younkei, and rest yourself, foi you’ll have to go 
out with us again to-mght, though not very far off ” 

Oliver looked at Sikes m mute and timid wondei and 

ImS St0 °‘ V “r fire ’ Snt r th 1,13 acl " n s head upon 

h^ kntra ' mg "’ 1 ‘ ere h8 01 ^ ™ 

Haft T f y, w i he yom ;F Je ' v pIa “ d s ™ 8 

t! of ““d. “(I a bottle upon the table, “ Success to the 
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crack 1 ” He rose to honour the toast , and, caiefully de- 
positing his empty pipe in a corner, advanced to the table, 
filled a glass with spurts, and drank off its contents, Mr 
Sikes did the same 

“ A diain for the boy,” said Toby, half filling a wine glass, 

“ Down with it, innocence ” ^ 

“ Indeed,” said Olivei, looking piteously up into the man’s 1 
face , “ indeed, I ” 

“Down with it T ” echoed Toby “Do you think I don’t 
know what’s good for yoli^ Tell him to dunk it, Bill ” 

“ He had better I ” said Sikes, clapping his hand upon 
his pocket “Bum my body, if he isn’t more trouble than 
a whole family of Dodgers Drink it, you perwerse imp , 
drink it ! ” 

Frightened by the menacing gestures of the two men, 
Oliver hastily swallowed the contents of the glass, and 
immediately fell into a violent fit of coughing which de- 
lighted Toby Ciackit and Barney, and even drew a smile 
from the surly Mr Sikes 

This done, and Sikes having satisfied his appetite (Oliver 
could eat nothing but a small crust of biead which thejC 
made him swallow), the two men laid themselves down on 
chairs foi a short nap Oliver retained his stool by the 
fire , Barney, wrapped in a blanket, stretched himself on the 
fiooi close outside the fender 

They slept, or appeared to sleep, for some time , nobody 
stirring but Barney, who lose once or twice to throw coals 
upon the file Olrsei fell into a heavy doze imagining 
himself straying along the gloomy lanes, or wandering about 
the dark chuichyard, or retracing some one or other of the 
scenes of the past day when he was roused by Toby Crackit 
jumping up and declaring it was half-past one 

In an instant, the other two were on then legs, and all 
were actively engaged m busy prepaiation Sikes and his 
companion enveloped their necks and chins in large dark 
shawls, and drew on their great coats , Barney, opening 
a cupboard, brought forth several articles, which he hastily 
crammed into the pockets 

“ Barkers foi me Bainey,” said Toby Crackit 
u Here they are,” replied Barney, producing a pnr of 
pistols “ You loaded them yourself ” 

“ All right ! ” replied Toby, stowing them awav 11 The 
persuaders ? ” 
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THROUGH CHERTSEY AT MIDNIGHT 

“I\e got em,” replied Sikes 

“Crape, keys, centre-bits, dai kies— nothing forgotten 9 ” 
inquired Toby fastening a small ciowbar to a loop inside 
the skirt of his coat 

“ All nght” rejoined Ins companion ‘ Brmg them bits 
of timber, Barney. Tliat s the time ot day. 

With these words, he took a thick stick from Barney s 
hands, who, having delivered anothei to Toby, busied limi- 
self in fastening on Oliver s cape 

“How then,” said Sikes holding out Ins hand. 

Oliver . who v as completely stupefied by the unwonted 
exercise, and the air, and the drink w Inch had been forced 
upon him put his hand mechanically into that which Sikes 
extended for the purpose 

“Take lus other hand, Toby,” said Sikes ‘‘Look out, 
Barney.” 

The man went to the dooi, and returned to announce that 
all was quiet. The two robbers issued forth with Oliver 
between them Barney, hax mg made all fast, rolled himself 
up as before, and was soon asleep again 
t It was now intensely dark The fog was much lieaviei 
than it had been in the early part of the mght ; and the 
atmosphere was so damp, that, although no ram fell Oliver s 
hair and eyebrows, within a few minutes after leaving the 
house, had become stiff with the half-frozen moisture that 
was floating about They crossed the bridge, and kept on 
towards the lights winch he had seen befoie They were at 
nh gieat distance off , and, as they walked pretty briskly, 
they soon arrived at Cliertsey. 

“Slap through the town,” whispered Sikes, “there'll be 
nobody in the way, to-night, to see us ” 

Toby acquiesced , and they hurried througn the mam 
street of the little town, winch at that late hour was wholly 
deseited. A dim light shone at intervals from some bed- 
room window ; and the hoarse barking of dogs occasionally 
Ibroke the silence of the night. But there was nobody 
abroad They had cleared the town, as the chuich-bell 
struck two 

Quickening their pace, they turned up a road upon the 
kft hand After walking about a quarter of a mile, they 
stopped before a detached house surrounded by a wall to 
the top of which, Toby Crackit, scarcely pausing to take 
breath, climbed in a twinkling 
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“ The boy next,” said Toby “ Hoist him up , 111 catch 
hold of him ” 

Before Oliver had time to look lound, Sikes had caught 
him undei the aims , and in three or four seconds he and 
Toby weie lying on the grass on the othei side Sikes 
followed directly And they stole 1 cautiously towards the ^ 
house 

And now, for the first time, Oliver, well-nigh mad with 
grief and tenoi, saw that liousebieaking and robbery, if not 
muider, were the objects of the expedition He clasped his 
hands togethei, and involuntarily uttered a subdued excla- 
mation of horror A mist came before Ins eyes , the cold 
sweat stood upon his ashy face , Ins limbs failed him , and 
he sank upon his knees 

“ Get up 1 ” mui mured Sikes, trembling with rage, and 
drawing the pistol from his pocket , u Get up, or I'll strew 
your brains upon the grass ” 

“Oh! for Gods sake let me go ! ” cried Oliver, “let me 
run away and die m the fields 1 will never come near 
London , never, never 1 Oh 1 pray have mercy on me, and 
do not make me steal For the love of all the blight Angel® 
that rest m Heaven, have mercy upon me 1 ” 

The man to whom tips appeal was made, swore a dreadful 
oath, and had cocked the pistol, when Toby, striking it from 
lus grasp, placed his hand upon the boy's mouth, and dragged 
him to the house 

“Hush*” cried the man, “it won’t answer here Say 
another woid, and I’ll do youi business myself with a cradk 
on the head That makes no noise, and is quite as certain, 
and more genteel Here, Bill, wrench the shutter open. 
He’s game enough now, I’ll engage Fvo seen older hands 
of his age took the same way, foi a minute or two, on 
i cold night ” 

Sikes, lmokmg terrific impiecations upon Fagm’s head 
foi sending Oliver on such an errand, plied the crowbar 
v igorously, but with little noise After some delay, and somej 
assistance from Toby, the shuttei to which he had referred, 
swung open on its hinges 

It was a little lattice window, about five feet and a half 
above the ground, at the back of the house which belonged 
to a sculler}, or small brewing place, at the end of the 
passage The aperture w as so small, that the inmates had 
probably not thought it worth while to defend it more 
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securely , but it was large enough to admit a boy of Oliver’s 
size, nevertheless A very brief exercise of Mr Sikes’s art 
sufficed to overcome the fastening of the lattice , and it soon 
stood wide open also 

"Now listen, you young limb,” whispered Sikes, drawing 
A dark lantern fiom his pocket, and throwing the glare full 
’’on Oliver’s face , “ I’m a going to put you through there. 
Take this light , go softly up the -steps straight afore you, 
and along the little hall, to the stieet dooi , unfasten it, and 
let us m. ” 

“There’s a bolt at the top, you won’t be able to reach,” 
interposed Toby. “ Stand upon one of the hall chairs There 
are thiee there, Bill, with a jolly large blue unicorn and gold 
pitchfoik on ’em . winch is the old lady’s arms ” 

“ Keep quiet can’t you ? ” replied Sikes, with a threatening 
look. “ The room-door is open, is it ? ” 
u “ Wide,” replied Toby, after peeping m to satisfy himself, 
“The game of that is, that they always leave it open with 
a catch, so that the dog, who’s got a bed m here, may y\alk 
up and down the passage when he feels wakeful. Ha > ha 1 
©amey ’faced him away to-night So neat l ” 

Although Mr Ciackit spoke m a scarcely audible whisper, 
and laughed without noise, Sikes imperiously commanded 
him to be silent, and to get to woik. Toby complied, by 
first producing his lantern, and placing it on the giound , 
then by planting lnmself firmly with his bead against the wall 
beneath the window, and his hands upon his knees, so as to 
fliake a step of his back This was no sooner done, than 
Sikes, mounting upon him, put Oliver gently thiough the 
Window -with his feet first and, without leaving hold of Ins 
collar, planted him safely on the flooi inside 
„ Take this lantern,” said Sikes, looking into the room. 

1 ou see the stairs afore you ? ” 

Oliver, more dead than alive, gasped out “ Yes.” Sikes 
pointing to the street-door with the pistol-bairel, briefly’ 
Jadused him to take notice that he was within shot all the 

Sit^ that ^ ^ Mteled ’ he " ould faI1 dead ^at 

wWr d ° -V n a fl mi ? u J e ’’’ said Sikes, m the same low 
Bnrk^” irec % I leave go of you, do your woik. 

“What’s that?” whispered the other man. 

ibey listened intently 
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“ Nothing, ’ said Sikes, releasing his hole! of Oliver 
“ Now I ” 

In the short time he had had to collect his senses, the boy 
had firmly resolved that, whether he died m the attempt or 
not, he would make one effoit to dart up stairs from the 
hall, and alarm the family Filled with tins idea, he advanced 
at once, hut stealthily 

“ Come back 1 ” suddenly cried Sikes aloud “ Back ! 
back ! ” 

Scared by the sudden breaking of the dead stillness of the 
place, and by a loud cry which followed it, Olivei let his 
lantern fall, and knew not whether to advance or fly 

The cry was repeated — a light appeared — a vision of two 
terrified half dressed men at the top of the stands swam before 
his eyes — a flash — a loud noise — a smoke — a crash some 
wheie, but where he knew not, — and he staggered back 
Sikes had disappeared foi an instant t but he v as up again, 
and had him by the collar before the smoke had cleared away 
He filed lus own pistol aftei the men, who were already 
retreating , and dragged the boy up 

“ Clasp your arm tighter,” said Sikes, as he drew himj 
through the window u Give me a shawl here They’ve hit 
him Quick T How the boy bleeds 1 ” 

Then came the loud imgmg of a bell, mingled with the 
noise of fire-aims, and the shouts of men, and the sensation 
of being earned ovei uneven giound at a rapid pace And 
then, the noises grew confused in the distance , and a cold 
deadly feeling crept over the boy’s heart , and he saw or 
heard no more 
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WHICH CONTAINS THE SUBSTANCE OP A PLEASANT CON- 
VERSATION BETWEEN MR. BUMBLE AND A LADY , AND 
SHOWS THAT EVEN A BEADLE MAY BE SU8CEPTIBLE 
ON SOME POINTS 

The mglit was bitter cold The snow lay on the ground, 
frozen into a hard thick crust, so that only the heaps that 
had drifted into by-ways and comers were affected by the 
sharp wind that howled abroad which, as if expending 
increased fury on such prey as it found, caught it savagely 
hi clouds, and, w hilling it into a thousand misty eddies, 
scattered it in air Bleak, daik, and piercing cold, it was 
a night for the well-housed and fed to draw round the bright 
lire and thank God they weie at home , and for the homeless, 
starving wTetch to lay him down and die Many hunger-worn 
outcasts close their eyes m our bare streets, at such times, 
who, let their crimes have been what they may, can hardly 
open them m a more bitter woild 
Such w'as the aspect of out-of-doors affairs, w'hen Mrs 
Comey, the matron of the workhouse to w Inch our loaders 
have been already introduced as the bnthplace of Oliver 
Twist, sat herself down befoie a cheerful file m her own 
uttle room, and glanced, wnth no small degree of complacency, 
•k a small round table on which stood a tray of correspond- 
JRg size, furnished with all necessary materials for the most 
.fateful meal that matrons enjoy In fact, Mrs Comey was 
about to solace herself with a cup of tea As she glanced 
from the table to the fireplace, where the smallest of all 
possible kettles was singing a small 6ong in a small voice, her 
satisfaction evidently increased —so much so, indeed, 
that Mrs. Corney smiled. 

n 1 ” said th e matron, leaning her elbow on the table, 

and Poking reflectively at the fire , “ I’m sure we have all on 
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us a great deal to be grateful foi 1 A great deal, if we did 
but know it Ah ! ” 

Mrs Comey shook hei head mournfully, as if deploring 
the mental blindness of those paupers who did not know it , 
and thrusting a silver spoon (private property) into the inmost 
recesses of a two-ounce tin tea-caddy, pioceeded to mak^ 
the tea 

How slight a thing will distuib the equanimity of our frail 
minds f The black teapot, being veiy small and easily filled, 
ran over while Mis Corney was moralising , and the water 
slightly scalded Mrs Corney’s hand 

“ Drat the pot ! ” said the worthy matron, setting it down 
very hastily on the hob, “a little stupid thing, that only 
holds a couple of cups I What use is it of, to anybody 1 
Except/’ said Mrs. Corney, pausing, “except to a poor desolate 
creature like me Oh deai ! ” 

With these words, the mation diopped into hei chair, and, 
once more resting her elbow on the table, thought of her 
solitary fate The small teapot, and the single cup, had 
awakened m her mind sad recollections of Mr Corney (who 
had not been dead more than five and-twenty years), an£, 
she was overpowered 

“ I shall never get anothei ! ” said Mis Corney, pettishly , 
“ I shall never get another — like him ” 

Whether tins remaik boie reference to the husband, or the 
teapot, is uncertain It might lia\e been the latter, for 
Mrs Corney looked at it as she spoke , and took it up after- 
wards She had just tasted her first cup, when she was 
distuibed by a soft tap at the room dooi 

“Oh, come in with you ? ” said Mrs Comey, shaiply 
“ Some of the old women dying, I suppose They always die 
when I’m at meals Don’t stand there, letting the cold air 
in, don’t What’s amiss now, eh 9 ” 

“ Nothing, ma’am, nothing,” replied a man’s voice 
“ Dear me exclaimed the matron, irt a much sweeter tone, 
“is that Mr Bumble?” 

“At your service, ma’am,” said Mr Bumble, who had been 
stopping outside to rub Ins shoes clean, and to shake the 
snow off his coat , and who now made his appearance, 
bearing the cocked hat in one hand and a bundle in the 
other “Shall I shut the door ma’am 9 ” 

The lady modestly hesitated to leply, lest there should be 
any impropriety in holding an interview with Mi Bumble, 
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with closed doors Mr Bumble taking advantage of the 
hesitation, and being very cold himself, shut it without 
permission 

“Hard weatliei. Mi Bumble,” said the mat ion. 

“Haid, indeed, ma’am” replied the beadle. “Anti- 
moroclual weatliei this ma’am We have given away, Mi's 
Corner . we have gr»en away a matter of twenty quartern 
loaves and a cheese and a half this very blessed afternoon , 
and yet them paupers are not contented.” 

“ Of course not When would they be, Mr Bumble 9 ” said 
the matron, sippmg hei tea 

“ When, indeed, ma am, rejoined Mr Bumble “ Why 
here’s one man that, m consideration of his wife and large 
family, has a quartern loaf and a good pound of cheese, full 
weight Is he grateful, ma’am? Is he grateful 9 Not 
a copper farthing s worth of it 1 What does he do, ma’am, 
but ask for a few coals if it s only a pocket handkerchief 
full, he says > Coals 1 What would he do with coals 9 
Toast his cheese with em, and then come back for more 
That’s the way with these people, ma’am , give ’em a apron 
full of coals to-day, and they’ll come back foi another, the 
day after to-morrow, as brazen as alabastei ” 

The matron expressed her entire concurrence in this 
intelligible simile ; and the beadle went on 
t “ I never,” said Mr Bumble, “ see anything like the pitch 
it’s got to The day afoie yesterday, a man — you have been 
a married woman, ma'am, and I may mention it to you — a 
man, with hardly a rag upon his back (here Mrs. Corney 
looked at the floor) goes to our overseei’s door when he has 
got company coming to dmnei , and says, he must he 
relieved, Mrs Corney As he wouldn’t go away, and 
shocked the company very much, our overseer sent him 
out a pound of potatoes' and half a pint of oatmeal ‘My 
heart ! ’ says the ungrateful villain, * what’s the use of tins 
to me? You might as well give mo -a pair of iron spec- 
f tacles !’ ‘Very good ’ says our overseer, taking ’em away 
again, ‘you won’t get anything else here * ‘ Then I’ll die m 

the streets » ’ says the vagrant ‘ Oh no vou won’t,’ says 
our overseer ” J 

ha! That was very good ' So like Mr Graimett, 
^ ^ \\ ? mte iposed tke nation. “ Well, Mr. Bumble ? ” 
Well, ma am,” rejoined the beadle, « he went away , and 
he did die m the sheets. There s a obstinate pauper for you 1 ” 
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“ It beats anything I could have believed,” observed the 
matron emphatically “But don’t jou think out-of-door 
relief a very bad thing any way, Mi Bumble ? You’re 
a gentleman of expenence, and ought to know Come ” 

“ Mrs Corney,” said the beadle, smiling as men smile 
who aie conscious of supenor information, “ out-of-doou 
relief, properly managed pioperly managed, ma’am is th£' 
porochial safeguatd The great pnnciple of out of-door relief 
is, to give the paupers exactly what they don’t av ant , and 
then they get tiled of coming ” 

“ Deai me ? ” exclaimed Mrs Coiney “ Well, that is 


a good one, too f ” 


“ Yes Betwixt you and me, ma’am,” returned Mi Bumble, 


“ that’s the great pnnciple , and that’s the reason why, if you 
look at any cases that get into them owdacious newspapeis, 
you 11 alv ays observe that sick families have been relieved 


with shces of cheese That’s the mle now, Mrs, Corney, all 
over the country But, however,” said the beadle, stopping 
to unpack his bundle, “ these are official secrets, ma’am , not 
to be spoken of, except, as I may say, among the poiochial 
officers, such as ourselves This is the port wine, ma’arrn; 
that the board ordeied for the infirmary, leal, fiesh, genuine 
port A\me, only out of the cask this forenoon, clear as a 
bell and no sediment f ” 


Having held the first bottle up to the light, and shaken 
it well to test its excellence, Mr Bumble placed them both 
on the top of a chest of drawers , folded the handkerchief 
m A\hich they had been wrapped, put it caiefully m his 
pocket , and took up his hat, as if to go 

“You’ll have a Aery oold Aialk, Mr Bumble,” said the 
matron 


“ It blows, ma’am,” replied Mr Bumble, turning up his 
coat collar, “enough to cut one’s ears off” 

The mahon looked, fiom the little kettle, to the beadle, 
who v as moAing towards the door, and as the beadle 
coughed, preparatory to bidding hex good night, bashfully 
inquired A\hether— whether he wouldn’t take a cup of tea ? 

Mr Bumble instantaneously turned back his collar again , 
laid his hat and stick upon a chan , and dreA\ anothei chair 
up to the table As he slouly seated himself, he looked at 
the lady She fixed her eyes upon the little tea-pot Mr 
Bumble coughed again, and slightly smiled 

Mrs Corney rose to get anothei cup and saucer from the 
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closet As she sat down, her eyes once again encountered 
those of the gallant headle , she coloured, and applied herself 
to the task of making his tea Again Mr. Bumble coughed, 
—louder this time than he had coughed yet 

“Sweet 9 Mr, Bumble?” inquired the matron, taking up 
sugar-basm. 

“Very sweet, indeed, ma'am ” replied Mr Bumble He 
fixed his eyes on Mrs. Corney as he said this , and if ever 
a beadle looked tender, Mi Bumble was that beadle at that 
moment 

The tea was made, and handed in silence Mr Bumble, 
having spread a handkerchief over his knees to prevent the 
crumbs from sullying the splendour of his shorts, began to 
eat and drink , varying these amusements, occasionally, by 
fetching a deep sigh , which, however, had no injurious 
effect upon his appetite, but, on the contrary, rather seemed 
to facilitate his operations m the tea and toast department. 

“You have a cat, ma’am, I see,’ said Mr Bumbla glancing 
at one who, m the centre of her family, was basking before 
the fire ^ ‘ and kittens too, I declare ! ” 

V'l am so fond of them. Mi. Bumble, you can't think,” 
replied the matron. “ They’re so happy, so frolicsome, and 
so cheerful, that they are quite companions for me.” 

“Very nice animals, ma’am,” replied Mr Bumble, approv- 
ingly ; “ so very domestic ” 

“Oh, yes!” rejoined the matron with enthusiasm, “so 
fond of their home too, that it’s quite a pleasure. I’m sure,” 

“Mrs Corney, ma’am,” said Mr Bumble, slowly, and 
marking the time with his teaspoon, “ I mean to say tins, 
ma'am; that any cat, or kitten, that could live with you, 
ma’am, and not he fond of its home, must be a ass ma am ” 

“ Oh, Mr. Bumble ! ” remonstrated Mrs Corney. 

“It’s of no use disguising facts, ma’am,” said Mr Bumble, 
slowly flourishing the teaspoon with a kind of amorous 
dignity which * made him doubly impressive , “ I would 
Irown it myself, with pleasure ’ 

“Then you’re a cruel man,’ said the matron vivaciously, 
as she held out her hand for the headle s cup ; * and a very- 
hard-hearted man besides ” 

“Hard-hearted, ma’am 9 ” said Mr Bumble “Hard 9 ” 
air Bumble resigned his cup without another word, squeezed 
Mjs. Corney s little finger as she took it , and inflicting two 
open handed slaps upon his laced waistcoat, gave a mighty 
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sigh, and hitched his chair a very little morsel faither from 
the fire 

It was a round tabl6 , and as Mrs Corney and Mr Buruble 
had been sitting opposite each othei, with no great space 
between them, and fronting the fire, it will be seen that 
Mr Bumble, m receding fiom the file, and still keeping 
the table, increased the distance between himself and Mrs 
Corney , which proceeding, some prudent readers will 
doubtless be disposed to admire and to consider an act of 
great heroism on Mi Bumble's paid he being in some sort 
tempted by time, place, and opportunity, to give utterance 
to certain soft nothings, which howevei well they may 
become the lips of the light and thoughtless, do seem 
immeasurably beneath the dignity of judges of the land, 
members of parliament, ministers of state, loid mayors, 
and other great pubbc functionaries, but moie particularly 
beneath the stateliness and gravity of a beadle who (as is 
well known) should be the sternest and most inflexible 
among them all 

Whatever were Mi Bumbled intentions, howevei (and no 
doubt they were of the best) it unfortunately happened, SU 
has been twice before remarked, that the table was a round 
one , consequently Mr Bumble, moving his chan by little 
and little, soon began to dimmish the distance between him 
self and the matron , and, continuing to tinvel round the 
outer edge of the circle, brought his chan, m time, close to 
that in v Inch the mation was seated Indeed, the two chairs 
touched , and when they did so, Mr Bumble stopped 

Nov, if the matron had moved her chan to the nght, she 
would ha\e been scorched by the fire, and if to the left, she 
must haae fallen into Mi Bumble’s aims, so (being a dis 
cieet mation, and no doubt foreseeing these consequences at 
a glance) she remained where she was, and handed Mi 
Bumble another cup of tea 

Hard hearted, Mrs Corney *> ” said Mr Bumble, stirring 
lus tea, and looking up into the matron’s face , “ are yoii 
hard-hearted, Mrs Coiney 9 ” 

“Deal me !” exclaimed the matron, “what a 'sery curious 
question frorq a single man What can you want to know 
foi, Mr Bumble 5 ” 

The beadle drank his tea to the last drop, finished a piece 
of toast , vlnsked the crumbs off his knees wiped Ins lips, 
and deliberately kissed the matron 



A SUDDEN SURPRISE 2I9 

'“Mr Bumble * cried Hint discreet lady in a whisper , for 
the fright was so great, that she had quite lost hei voice, 
“Mr Bumble, I shall scream I ” Mr. Bumble made no reply , 
but m a slow and dignified manner, put his arm round the 
matron’s waist. 

1 As the lady had stated her intention of screaming, of 
course she would have screamed at this additional boldness, 
but that the exertion was rendered unnecessary by a hasty ’ 
knocking at the door which was no sooner heard, than 
Mr Bumble darted, with much agility, to the wine bottles, 
and began dusting them with great violence • while the 
matron sharply demanded who was there ,It is worthy 
of remark, as a cunous physical instance of the efficacy 
of a sudden surprise m counteracting the effects of ex- 
treme fear, that her voice had quite recovered all its official 
asperity 

‘If 3 ou please, mistiess ’ said a witlieied old female 
pauper, hideously ugly putting her head in at the door, 
“Old Sally is a-gomg fast" 

“Well, what’s that to me?” angrily demanded the matron 

I can’t keep her alive, can I ? ” 

“Mo, no. mistress,” replied the old woman, “ nobody can , 
she’s far beyond the reach of help I’ve seen a many people 
die , little babes and great strong men , and I know when 
death s a-coming, well enough. But she’s troubled in. hei 
mind' and when the fits are not on hei, — and that’s; not 
often, for she is dying very liaid, — she says she has got 
something to tell which you must hear. She’ll never die 
quiet till you come, mistress ” 

At this intelligence, the worthy Mrs Coiney muttered 
a variety of imectnes against old nomen who couldn’t even 
die without purposely annoying then betters , and, muffling 
herself m a thick shawl which she hastily caught up, buefiy 
requested Mr Bumble to stay till she came back, lest any- 
thing particular should occui Bidding the messenger walk 
ifast, and not be all night hobbling up the stairs, she fol- 
lowed her from the room with a very ill grace, scolding all 
the w ay 

Mr Bumble’s conduct on being left to himself, was rather 
inexplicable He opened the closet, counted the teaspoons, 
n’eighed the sugar-tongs, closely inspected a silver milk-pot 
to ascertain that it was of the genuine metal, and, having 
satisfied his curiosity on these points put on his cocked hat 
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comer-wise, and danced with ranch gravity foui distinct 
times round the table Having gone through this very 
extraordinary performance, he took off the cocked hat again, 
and, spreading himself before the fire with Ins back towards 
it, seemed to be mentally engaged in taking an exact raven* 
tory of the furniture 



CHAPTER XXIV 


TBEATS OF A VERY POOR SUBJECT BUT IS A SHORT 
ONE, ANT) MAY BE FOUND OF IMPORTANCE IN THIS 
HISTORY 

It was no unfit messenger of death, who had disturbed the 
quiet of the matron’s room Her body was bent by age , 
her limbs trembled with palsy , her face distorted into 
a mumbling leer, resembled more the grotesque shaping 
of some wild pencil, than the work of Nature’s hand 
Alas ' How few of Nature s faces are left alone to gladden 
us with tlieir beauty 1 The cares, and sorrows, and hunger- 
fogs of the world, change them as they change hearts , and 
it is only when those passions sleep, and have lost their 
hold for ever, that the troubled clouds pass off, and leave 
Heaven’s surface clear It is a common thing for the 
countenances of the dead, ei en m that fixed and rigid state, 
to subside into the long-forgotten expiession of sleeping 
infancy, and settle into the very look of early life , so calm, 
so peaceful, do they grow again, that those who knew them 
in their happy childhood, kneel by the coffin’s side m ane, 
and see the Angel even upon earth 
The old crone totteied along the passages, and up the 
stairs, muttering some indistinct answers to the chidings 
of her companion , being at length compelled to pause for 
breath, she gave the light into her hand, and remained 
behind to follow as she might while the more nimble 

superior made her way to the room where the sick woman 
lay 

It a\ as a bare garret-ioom, with a dim light burning at 
j“ e bethel end. Theie was another old woman watching 
the bed , the parish apothecary’s apprentice was standing 
b y the fire, making a toothpick out of a quill 
'‘Cold night, Mrs Corney,” said this young gentleman. 
^ the matron entered v 
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“ Very cold, indeed, sir,” repbed the mistress, in her most 
civil tones, and dropping a curtsey as she spoke 

“You should get better coals out of your contractors,” 
said the apothecary’s deputy, bieakmg a lump on the top of 
the fire with the rusty poker , “ these aie not at all the sort 
of tiling tor a cold night ” 

“They’re the board’s choosing sn,” returned the matron * 
“The least they could do, would be to keep us pietty warm 
for oui places are haid enough ” 

The conversation was here interrupted by a moan fiom 
the sick woman 

“ Oh ! ” said the young man, turning his face towards the 
bed, as if he had previously quite forgotten the patient, 
u it’s all U P there, Mrs. Corney ” 

6 It is, is it, sir? ” asked the mation 

“ If she lasts a couple of hours, I Bhall be surprised,” 
said the apothecary’s apprentice, intent upon the tooth 
pick’s point “ It’s a break-up of the system altogether 
Is she dozing, old lady ? ” 

The attendant stooped over the bed, to nsceitain , and 
nodded m the affiimative 4 

‘ Then peihaps she’ll go off m that way, if you don’t make 
a row,” said the young man “ Put the light on the fiooi 
She won’t see it there ” 

The attendant did as she -was told shaking her head 
meanwhile, to intimate that the -woman would not die so 
easily , having done so, she lesumed her seat by the side of 
the other nurse, who had by this time letumed The nnstiess, 
ruth an expression of impatience, wrapped herself m her 
shawl, and sat at the foot of the bed 

The apothecary’s apprentice, having completed the manu- 
facture of the toothpick, planted himself in front of the fire 
and made good use of it for ten minutes or so when ap 
parently growing rather dull he -wished Mrs Coiney joy 
of her job, and took himself off on tiptoe 

When they had sat in silence for some time, the two old^i 
-women rose fiom. the bed, and crouching over the fiie, held 
out their withered hands to catch the heat. The fiamo 
threw a ghastly light on their shrivelled faces, and made 
their ugliness appear terrible, as, m this position, they began 
to converse in a low voice 

“ Did she say any more, Anny dear, while I was gone ?” 
inquired the messenger 



•WATCHERS AT A DEATH-BED 


223 


“Not a word,” replied the other “She plucked and 
tore at her arms for a little time , but I held her hands, 
and she soon dropped off She hasn’t much strength m 
her, so I easily kept her quiet I ain't so weak for an old 
n oman, although I am on parish allowance , no, no 1 ” 

“Did she drink the hot wine the doctor said she was to 
Jave 9 ” demanded the first. 

“ I -tried to get it down,” rejoined the other. “But her 
teeth were tight set, and she clenched the mug so hard that 
it was ns much as I could do to get it back again. So I 
drank it , and it did me good 1 ” 

Looking cautiously iound, to asceitain that they were 
not overheaid, the two hags cowered nearei to the fire, and 
chuckled heai tily 

“I mmd the time,” said the first speaker, “ when she would 
have done the same, and made rare fun of it afterwards.” 

“Ay, that she would,” rejoined the other, * she had a 
merry heart A many, many, beautiful corpses she laid 
out, as mce and neat as wax-work. My old eyes have seen 
them — ay, and those old hands touched them too , foi I 
tyve helped her, scores of tunes ” 

Stretching forth her trembling fingers as she spoke, the 
old creature shook them exultmgly before her face, and 
fumbling in her pocket, brought out an old tune-discoloured 
tm snuff-box, from which she shook a few grains into the 
outsti etched palm of hei companion, and a few more into 
her own. While they were thus employed, the mation, 
who had been impatiently watching until the dying woman 
should* awaken from her stupor, joined them by the fire, 
and sharply asked how long she i\ as to wait ? 

U Not long, mistress,” replied the second woman, looking 
up into her face “ We have none of us long to wait for 
Death Patience, patience 1 He’ll be here soon enoueh 
for us all ” s 


“Hold yorn ’tongue, you dotmg idiot 1 ’ said the mation 
lernly “You, Martha, tell me , has she been m this way 
before ? ” J 

“Often,” answeied the first woman. 

„ will never be again,” added the second one , * that 
K, sheH never wake agam but once— and mmd, mistiess, 
m on t be for long * ” 

“Long or short,” said the matron, snappishly, “-she won t 
and me here when she does wake , take caie, both of you, 
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how you worry me agam foi nothing It’s no part of ray 
duty to see all the old women m the house die, and I -won’t 
— thats more Mmd that, you impudent old harridans 
If you make a fool of me ogam, I’ll soon cure you, I warrant 
you 1 ” 

She was bouncing away, when a cry fiom the two women, 
who had turned towards the bed, caused her to look round. 
The patient had raised herself upright, and was stretching 
her arms towai ds them 

“Who’s that?” she cned, in a hollow voice 
“ Hush, hush 1 ” said one of the women, stooping over 
her “ Lie down, he down 1 ” 

“ 1 11 never he down agam alive ! ” said the woman, stmg 
gling “ I will tell her I Come here 1 Nearer 1 Let me 
wins pei in youi ear ” 

She clutched the matron by the aim, and forcing hei into 
a chair by the bedside, was about to Bpeak, when looking 
round, she caught sight of the two old women bending 
forwaid m the attitude of eager listeners 

“Turn them away,” said the old woman, drowsily, 
“ make haste ! make haste ! ” ^ 

The two old crones, chiming m together, began pouring 
out many piteous lamentations that the poor dear was too 
far gone to know her best friends , and were uttering sundry 
protestations that they would never leave hei, when the 
supenoi pushed them fiom the room, closed the door, and 
leturned to the bedside On being excluded, the old ladies 
changed their tone, and cried through the keyhole that old 
Sally was diunk, winch, indeed, was not unlikely, since, 
in addition to a moderate dose of opium prescribed by the 
apothecary, she was labouring under the effects of a final 
taste of gin and water which had been pnvily administered, 
in the openness of their hearts, by the worthy old ladies 
themselves. 

‘ Now listen to me,” said the dying woman aloud, as if 
making a great effort to revne one latent spaik of energy 
‘In this \ery room — in this very bed — I once nuised & 
pretty young ereetur’, that was brought into the house with 
her feet cut and bruised with walking, and all soiled with 
dust and blood She gave birth to a boy, and died Let 
me think — what was the year again 1 ” 

“ Nevei mmd the } ear,” said the impatient nuditoi “ what 
about her 9 ” 



OLD SALLY’S DEATH-BED CONFESSION 225 

“ Ay/' murmuied the sick -woman, lelapsing into her 
former drowsy state, ** what about her 9 — what about — 
I know 1 ” she cned, jumping fiercely up , her face flushed, 
and her eyes starting from hei head — “I robbed her, so 
I did 1 She wasn’t cold — I tell you she wasn't cold, when 

1 stole it'” 

/ “Stole what, for Gods sake? ” cned the matron, with a 
gesture as if she would call for help 
“It!” replied the woman, laying her hand over the 
other’s mouth “ The only thing she had She wanted 
clothes to keep her warm, and food to eat; but she had 
kept it safe, and had it m her bosom It was gold, I tell 
you 1 Rich gold, that might have saved hei life I ” 

“ Gold 1 " echoed the matron, bending eageily over the 
woman as she fell back “ Go on, go on — yes — what of it 0 
Who was the mother ? When was it ? ” 

“She charged me to keep it safe,” replied the woman 
with a groan, “ and trusted me as the only woman about 
her I stole it m my heart when she first showed it me 
hanging round her neck, and the child’s death, perhaps, 

2 on me besides! They would have treated him better, 
5 they had known it all ' ” 

“ Known what 9 ” asked the other. “ Speak ' ” 

“The boy grew so like his mother,” said the woman, 
rambling on, and not heeding the question, “that I could 
never forget it when I saw his face Poor gnl 1 poor girl ' 
She was so young, too ' Such a gentle lamb ' Wait ; there s 
more to tell. I have not told you all, have I ? ” 

“No, no,” replied the matron, inclining her head to catch 
the words, as they came more faintly from the dying woman, 
“ Be quick, or it may be too late ! ” 

“The mothei,” said the woman, making a more violent 
effort than before , “ the mother, when the pains of death 
first came upon her, whispered in my ear that if her baby 
horn alive, and thrived, the day might come when it 
Jould not feel so much disgraced to heai its poor young 
niother named ‘ And oh, kind Heaven 1 ’ she said, folding 
her thm hands together, ‘whether it be boy or girl raise 
up some friends for it m this troubled world, and take pity 
upon a lonely desolate child, abandoned to its mercy ' 5 ” 

“ The boy’s name ? ’ demanded the matron 
“ The y called him Oliver,” replied the woman, feebly, 
■the gold I stole was ’ 
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“ Yes, yes — what ? m cried the othel* 

She was bending ' eageily ovei the woman to hear her 
reply , but drew hack, instinctively, as she once again rose, i 
slowly and stiffly, into a sitting 'posture ; then, clutching 
the coverlid with both hands, muttered some indistinct 
sounds in her throat, and fell lifeless on the bed * 

****** 

“ Stone dead ! ” said one of the old women, hurrying in 
as soon as the door was opened 

“And nothing to tell, after all,” rejoined the matron, 
walking carelessly away 

The two crones, to all appearance, too busily occupied in 
the preparations for their dieadful duties to make any reply, 
were left alone, hovering about the body 



CHAPTER XXV 


"WHEREIN THIS HISTORY REVERTS TO MR. FAGIN AND 

COMPANY 

While these thmgs were passing m the country workhouse, 
Mr. Fagm sat in the old den — the same from which Oliver 
had been removed by the girl — blooding over a dull, smoky 
fire. He held a pair of bellows upon his knee, with which 
he had apparently been endeavoming to rouse it into more 
cheerful action , but he had fallen into deep thought , and 
with his arms folded on them, and his chin resting on his 
thumbs, fixed his eyes abstractedly, on the 1 usty bars 
, At a table behind him sat the Artful Dodgei, Mastei 
oharles Bates, and Mr Chitling all intent upon a game of 
whist , the Artful taking dummy against Master Bates and 
Mr Chithng The countenance of the first-named gentle- 
nian, peculiarly intelligent at all times, acquired great 
additional interest from his close observance of the game, 
and his attentive perusal of Mr Chitling’s hand , upon 
which, from time to time, as occasion served, he bestowed 
a vanety of earnest glances : wisely regulating his own play 
by the result of his observations upon his neighbour’s cards 
It being a cold night, the Dodger wore his hat, as, indeed, 
^vas often his custom within doors He also sustained 
a clay pipe between his teeth, which he only removed for 
a brief space when he deemed it necessary to apply for 
refreshment to a quart pot upon the table, which stood 
ready filled with gm-and-water for the accommodation of 
’he company 

Master Bates was also attentive to the play , hut being of 
a more excitable nature than his accomplished friend, it was 
observable that he more frequently applied himself’ to the 
and-water, and moreover indulged m many jests and 
irrelevant lemaiks, all highly unbecoming a scientific rubber 
-indeed the Artful, presuming upon their close attachment, 
more fhan once took occasion to leason gravely with his 
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companion upon these improprieties all of which remon- 
strances, Master Bates received in extiemely good part, 
merely requesting his fnend to be “ blowed,” or to insert 
his head in a sack, or replying with some other neatly 
turned witticism of a similar kind, the happy application of 
which excited considerable admiration in the mind of^ 
Mr Chitling It was remaikable that the latter gentleman 
and bis paitner invariably lost , and that the circumstance, 
so far from angering Master Bates, appeared to affoid him 
the highest amusement, inasmuch as he laughed most up- 
roariously at the end of every deal, and protested that he 
had never seen such a jolly game m all his born days 

u That’s two doubles and the rub,” said Mr Chitling, with 
a very long face, as he drew half a-crown from his waistcoat- 
pockeh “I never see such a feller as you, Jack , you win 
everything Even when we’ve good cards, Charley and I 
can’t make nothing of ’em ” 

Either the matter or the manner of this remark, which 
was made 'v ery ruefully, delighted Charley Bates so much, 
that his consequent shout of laughter roused the Jew from 
his reverie, and induced him to inquire what was th<t 
matter 

“ Matter, Fagm 1 ” cned Charley “ I wish you had 
Matched the play Tommy Chitling hasn’t won a point , 
and I went partners with him agamst the Artful and dum ” 
11 Ay, ay l” said the Jew, with a grin, which sufficiently 
demonstrated that he was at no loss to understand the 
reason. “ Try ’em again, Tom , try 'em again ” 

u No more of it for me, thankee, Fagin,” replied Mr 
Chitling , “I’ve had enough. That ’ere Dodger has such a 
i un of luck that there’s no standing again’ him ” 

1 Ha f ha r my dear,” replied the Jew, “ you must get up 
\ery early in the morning, to wm against the Dodger ” 
“Morning!” said Charley Bates, “you must put your 
boots on over night, and have a telescope at each eye, and 
a opera glass between your shoulders, if you want to come^ 
over him ” 

Mr Dawkms received these handsome compliments with 
much philosophy, and offered to cut any gentleman in 
company, for the first picture-card, at a shilling a time 
Nobody accepting the challenge, and his pipe being by this 
time smoked out, he proceeded to amuse himself by sketch 
ing a ground plan of Newgate on the table with the piece of 



POKING FUN AT TOM CHITLING 229 

chalk which had served him in lieu of counters , whistling, 
meantime, with peculiar shi illness 

“How precious dull you are, Tommy ' ” said the Dodgei. 
stopping short when there had been a long silence ; and 
addressing Mr Chitling “What do you think he’s thinking 

Aofj Fagin 9 ” 

J “ How should I know, my dear?” leplied the Jew, look- 
ing round as he plied the bellows “ About his losses, 
maybe , or the little retirement m the country that he’s just 
left, eh ? Ha ! ha 1 Is that it, my dear 9 ” 

“ Hot a bit of it,” replied the Dodger, stopping the subject 
of discourse as Mi Chitling was about to reply “ What 
do you say, Charley 9 *’ 

“I should say,” replied Master Bates, with a grm, “ that 
he was uncommon sweet upon Betsy. See how he’s a-blush- 
ing 1 Oh, my eye * here’s a merry-go-rounder 1 Tommy 
Chitling’s m love ! Oh, Fagm, Fagin 1 what a spree ’ ” 
Thoroughly overpoweied with the notion of Mr. Chitling 
being the victim of the tender passion, Master Bates threw 
himself back in his chair with such violence that he lost his 
balance, and pitched ovei upon the floor , where (the acci- 
dent abating nothing of his merriment) he lay at full length 
until his laugh was over, when he resumed his fomiei 
position, and began another laugh. 

* Never mind him, my dear,” said the Jew, winking at 
Mr. Dawkins, and giving Master Bates a repiovmg tap with 
the nozzle of the bellows. u Betsy’s a fine girl. Stick up 
to her, Tom Stick up to her ” 

“ What I mean to say, Fagm,” replied Mr Chitling, very 
red in the face. ** is, that that isn’t anything to anybody 
here ” 

“ No more it is replied the Jew , “ Charley will talk 
Don’t mind him, my dear ; don’t mmd him Betsy’s a fine 
girl Do as she bids you, Tom, and you will make your 
fortune.” 

S “So I do do as she bids me,” replied Mi Chitling , “ I 
shouldn’t have been nulled, if it hadn’t been for her advice. 
But it turned out a good job foi you . didn t it, Fagin ! 
And what’s six weeks of it 9 It must come, some time or 
another, and why not in the winter time when you don’t 
Trant to go out a-walkmg so much; eh, Fagm 9 ” 

“ All, to he sure, my dear,” replied the Jew 
You wouldnt mind it again, Tom, would you,” asked 
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the Dodger, winking upon Charley and the Jew, ff if Bet was 
all right ? ” 

“I mean to say that I shouldn’t,” replied Tom, angrily 
“ There, now Ah I Who’ll say as much as that, I should 
like to know , eh, Fagm ? ” 

a Nobody, my dear,” replied the Jew , “not a soul, lom i 
I don’t know one of ’em that would do it besides you , nor 
one of ’em, my dear ” 

“I might have got cleai off, if I’d split upon her, 
mightn’t I, Fagm?” angnly pursued the poor half-witted 
dupe “ A word fiom me would have done it , wouldn’t it, 
Fagm? ’ 

“ To be sure it would, my dear,” replied the Jew 
“ But I didn’t blab it , did I, Fagm ? ” demanded Tom, 
poiuing question upon question with great volubility 

“No, no, to be sure,” replied the Jew, “you were too 
stout-hearted for that A deal too stout, my dear I ” 

“Peihaps I was,” lejoined Tom, looking lound , “and if 
I was, what’s to laugh at, in that , eh, Fagm ? ” 

The Jew, peiceivmg that Mr Chitling was considerably 
roused, hastened to assure him that nobody was laughing^ 
and to prove the gravity of the company, appealed to Master 
Bates, the principal offender But, unfortunately, Charley, 
in opening his mouth to reply that he was never more 
serious in his life, was unable to prevent the escape of such 
a violent roar, that the abused Mr Chitling, without any 
preliminary ceremonies, rushed across the room and aimed 
a blow at the offender , who,i being skilful m evading 
pursuit, ducked to avoid it, and chose his tune so well that 
it lighted on the chest of the merry old gentleman, and 
caused him to stagger to the wall, where he stood panting 
for breath, while Mr Chitling looked on in intense dismay 
“ Hark ! ” cried the Dodgei at this moment, “ I heard the 
tinkler ” Catching up the light, he crept softly up stairs. 
The bell was rung again, with some impatience, while the 
party were in darkness. After a short pause, the Dodgery- 
reappeared, and whispered Fagm mysteriously 
“ What \ ” cried the Jew, “ alone ? ” 

The Dodger nodded in the affirmative, and, shading the 
flame of the candle with his hand, gave Charley Bates a 
private intimation, in dumb show, that he had better not 
be funny just then Having performed this friendly office, he 
fixed his eyes on the Jew’s face, and awaited his directions. 
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The old man bit his yellow lingers, and meditated for 
some seconds , his face working with agitation the while, as 
if he dieaded something, and feared to know the worst At 
length he raised his head 

“ Wheie is he ? ” he asked. 

a The Dodgei pointed to the floor above, and made a 
gesture, as if to leave the room. 

“Yes,” said the Jew, nnswenng the mute inquiry , “ bring 
him down Hush' Quiet, Chailey ! Gently, Tom! Scarce, 
scarce I ” 

This bnef dnection to Charley Bates, and his recent 
antagonist, was softly and immediately obeyed. There was 
no sound of then thereabout, when the Dodger descended 
the stairs, bearing the light m his hand, and followed by 
a man m a coarse smock-frock , who, after casting a hurried 
glance round the room, pulled off a laige wrapper which had 
concealed the lower portion of his face, and disclosed . all 
haggard, unwashed, and unshorn: the features of flash 
Toby Crackit. 

"How are you. Faguey 9 ” said this worthy, nodding to 
ihe Jew. "Pop that shawl away m my castor, Dodgei, so 
that I may know Where to find it when I cut , that’s the 
time of day 1 You’ll be a fine young cracksman afore the 
old file now ” 

With these words he pulled up the smock-frock, and, 
winding it round his middle, drew a chair to the fire, and 
placed his feet upon the hob 

“See there, Faguey,” he said, pointing disconsolately to 
his top-boots; “not a drop of Day and Martin since you 
know when , not a bubble of blacking, by Jove 1 But don t 
look at me m that way, man. All m good time I can t 
talk about business till I’ve eat and drank ; so produce the 
sustamance, and let’s have a quiet fill out for the first time 
these three days 1 ” 

The Jew motioned to the Dodger to place what eatables 
^fhere were, upon the table , and, seating himself opposite the 
housebreaker, waited his leisure. 

To judge from appearances, Toby was by no means in 
a huny to open the conversation. , At first, the Jew con- 
tented himself with patiently watching Jiis countenance, as if 
v° from its expression some clue to the intelligence he 
bought ; but m vain He looked tired and worn, but there 
was the same complacent repose upon his features that they 
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always wore ' and through dirt, and beaid, and whisker,* there 
still shone, unimpaired, the self satisfied smirk of flash Toby 
Craclat Then, the Jew, m an agony of impatience, watched 
every morsel he put into his mouth , pacing up and down 
the room, meanwhile, m irrepressible excitement It was all 
of no use Toby continued to eat with the utmost outward" 
indifference, until he could eat no more , then, ordering thl J 1 
Dodger out, he closed the door, mixed a glass of spirits and 
water, and composed himself for talking 
“ First and foremost, Faguey,” said Toby 
“Yes, yes,” interposed the Jew, drawing up his chair 
Mr Crackit stopped to take a draught of spirits and water, 
and to declare that the gm was excellent , then placing his 
feet against the low mantelpiece, so as to bring his boots to 
about the level of his eye, he quietly resumed, 

“First and foremost, Faguey/' said the housebreaker, 
“how’s Bill 9 ” 

“What screamed the Jew, starting from his seat 

“ Why, you don’t mean to say ” began Toby, turning 

pale 

“ Mean 1 ” cried the Jew, stamping furiously on the ground^ 
“ Where are they ? Sikes and the boy * Where are they ; ' 
Where have they been? Wheie aie they hiding? Why 
have they not been here ? ” 

“The crack failed,” said Toby, famtly 
“I know it,” replied the Jew, tearing a newspaper from 
his pocket and pomtmg to it “ What more ? ” 

“They fired and hit the boy We cut over the fields at 
the back, with him between us— straight as the crow flies — - 
through hedge and ditch They gave chase Damme f the 
whole country was awake, and the dogs upon us.” 

“ The boy ! ” 

“ Bill had him on Ins back, and scudded like the wind 
We stopped to take him between us , his head hung down, 
and he was cold They were close upon our heels, e^ery 
man for himself, and each from the gallows 1 We pnrtecj.- 
company, and left the youngster lying m a ditch Alive or 
dead, that’s all I know about him ” 

The J ew stopped to hear no more , but uttering a loud 
yell, and twining his hands in his hair, rushed from the 
100m, and from the house - , 



CHAPTER XXVI 


IK WHICH A MYSTERIOUS CHARACTER APPEARS UPON THE 
SCENE ; AND MANY THINGS, INSEPARABLE FROM THIS 
HISTORY, ARE DONE AND PERFORMED 

The old man had gamed the street comer, before he began 
to recover the effect of Toby Crackit’s intelligence He had 
relaxed nothing of his unusual speed , but was still pressing 
onward, in the same wild and disordered mannei, when the 
sudden dashing past of a carriage : and a boisterous cry 
from the foot passengers, who saw his danger, drove him 
back upon the pavement Avoiding, as much as possible, all 
|he main streets, and skulking only through the byways and 
alleys, he at length emerged on Snow Hill. Heie he walked 
even faster than before , nor did he linger until he had again 
turned into a court , when, as if conscious that he was now 
in his proper element, he fell into Ins usual shuffling pace, 
and seemed to breathe more freely. 

Near to the spot on which Snow Hill and Holbom Hill 
meet, there opens, upon the right hand as you come out of 
the City, a narrow and dismal alley leading to Saffron Hill 
In its filthy shops are exposed for sale huge bunches of 
second-hand silk handkerchiefs, of all sizes and patterns , for 
here reside the traders who purchase them from pickpockets 
Hyndreds of these handkerchiefs hang dangling fiom pegs 
outside the windows or flaunting from the door-posts , and 
the shelves, within, are piled with them Confined as the 
■^nnits of Field Lane are, it has its barber, its coffee-shop, 
its beer-shop, and its fried-fish warebousej It is a commei cial 
colony of itself the emporium of petty larceny • visited at 
early morning, and setting-in of dusk, by silent merchants, 
Bho traffic in dark hack-parlours, and who go as strangely 
as they coma Here, the clothesman, the shoe-vamper, and 
the rag-merchant, display theii goods, as sign-boards to the 
Petty thief ; -here, stores of old iron and bones, and heaps of 
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mildewy fragments of woollen stuff and linen, rust and rot 
m the gnmy cellars 

It was into this place that the Jew turned He was well 
known to the sallow denizens of the lane , for such of them 
as were on the look-out to buy 01 sell, nodded, familiarly, 
as he passed along He leplied to their salutations in the 
same way , but bestowed no closer recognition until hd£* 
leached the furtliei end of the alley , when he stopped, to 
address a salesman of small stature, who had squeezed 
as much of his peison into a child’s chair as the chair 
would hold, and was smoking a pipe at Ins warehouse 
dooi 

“Why, the sight of you, Mr Fagm, would cure the 
hoptalmy f ” said this respectable trader, m acknowledgment 
of the Jew’s inquiry after his health 

“The neighbourhood was a little too hot, Lively,” said 
Fagm, elevating his eyebrows, and ciossmg his hands upon 
his shoulders 

“Well, I’ve heerd that complaint of it, once or twice 
before,” repbed the trader , “ but it soon cools down again , 
don’t you find it so ? 99 

Fagm nodded m the affirmative. Pointing in the direction 
of Saffron Hill, he inquired whether any one was up yonder 
to night 

“ At the Cripples ? 99 inquired the man. 

The Jew nodded , 

“Let me see,” pursued the merchant, leflectmg “Yes, 
there s some half dozen of ’em gone in r that L knows I don’t 
think your friend’s there ” 

‘Sikes is not, I suppose?” inquired the Jew, with a dis 
appointed countenance 

“Won uhocntus , as the lawyers say,” leplied the little man, 
shaking his head, and looking amazingly si} “Have you 
got anything m my line tonight?” 

Nothing tonight, said the Jew, turning awjiy* 

“Are you going up to the Cripples, Fagm?” cued the 
little man, calling after him “Stop I I don’t Hand 1 f 
I have a drop there with you!” 

But as the Jew, looking hack, waved hiskand to intimate 
that he preferred being alone , and, moreover, as the Jittle man 
could not \ery easily disengage himself from the chair, the 
sign of the Cripples was, for a time, bereft of the advantage 
of Mr Li’s ely s presence. By the time he had got upon Ins 
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legs, the Jew had disappeared , so Mr. Lively, after ineffec- 
tually standing on tiptoe, in the hope of catching sight of 
him, again forced himself into the little chair, and, exchang- 
ing a shake of the head with a lady m the opposite shop, in 
which doubt and mistrust were plainly mingled, resumed his 
pipe with a grave demeanour. 

The Three Cripples, or rather the Cripples which was 
the sign by which the establishment was familiarly known 
to its patrons was the public-house in which Mi. Sikes and 
his dog have alieady figured Merely making a sign to 
a man at the bar, Fagm walked straight up stairs, and open- 
ing the door of a room, and softly insinuating himself into 
the cliambei looked anxiously about shading his eyes with 
his hand, ns if in search of some particular person 

The room was illuminated by two gas-lights , the glare 
of which was prevented by the barred shutters, and closely- 
drawn curtains of faded red, from bemg visible outside 
The ceiling was blackened, to prevent its colour from bemg 
injured by the flaimg of the lamps , and the place was so 
full of dense tobacco smoke, that at first it was scarcely 
ipossible to discern anything moie. By degrees, however, as 
some of it cleared away through tbo open door, an assemblage 
of beads, as confused as the noises that greeted the ear, 
might be made out , and as the eye grew more accustomed 
to the scene, the spectator gradually became aware of the 
presence of a numerous company, male and female, ciowded 
round a long table at the uppei end of which, sat a chair- 
man with a hammer of office in his hand , while a professional 
gentleman, with a bluish nose, and his face tied up for the 

benefit of a toothache, presided at a jingling piano m a remote 
corner. 


As Fagm stepped softly m, the piofessional gentleman 
running over the keys by way of pi elude, occasioned a general 
cry of order for a song , which, having subsided, a youne ladv 
proceeded to entertain the company with a ballad in foui 
^erses, between each of which the accompany xst played the 
j^yaU through aS loud 38 he could ^ Vh en . this was 
Ch « rman gave XL a aftei which, the pro- 

0n ch£urman ’ s «ght and left volun- 
teered a duet, and sang it, with gieat applause. 

prlm^fi CU £ 0US t0 ° b !l rTe 60me faces "-Inch stood out 
ES $ froni among the group There was the chairman 
unself, (the landlord of the house,) a coarse, rough, heavy 
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built fellow, who, while the songs were proceeding, rolled his 
eyes hither and thither, and, seeming to give himself up to 
joviality, had an eye for everything that was done, and an 
ear for everything that was said — and sharp ones, too Near 
him were the singers receiving, with professional indif- 
ference, the compliments of the company, and applying 
themselves, in turn, to a dozen proffered glasses of spirits and 
water, tendered by their more boisterous adnnrers , whose 
countenances, expressive of almost every vice m almost every 
grade, irresistibly attracted the attention, by their very repul- 
siveness, Cunning, ferocity, and drunkenness m all its 
stages, were there, m their strongest aspects , and women 
some with the last lingering tinge of their early freshness 
almost fading as you looked others with every mark and 
stamp of their sex utterly beaten out, and presenting but one 
loathsome blank of profligacy and crime , some mere girls, 
others but young women, and none past the prime of life , 
formed the daikest and saddest portion of this dreary 
picture 

Fagin, troubled by no giave emotions, looked eagerly from 
face to face while these proceedings were in progress , but^ 
apparently without meeting that of which he was in search 
Succeeding, at length, m catching the eye of the man who 
occupied the chan, he beckoned to him s li ghtly, and left 
the room, as quietly as he had entered ih 

“ What can I do for you, Mr* Fagin ? ” inquired the man, 
as he followed him out to the landing “ Won’t you join 
us ? They’ll be delighted, every one of ’em.” 

The Jew shook Ins head impatientiv, and said m a whisnei 
“ Is he here ? ” ^ 

“ No,” replied the man 

“And no ne^\s of Barney? ” inquired Fagira 
“ None,” replied the landlord of the Cripples , for it was 
he He won’t stir till it’s all safe Depend on it, they’re 
on the scent down there , and that if he moved, he’d blow 
upon the thing at once He’s all right enough, Barney is, 
else I should have heard of him I’ll pound it, that Barney’s 
managing properly Let him alone for that ” 

11 Will he be here to-night ? ” asked the Jew, laying the 
same emphasis on the pronoun as before 

“ Monks, do you mean g ’’inquired the landlord, hesitating 
“ Hush ! ” said the Jew “ Yes ” 

u Certain,” replied the man, drawing a gold watch from 
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his fob ; “ I expected him here before now. If you’ll wait 
ten minutes, he’ll be ” 

“ No, no,” said the Jew, hastily ; ns though, however 
desirous he might be to see the person in question, he was 
nevertheless relieved by his absence. “ Tell him I came here 
to see him ; and that he must come to me to-night No, 
say to-morrow. As he is not here, to-morrow will be time 
enough ” 

“ Good ! ” said the man ‘ Nothing more k? ” 

“ Not a word now,” said the Jew, descendmg the stairs 

“ I say,” said the other, lookmg over the rails, and speaking 
m a hoarse whisper , “ what a time this would be for a sell 1 
I’ve got Phil Barker here * so drunk, that a boy might take 
him ” 

“ Aha ! But it’s not Phil Barker’s time,” said the Jew, 
lookmg up ‘’Phil has something more to do, before we 
can afford to part with him ; so go back to the company, 
my dear, and tell them to lead merry lives — while they last. 
Ha 1 ha ! ha * ” 

The landlord reciprocated the old man’s laugh , and 
returned to his guests. The Jew was no sooner alone, 
than his countenance resumed its former expression of 
anxiety and thought. After a brief reflection, he called 
a hack cabriolet, and bade the man drive towards Bethnal 
Green He dismissed him within some quarter of a mile of 
Mr Sikes’s residence, and performed the short remainder of 
the distance on foot 

“ Now,” muttered the Jew, as he knocked at the door, “ if 
there is any deep play here. I shall have it out of you, my 
girl, cunning as you are.” 

She was in her room, the woman said. Fagin crept softly 
up stairs, and entered it without any previous ceremony 
pie girl was alone ; lying with her head upon the table, and 
her hair straggling over it. 

“She has been drinking,” thought the Jew, coolly “or 
perhaps she is only miserable ” 

The old man turned to close the door, as he made this 
reflection ; the noise thus occasioned, roused the giil She 
eyed his crafty face narrowly, as she inquired whether there 
an Y »ews, and as she listened to his recital of Toby 
Urackit’s story. When it was concluded, she sank into -her 
former attitude, but spoke not a word. She pushed the 
candle impatiently away ; and once or twice as she feverishly 



238 OLIVER TWIST 

changed her position, shuffled her feet upon the giound , but 
this was all 

During the silence, the Jew looked restlessly about the 
room, as if to assure himself that there were no appearances 
of Sikes having covertly returned Apparently satisfied with 
his inspection, he coughed twice 01 thrice, and made as many 
efforts to open a conversation , but the girl heeded him no 
more than if he had been made of stone At length he 
made another attempt , and rubbing his hands togethei, 
said, in his most conciliatory tone, 

u And where should you think Bill was now, my dear ? ” 
The girl moaned out some half intelligible reply, that she 
could not tell , and seemed, from the smothered noise that 
escaped hei, to be crying 

“And the boy, too,” said the Jew, straining his eyes to 
catch a glimpse of her face “ Poor leetle child! Left in 
a ditch, Nance , only think 1 ” 

“The child,” said the girl, suddenly looking up, “is better 
where he is, than among us , and if no harm comes to Bill 
from it, X hope he lies dead in the ditch, and that his young 
bones may lot theie ” 

“What f ” cued the Jew, in amazement 
“ Ay, I do,” returned the girl, meeting his gaza “ I shall 
be glad to have him away from my eyes, and to know that 
the worst is ovei I can’t bear to have him about me The 
sight of him turns me against myself, and all of you ” 

“ Pooh ! ” said the Jew, scornfully “ You’re drunk ” 

“ Am I ? ” cued the girl, bitterly “ It’s no fault of yours, 
if I am not ! You’d never have me anything else, if you had 
your AVI II, except now , — the humour doesn’t suit you, 
doesn’t it ? ” 

“ No 1 ” rejoined the Jew, furiously * It does not 99 
“ Change it, then ! ’ responded the girl, with a laugh 
“ Change it ! ” exclaimed the Jew, exasperated beyond all 
bounds by his companion’s unexpected obstinacy, and the 
vexation of the night, “ I will change it T Listen to me, 
you drab Listen to me, who with six words, can strangle 
Sikes as surely as if I had his bull’s throat between my 
fingers now If he comes back, and leaves the boy behind 
him , if he gets off free, and dead or alive, fails to restoie 
him to me , murder him yourself if you would have him 
escape Jack Ketch And do it the moment he sets foot in 
this room, or mind me, it will be too late 1 ” 
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FAGIN JIAD WITH RAGE 

“ WLnt is alKlns 0 ” cned the girl in\ oluntanly 
“What is it 9 ” pursued Fagin, mad with rage. “When 
the hoy’s worth hundreds of pounds to me, am I to lose 
what chance threw me m the way of getting safely, through 
the whims of a drunken gang that I could whistle away the 
dives of! And me hound, too, to a bom devil that only 
vwants the will, and has the power to, to 

Pantmg for bieath, the old man stammeied for a word , 
and in that instant checked the torrent of his wrath, and 
changed his whole demeanour. A moment before, his 
clenched hands had grasped the air ; his eyes had dilated , and 
his face grown livid with passion ; but now, he shrunk into 
a chair, and, cowering togethei, trembled with the appre- 
hension of having himself disclosed some hidden villany. 
After a short silence, he ventured to look round at his 
companion He appeared somewhat reassuied, on beholding 
her in the same listless attitude from which he had fiist 
roused her. 

“ Fancy, dear ’ ” croaked the Jew, in lus usual voice “ Did 
you mind me, dear ? ” 

i “Don’t worry me now, Fagin ! ’ replied the gill, laising 
her head languidly ‘ If Bill has not done it this time he 
will 'another He has done many a good job for you, and 
will do many more w hen he can , and when * he can’t he 
v on’t ; so no more about that ” 

“Regarding this boy, my deal?” said the Jew 7 , rubbing 
the palms of his hands nervously togethei 
“ The boy must take his chance with the rest,” interrupted 
Raney, hastily , “ and I say again, I hope he is dead, and 
out of harm’s way, and out of yours — that is, if Bill comes 
to no harm And if Toby got clear off, Bill’s pretty 7 sure 
to be safe ; for Bill’s worth two of Toby any time ” 

* And about what I was saying, my deal ? ” observed the 
Jew, keeping his glistening eye steadily upon hei 

“You must say it all over again if it’s anything you want 
ifme to do,” rejoined Fancy ; “ and if it is, you had better 
wait till to-morrow. You put me up for a minute ; but 
now I’m stupid again ” ,, , , 

Fagin put several other questions : all wnth the same drift 
of ascertaining whether the girl had profited by his unguarded 
hints , but, she answeied them so readily, and was withal so 
utterly unmoved by his searching looks, that his original 
impression of her being more than a (trifle in .liquor, was 
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confirmed Nancy, indeed, was not exempt from a failing 
which was very common among the J ew’s female pupils , 
and m which, m their tenderer years, they were rather 
encouraged than checked Her disordered appearance, and 
a wholesale perfume of Geneva which pervaded the apartment, 
afforded strong confirmatory evidence of the justice of the. 
Jew’s supposition, and when, after indulging m the tern 1 
porary display of violence above described, she subsided, first 
into dulness, and afterwards into a compound of feelings 
under the influence of which she shed tears one minute, and 
in the next gave utterance to various exclamations of 
“ Never say die 1 ” and divers calculations as to what might 
be the amount of the odds so long as a lady or gentleman 
was happy, Mr Fagin, who had had considerable experience 
of such matters in his time, saw, wuth great satisfaction, that 1 
she was very fai gone indeed 

Having eased his mind by this discovery , and having 
accomplished his twofold object of imparting to the girl 
what he had, that night, heal'd, and of ascertaining, with his 
own eyes, that Sikes had not returned, Mr Fagin again turned 
his face homeward leaving his young friend asleep, with he& 
head upon the table 

It was within an hour of midnight The weather being 
dark, and piercing cold, he had no gieat temptation to loitei 
The sharp wind that scoured the streets, seemed to have 
cleared them of passengers, as of dust and mud, for few people 
were abroad, and they were to all appearance hastening fast 
home It blew from the right quarter for the Jew, however, 
and straight before it he went trembling, and shivering, as 
every fresh gust drove him rudely on his way 

He had reached the corner of his own street, and was 
already fumbling in his pocket for the door-key, when a 
dark figure emerged from a projecting entrance which lay 
m deep shndou , and, crossing the road, glided up to hun 
unperceived 

u Fagin I ” whispered a voice close to his ear 

“ Ah 1 the Jew, turning quickly round, “ is that ” 

il Yes ! 1 interrupted the stranger u I have been linger- 
ing here these two hours Where the devil have vou 
been?” * 

u On your business, my dear,” replied the Jew, glancing 
uneasily at Ins companion, and slackening his pace as he 
spoke “ On your business all night ” 
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“ Oh, of course ! ’ said the stranger, with a sneer. “ Well , 
and what’s come of it ? ” 

“Nothing good,” said the Jew. 

“Nothing bad, I hope ? ” said the stranger, stopping short, 
and turning a startled look on his companion. 

•a The Jew shook his head, and was about to reply, when 
me stranger, interrupting him, motioned to the house, before 
which they had by this time arrived • remarking, that he had 
better say what he had got to say, under cover for his blood 
was chilled with standing about so long, and the wind blew 
through him, 

Fagin looked as if he could have willingly excused himself 
from taking home a visitor at that unseasonable hour ; and, 
indeed, muttered something about having no fire ; but his 
companion repeating his request m a peremptory manner 
he unlocked the dooi, and requested him to close it softly, 
while he got a light. 

“ Its as dark as the grave,” said the man, groping forward 
a few steps “ Make haste ! ” 

“Shut the door,” whispered Fagin from the end of the 
passage As he spoke, it closed with a loud noise 

“That wasn’t my doing,” said the other man, feeling his 
way “ The wind blew it to, or it shut of its own accord : 
one or the other. Look sharp with the light, or I shall 
knock my brains out against something m this confounded 
hole.” 

Fagm stealthily descended the kitchen stairs. After a 
short absence, he returned with a lighted candle, and the 
intelligence that Toby Crackit was asleep in the back room 
below, and that the boys were in the front one. Beckoning 
the man to follow him, be led the way up stairs, 

“We can say the few words we’ve got to say m here, my 
dear,” said the Jew, throwing open a door on the first floor , 
and as there are holes m the shutters, and we never show’ 
hghts to our neighbours, we’ll set the candle on the stairs 
¥mere ! ” 

With those words, the Jew, stooping down, placed the 
candle on an upper flight of stairs, exactly opposite to the 
room door. This done, he led the way, into the apartment , 
'rnicb was destitute of all moveables save a broken arm- 
• > and an old couch or sofa without covering, which 

stood behind the door Upon this piece of furniture, the 
stranger sat himself with the air of a weary man , and the 
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Jew, , drawing up the arm chair opposite, they sat facO to 
face. It was not quite daik , the door was paitially ojien,, 
and the candle outside, threw a feeble reflection on the 
opposite walL 

They conversed foi some time m whispers Though 
nothing of the conversation was distinguishable beyond a fe\£ ( 
disjointed Words here and there, a listener might easily haw 
perceived that Fagin appeared to be defending himself against 
some remarks of the stranger , and that the latter was m 
a state of considerable irritation They might have been 
talkmg, thus, foi a quarter of an houi or more, when Monks 
-■—by which name the Jew had designated the strange man 
several times m the course of then colloquy — said,; raising 
his voice a little, i 

“I tell you again, it was badly planned Why not have 
kept him here among the rest, and made a sneaking, smvell 
mg pickpocket of him at once? ” 

“Only hear hmi f ” etclaimed the Jew, shrugging his 
shoulders 

“Why, do you mean to say you couldn't have done it, if 
you had chosen ? ” demanded Monks, sternly “ Hai en’t yo& 
done it, with other boys, scores of times ? If you had had 
patience for a twelvemonth, at most, couldn’t you have got 
him convicted, and sent safely out of the kingdom , perhaps 
foi life 9 ” 

“ Whose turn would that have served, my deal ? ” inquired 
the Jew humbly 

“ Mine,” replied Monks 

“ But not mine,” said the Jew, submissrvely “He might 
liaie become of use to me When there areitWo parties 
to a baigain, it is only reasonable that the interests of both 
should be consulted , is it, my good fnend ? ” 

“ 'What then 9 ” demanded Monks 

“I saw it was not easy to tram him to the business,” 
replied the Jew, “he was not like othei boys in the same 
circumstances ” \ 

“ Curse him, no ! ” muttered the man, “ or he would have 
been a thief, long ago ” 

“I had mo hold upon him to make him worse.” pursued 
the Jew, anxiously watching the countenance of his com- 
panion. “ His hand was not in I had nothing to frighten 
him with , which we always must have in the beginning, dr 
we labour in vain What could I do? Send him out with 
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the Dodgei and Charley ? We had enough of that, at first, 
my dear ; I trembled for us all. ’ 

“ That was not my doing,” observed Monks. 

“No, no, my dearl” renewed the Jew. “And I don’t 
quarrel with it now , because, if it had never happened, you 
fright never have clapped eyes upon the boy to notice him, 
h5d so led to the discovery that it was him you were looking 
for Well I I got him back for you by means of the girl ; 
and then she begins to favour him ” 

“ Throttle the girl 1 ” said Monks, impatiently. 

“Why, we can’t afford to do that just now, my deal,” 
replied the Jew, smiling , “and, besides, that sort of thing 
is not in our way , or, one of these days, I might be glad 
to have it done I know what these girls aie, Monks, well. 
As soon as the boy begins to harden, she’ll care no more 
for him, than for a block of wood You want him made 
a thief If he is alive, I can make him one from this time , 
and if — if — ” said the Jew, diawmg neaiei to the other, — 
“ it’s not likely, mind,— but if the worst comes to the worst, 
and he is dead—” 

*“Ifs no fault of mine if he is’” mteiposed the other 
man, with a look of terror, and clasping the Jew s arm with 
trembling hands. “Mind that, Fagm ' I had no hand in 
it Anything but his death, I told you from the first I 
wmi’t shed blood , it's always found out, and haunts a man 
besides. If they shot him dead, I was not the cause , do you 
hear me? Five this infernal den ’ What’s that? ” 

“Whatl” cried the Jew, grasping the coward lound the 
body, with both arms, as he sprung to his feet “ Wheie ? ” 
“Yonder ’ ” replied the man, glaring at the opposite wall 
The shadow ’ I saw the shadow of a woman, m a clonk 
and bonnet, pass along the wainscot hke a breath ! ” 

The Jew released his hold, and they rushed tumultuously 
from the room. The candle, wasted by the draught was 
standing where it had been placed It showed them' only 
!r- empty staircase, and their own white faces. They 
housT* mtently a P rofound Sld e n ce reigned throughout the 

. Jbs your fancy,” said the Jew, taking up the light and 
smiling to his companion 

k.!!’! 1 E ' , J K,r 1 "j™ ’ i e r M MoIlks - trembling. “Itwas 
when 1 I spoke, 
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The Jew glanced contemptuously at the pale face of his 
associate, and, telling him he could follow, if he pleased, 
ascended the stairs. They looked mto all the rooms , they 
were cold, bare, and empty They descended mto the 
passage, and thence into the cellars below The green damp 
hung upon the low walls , the tracks of the snail and slu* 
glistened in the light of the candle , but all was still 
death 

“What do you think now?” said the Jew, when they had 
regamed the passage. “Besides ourselves, there's not a 
creatuie in the house except Toby and the boys , and they're 
safe enough. See here 1 ” 

As a proof of the fact, the Jew drew forth two keys from 
his pocket , and explained that when he first went down 
stairs, her had locked them in, to prevent any intrusion on 
the conference 

This accumulated testimony effectually staggered Mr 
Monks. His protestations had gradually become less and less 
vehement as they proceeded in their seaich without making 
any discovery , and, now, he gave vent to several very grim 
laughs, and confessed it could only have been his excif^J 
imagination He declined any renewal of the conversation, 
however, for that night suddenly remembering that it was 
past one o'clock. And so the amiable couple parted 



CHAPTER XXVH 


ATONES FOE THE UNPOLITENESS OF A FORMER CHAPTER ; 
WHICH DESERTED A LADY, MOST UNCEREMONIOUSLY 

As it ■would be by no means seemly m a bumble authoi 
to keep so mighty a personage as a beadle waiting, with his 
back to the fire, and the skirts of his coat gathered up under 
his arms, until such time as it might suit his pleasure to 
relieve him ; and as it would still less become his station, 01 
his gallantry, to involve m the same neglect a lady on whom 
that beadle had looked with an eye of tenderness and affection, 
and in whose ear he had whispered sweet words, which, 
c-immg from such a quarter, might well thrill the bosom of 
maid or matron of whatsoever degree , the historian whose 
pen traces these words — trusting that he knows his place, 
and that he entertains a becoming reverence for those upon 
earth to whom Ingh and important authority is delegated— 
hastens to pay them that respect which their position 
demands, and to treat them with all that duteous ceremony 
which their exalted rank, and (by consequence) great virtues, 
imperatively claim at his hands. Towards this end indeed, 
he had purposed to introduce, in tins place, a dissertation 
touching the di\ me right of beadles and elucidative of the 
position, that a beadle can do no wrong which could not 
fad to have been both pleasurable and profitable to the right- 
minded reader, but which he is unfortunately compelled, by 
want of time and space, to postpone to some more convenient 
ifed fitting opportunity , on the arrival of which, he will be 
prepared to show, that a beadle properly constituted . that is 
to say, a parochial beadle, attached to a parochial workhouse, 
and attending m his official capacity the parochial church • 
m n gW mid virtue of lus office, possessed of all the excel- 
lences and best qualities of humanity ; and that to none of 
rnose excellences, can. mere companies’ beadles, or court-of- 
mw beadles, or even chapel-of-ease beadles (save the last and 
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they m a very lowly and infenoi degree), lay the remotest 
sustainable claim 

Mr Bumble had re-counted the tea-spoons, re-weighed the 
sugar tongs, made a closer inspection of the milk pot, and 
ascei tamed to a nicety the exact condition of the furniture, 
down to the very horse ban seats of the chan’s , and had 
lepeated each piocess full half a dozen tunes , before he beg^l 
to think that it was time for Mrs Comey to leturn Think 
mg begets thinking, as there were no sounds of Mrs. 
Comey’s approach, it occuired to Mr Bumble that it would 
be an innocent and virtuous way of spendmg the time, if he 
weie further to allay his curiosity by a cursory glance at the 
interior of Mi's Comey’s chest of drawers 

Havmg listened at the keyhole, to assuie himself that 
nobody was approaching the chamber, Mr Bumble, beginning 
at the bottom, proceeded to make himself acquainted with 
the contents of the three long drawers which, being filled 
with various garments of good fashion and textuie, carefully 
preserved between two layers of old newspapers, speckled 
with dried lavender seemed to yield him exceeding satisfac- 
tion Arriving, in course of time, at the nght-hand corqfr 
drawer (m which was the key), and beholding therein^ 
small padlocked box, which, being shaken, gave forth 
a pleasant sound, as of the chinking of coin, Mr Bumble 
returned with a stately walk to the fireplace , and, resuming 
Ins old attitude, said, with a giave and determined air, “I’ll 
do it } 99 He followed up this remaikable declaration, by 
shaking Ins head in a waggish manner foi ten minutes, as 
though he vere remonstrating with himself for being such 
a pleasant dog , and then, he took a view of Ins legs in profile, 
vith much seeming pleasure and interest 

He was still placidly engaged in this latter survey when 
Mrs Comey, hurrying mto the room, threw herself, in 
a breathless state, on a chan by the fiieside, and covering 
her eyes with one hand, p]aced the other over liei heart, and 
gasped for breath j 

u Corney,” said Mr Bumble, stooping over the matron, 
'what is this, ma’am 9 Has anything happened, ma’am? 
Pray answer me , I’m on — on — ” Mr Bumble, in his alarm, 
could not immediately think of the word “tenterhooks,” so 
he said “ broken bottles ” 

a Oh, Mi Bumble 1 M cned the lady, “I ha\e been so 
dreadfull) put out 1 ” 
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“ Put out, ma’am f ’ exclaimed Mr Bumble, “who has 
dared to — ? I know ! ” said Mr Bumble, checking himself 
with native majesty, “ this is them wicious paupers t ” 

“ Its dreadful to think of ' ” said the lady, shuddering 
“ Then don t think of it, ma’am, ’ rejoined Mr. Bumble. 

\ “I can’t help it,” whimpered the lady, 
v “Then take somethmg, ma’am ” said Mi Bumble sooth- 
mgly “ A little of the wine ? ’ 

“ Not for the world * ” replied Mis, Corney. “ I couldn t 
—oh ! The top shelf in the right-hand comer — oh I ” Uttei- 
mg these words, the good lady pointed, distraotedly, to the 
cupboard, and underwent a conviilsiOn fiom internal spasms 
Mr Bumble mshed to the closet , and, snatching a pint 
green-glass bottle from the shelf thus incoherently indicated, 
filled a tea-cup with its contents, and held it to the lady’s lips 
“ I’m better now, ’ said Mis. Comey, falling back, aftei 
chinking half of it. 

Mr Bumble raised his eyes piously to the ceiling m thank- 
fulness , and, bringing them down agam to the bnm of the 
cup, lifted it to Ins nose , 


Peppermint, ’ exclaimed Mrs. Corney, 111 a famt voice, 
smiling gently on the beadle as she spoke “Try it ! There s 
a little — a little somethmg else m it. ’ 

Mr' Bumble tasted the medicine with a doubtful look 
smacked his bps , took another taste , and put the cup 
down empty 

“ It's very comforting,” said Mrs. Corney. 

“Very much so indeed, ma’am, ’ said the beadle , As he 
spoke, he drew a chair beside the matron and tenderly 
inquired what had happened to distress her 

“Nothing,” replied Mrs. Comey. “I am a foolish, ex- 
citable, weak creetur ” 

“Not weak, ma’am,” retorted Mr. Bumble, drawing hj s 
chair a little closer. “Are you a weak creetur, Mrs Corney?' 

“We are all weak creeturs,” said Mrs. Comey, laying 
•jjown a general principle 

“ So we are, ’ said the beadle. 

Nothing was said, on either side, for a minute or two 
atterwnrds By the expiration of that time, Mr. Bumble 
nad illustrated the position by removing his left arm from 
the back of Mrs. Comey’s chair, where it had previously 

3 \ to , Mrs Comey’s apron-string, round .which it 
gradually became entwined,. 
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“We are all weak ereeturs,” said Mr Bumble. 

Mrs. Comey sighed 

“ Don't sigh, Mrs. Comey,” said Mr Bumble 
“ I can't help it,” said Mrs. Comey And she sighed 
again 

“ This is a very comfortable room, ma’am,” said Mr 
Bumble, looking round “ Another room, and this, ma’a n£ 
would be a complete thing ” 

“It would be too much for one,” murmured the lady 
“But not for two, ma'am,” rejoined Mr Bumble, liLsoft 
accents “Eh, Mrs. Corney?” 

Mrs Corney diooped her head, when the beadle said this, 
the beadle drooped his, to get a view of Mrs Conley’s face. 
Mrs Corney, with great propriety, turned her head away, 
and released her hand to get at her pocket-handkerchief, 
but insensibly replaced it in that of Mr Bumble 

“The board allow you coals, don’t they, Mrs. Comey?” 
inquired the beadle, affectionately pressing her hand 

“And candles,” replied Mrs. Corney, slightly returning 
the pressure 

“Coals, candles, and house-rent free,” said Mr Bumble 
“ Oh, Mrs Corney, what a Angel you are ! ” 

The lady was not proof against this burst of feeling She 
sank into Mr Bumble’s arms, and that gentleman in Ins 
agitation, imprinted a passionate kiss upon her chaste 
nose 

“Such porochial perfection!” exclaimed Mr Bumble, 
rapturously “You know that Mr Slout is worse to-night, 
my fascinator ? ” 

“Yes,” replied Mrs Corney, bashfully 
“ He can’t live a week, the doctor says,” pursued Mr 
Bumble u He is the master of this establishment , his 
death will cause a wacancy that wacancy must be filled up 
Oh, Mrs Corney, what a prospect this opens l What a op- 
portunity for a jming of hearts and housekeepings I ” 

Mrs. Corney sobbed 

“The little woid?” said Mr Bumble, bending over the 
bashful beauty “ The one little, little, little word, my 
blessed Comey ? ” , 

“ Ye— ye— yes 1” sighed out the matron 
“ One more,” pursued the beadle , (i compose your darling 
feelings for only one more When is it to come off ? ” 

Mrs. Corney twice essayed to speak and twice failed At 
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length summoning up courage, she tlnevr her arms round 
Mr. Bumble’s neck, and said, it might be as soon as ever he 
pleased, and that he was a irresistible duck.” 

Matters bemg thus amicably and satisfactorily arranged 
the contract was solemnly ratified in another teacupful of 
^ie peppermint mixtuie , which was lendered the more 
' accessary, by the flutter and agitation of the lady’s spirits 
While it was liemg disposed of, she acquainted Mr. Bumble 
with the old w Oman's decease t 

Very good ’’said that gentleman, sipping his peppermint , 
“ I’ll call at Sowerberry’s as I go home, and tell him to send 
to morrow morning Was it that as frightened you, love 9 ” 

“ It wasn t anything particular, dear,” said the lady, 
evasively 

“It must have been something, love," urged Mr Bumble 
* Won’t you tell your own B 9 ” 

“ Mot now ” rejoined the lady ; “ one of these days After 
we’re married dear.” 

“ After we’re married 1 ” exclaimed Mi Bumble “ It 
wasn’t any impudence from any of them male paupers 

4 ®' ” 

“ No, no, love ' ” interposed the lady, hastily 

“If I thought it was,” continued Mi Bumble ; “ if 
I thought as any one of ’em had dared to lift Ins wulgai 
eyes to that lovely countenance ” 

“They wouldn’t have dared to do it, love,” responded the 
lady 

“They had better not!” said Mr Bumble, clenching his 
fist “ Let me see any man, porochial or extra-poroehial, as 
would presume to do it , and I can tell him that he wouldn’t 
do it a second time 1 ” 

TJnembellished by any violence of gesticulation, this might 
nave seemed no very high compliment to the lady’s charms , 
but, as Mr Bumble accompanied the threat with many 
'rcuriike gestures, she was much touched with this proof of 
-iis devotion, and protested, with great admiration, that he 
was indeed a dove / 

The dove then turned up his coat-collar, and put on his 
cocked hot , and, having exchanged a long and 1 affectionate 

hlS future P artner > once agam braved the 
cow wind of the night : merely pausmg. for a few minutes, 
m the paupers’ ward, to abuse them a little, with the 
of satisfying himself that he could fill the office of 
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workhouse-master with needful aceibity Assured of his 
qualifications, Mi Bumble left the building with a light 
heart, and bright visions of his future promotion which 
served to occupy his mmd until he reached the shop of the 
undertakei 

Now, Mi and Mrs. Sowerberry having gone out to te* 
and supper and Noah Claypole not being at any tm£j 
disposed to take upon himself a greatei amount of physical 
exertion than is necessary to a convement performance of 
the two functions of eating and drinking, the shop was not 
closed, although it was past the usual houi of shutting-up 
Mr Bumble tapped with his cane on the counter several 
times , but, attracting no attention, and beholding a light 
shming through the glass wmdow of the little parlour at the 
back of the shop, he made bold to peep m and see what was 
going forward , and when he saw what was going forward, 
he was not a little surprised 

The cloth was laid for supper, the table was covered with 
bread and buttei, plates and glasses , a porter-pot and a wune- 
bottle At the uppei end of the table, Mr Noah Claypole 
lolled negligently in an easy chair, with his legs thrown ov# 
one of the arms an open clasp-knife in one hand, and 
a mass of buttered bread m the othei Close beside 1 him 
stood Chailotte, opening oysters from a barrel which 
Mr Claypole condescended to swallow, with remarkable 
avidity A more than ordinary ledness in the region of the 
young gentleman’s nose, and a kind of fixed wink in his 
light eye, denoted that he w r as m a slight degree intoxicated , 
these symptoms were confirmed by the intense rehsh wnth 
which lie took his oysters, for which nothing but a strong 
appreciation of their cooling properties, m cases of internal 
fever, could have sufficiently accounted 

14 Here’s a delicious fat one, Noah, dear ! ” said Charlotte, 
“ tiy him, do , only this one ” 

u What n delicious thing is a oyster I ” remarked Mr Clay 
pole, after he had swallowed it. u 'WTiat a pity it is, a nunp 
her of ’em should ever make you feel uncomfortable ♦ isn^ 
it, Charlotte ? ” 

“ It’s quite a cruelty,” said Charlotte. 

“So it is,” acquiesced Mr Claypole H A’nt ver fond of 
oysters ? ” 

“ Not o\ermuch,” replied Charlotte. “I like to see you 
eat ’em, Noah dear, bettei than eating ’em myself” 




to CLAYFOLE AS HE APPEARED WHEN HIS MASTER WAS OUT 











OLIVER TWIST 


256 

self under -cover of a compliment The third man brought 
the dispute to a close, most philosophically « 

“111 tell you what it is, gentlemen,” said he, '“we’re all 
afraid ” 

“Speak for yourself, sir/’ said Mr Giles, who was the 
palest of the party 

“So I do,” replied the man “It’s natural and proper 
be afraid, under such circumstances I aim” 

“ So am I,” said Bnttles , “ only there’s no call to tell 
a man he is, so bounceably ” 

These frank admissions softened Mr Giles, who at once 
owned that he was afraid , upon which, they all three faced 
about, and ran back again with the completest unanimity, 
until Mr Giles (who had the shortest wind of the party, 
and was encumbered with a pitchfork) most handsomely 
insisted on stopping, to make an apology for his hastiness 
of speech 

“But it’s wondeiful,” said Mr Giles, when he had ex 
plained, “what a man will do, when his blood is up 
I should have committed murder — I know I should — if 
we’d caught one of them rascals ” j 

As the other two were impressed with a similar presenti 1 
ment , and as their blood, like his, had all gone down 
again , some speculation ensued upon the cause of this 
sudden change m their temperament, 

“ I know what it was,” said Mr Giles , “it was the gate ” 
“I shouldn’t wonder if it was,” exclaimed Bnttles, catch- 
ing at the idea. 

“You may depend upon it,” said Giles, “that that gate 
stopped the flow of the excitement I felt all mine suddenly 
going away, as I was climbing over it.” 

By a remarkable coincidence, the other two had been 
\ lsited with the same unpleasant sensation at that precise 
moment It was quite obvious, therefore, that it was the 
gate , especially as there was no doubt regarding the tome 
at winch the change had taken place, because all three, 
lemembered that they had come in sight of the robbers at 
the instant of its occunence 

This dialogue was held between the two men who had 
surprised the burglars, and a travelling tinker who had been 
sleeping in an outhouse, and who had been roused, together 
with his two mongrel curs, to join in the pursuit Mr Giles 
acted m the double capacity of butler and steward to the 
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old lady of the mansion , Bnttles "was a lad of all- work* 
who, having entered her service a mere child, was treated 
as a promising young boy still, though he was something 
past thirty 

Encouraging each other with such converse as this ; but 
jceepmg very close togethei, notwithstanding, and looking 
apprehensively round, whenever a fresh gust rattled through 
the boughs ; the three men hurried back to a tree, behind 
which they had left their lantern, lest its light should inform 
the thifeves in what direction to fire Catching up the light, 
they made the best of their way home, at a good round 
trot , and long after their dusky forms had ceased to be 
hscemible, the light might have been seen twinkling and 
dancing m the distance, like some exhalation of the damp 
and gloomy atmosphere through which it was swiftly borne 

The air grew colder, as day came slowly on , and the 
mist rolled along the ground like a dense cloud of smoke 
The grass was wet , the pathways, and low places, were all 
nnre and water , the damp breath of an unwholesome wind 
went languidly by, with a hollow moaning Still, Oliver 
^y motionless and insensible on the spot where Sikes had 
ieft him 

Morning drew on apace The air became more sharp and 
piercing, as its first dull hue — the death of night, rathei 
tlinn the birth of day — glimmered faintly in the sky The 
objects which had looked dim and terrible m the darkness, 
grew more and more defined, and gradually resolved into 
their fnimhar shapes The ram came down, thick and 
fast, and pattered noisily among the leafless bushes But 
Oliver felt it not, as it beat against him , for he still lay 
stretched, helpless and unconscious, on his bed of clay. 

At length, a low cry of pain bioke the stillness that 
prevailed ; and uttering it, the boy awoke His left arm, 

udely bandaged m a shawl, hung heavy and useless at his 
nde: the bandage was saturated with blood He was so 
*Veak. that he could scarcely raise himself into a sitting 
posture , when he had done so, he looked feebly round for 
help and groaned with pain. Trembling in every joint, 
from cold and exhaustion he made an effort to stand 
upright; but, shuddenng from head to foot, fell prostrate 
on the ground 

Aftet a short return of the stupor in which he had been 
so long plunged, Olivei : urged by a creeping sickness at his 
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heart, which seemed to warn him that if he lay theie, he 
must surely die got upon his feet, and essayed to >walk 
His head was dizzy, and he staggered to and frq hke 
a drunken man But he kept up, nevertheless, and, with 
his head drooping languidly on his breast, went stumbling 
onward, he knew not whither t 

And now, hosts of bewildering and confused ideas cam? 
crowding on his mind. He seemed to be still walking 
between Sikes and Crackit, who were angrily disputing— for 
the very words they said, sounded m his ears,^and when 
he caught has own attention, as it were, by making some 
violent effort to save himself from falling, he found that 
he was talking to them Then, he was alone with Sikes, 
plodding on as on the previous day , and as shadowy people 
passed them, he felt the robber’s grasp upon his wrist 
Suddenly, he started hack at the repoit of fire-arms, there 
rose into the an, loud cries and shouts, lights gleamed 
before his eyes , all was noise and tumult, as some unseen 
hand bore him huinedly away Through all these rapid 
visions, there ran an undefined, uneasy consciousness of 
pain, which wearied and tormented him incessantly 

Thus he staggered on, creeping, almost mechanically, 
between the bars of gates, or through hedge-gaps \ as they 
came in his way, until he leached a road Here the rain 
began to fall so heavily, that it roused him 

He looked about, and saw that at no great distance there 
'was a house, which perhaps he could reach Pitying his 
condition, they might have compassion on him , and if they 
did not, it would be better, he thought, to die near human 
beings, than in the lonely open fields He summoned up fill 
his strength for one last trial, and bent his faltering steps 
towards it 

As he drew nearer to this house, a feeling came over him 
that he had seen it before He remembered nothing pf its 
details , hut the shape and aspect of the building seemed 
familiar to him ^ 

That garden wall I On the glass inside, he had fallen on 
Ins knees last night, and prayed the two men’s mercy It 
was the \ery house they had attempted to 10b r 

Oliver felt such fear come over him when he recognised 
the place, that, for the instant, he forgot the agony of hi8 
wouhd, and thought only of flight Flight I He could 
scarcely stand and if he were in full possession -of all -thQ 
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best, powers of his slight and youthful frame, whither could 
he fly ? He pushed against the garden-gate ; it was un- 
locked, and swung open on its hinges. He tottered across 
the lawn , climbed the steps ; knocked faintly at the door ; 
and, his whole strength failing him, sunk down against one 
,of the pillars of the little portico 

It happened that about this time, Hr Giles, Bnttles, and 
the tinker, were recruiting themselves, after the fatigues and 
terrors of the night, with tea and sundries, m the kitchen 
Not that it was Mr Giles’s habit to admit to too grent 
familiarity the humbler servants • towards whom it was 
rather his wont to deport himself with a lofty affability, 
which, while it gratified, could not fail to lemmd them of 
his superior position m society But death fires, and bur- 
glary. make all men equals ; so Mr Giles sat with his legs 
stretched out before the kitchen fender, leaning his left arm 
on the table, while, with his right, he illustrated a circum- 
stantial and mmute account of the robbery, to which his 
hearers (but especially the cook and housemaid, who were 
of the party) listened with breathless interest 
"It was about half-past two,” said Mi Giles “or I 
wouldn’t swear that it mightn’t have been a little neaiei 
three, when I woke up, and, turning round in my bed, as it 
might be so, (here Mi Giles turned round m his chair, and 
pulled the corner of the table-cloth over him to imitate bed- 
clothes,) I fancied I heerd a noise ” 

At this point of the narrative the cook turned pale, and 
asked the housemaid to shut the dooi w ho asked Bnttles, 
who asked the tinker, who pietended not to hear 
“ — Heerd a noise,” continued Mr Giles. “I says, at 
first, 1 This is illusion ; ’ and was composing myself off to 
sleep, when I heerd the noise again, distinct ” 

" What sort of a noise ’ ” asked the cook 

‘ A kind of a busting noise,” replied Mr Giles, lookms 
round him ° 


^ More like the noise of powdering a iron bar on 3 
nutmeg-grater,” suggested Bnttles. 

“P ™ s - when Pou heerd it, sir,’ rejoined Mr Giles, 
but, at this tune, it had a busting sound I turned down 
tue clothes ” continued Giles, rolling back the table-cloth, 
sat up m bed ; and listened ” 

“S 6 ... 000 ^ f nd }}™ se T ld simultaneously ejaculated 
and diew their chairs closer together. 
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heart, which seemed to warn him that if he lay there, he 
must surely die got upon his feet, and essayed to walk 
His head was dizzy* and he staggered to and frq like 
a drunken man But he kept up, nevertheless, arid; with 
his head drooping languidly on his breast, went stumbling 
onward, he knew not whither 1 

And now, hosts of bewildering and confused ideas came® 
crowding on his mind He seemed to be still Avalkmg 
between Sikes and Crackit, who were angrily disputing — for 
the very words they said, sounded m his ears, and wheti 
he caught his own attention, as it were, by m along some 
violent effort to save himself from falling, he found that 
he was talking to them. Then, he was alone with Sikes, 
plodding on as on the previous day , and as shadowy people 
passed them, he felt the robber’s grasp upon his wist. 
Suddenly, he started back at the repoit of fire-arms , there 
rose into the air, loud cues and shouts, lights gleamed 
before his eyes , all was noise and tumult, as some unseen 
hand bore him hurriedly away Through all these rapid 
visions, there ran an undefined, uneasy consciousness of 
pam, which wearied and tormented him incessantly , / 

Thus he staggered on, creeping, almost mechanically, 
between the bars of ^ates, or through hedge-gaps > as they 
came in his way, until he reached a road Here the rain 
began to fall so heavily, that it roused him 

He looked about, and saw that at no great distance there 
was a house, which perhaps he could reach Pitying his 
condition, they might have compassion on him , and if they 
did not, it would be bettei, he thought, to die near human 
beings, than in the lonely open fields He summoned up all 
his strength for one last tual, and bent his faltering steps 
towards it 

As he drew nearer to this house, a feeling cam$ over him 
that he had seen it befoie He remembered nothing of its 
details , but the shape and aspect of the building seemed 
familial to him ^ 

That garden wall ! On the grass inside, he had fallen on 
his knees last night, and prayed the two men’s mercy It 
was the very house they had attempted to 10b f, ,1 

Oliver felt such fear come over him when he recognised 
the place, that, for the instant, he forgot the agony of his 
wouhd, and thought only of flight Plight \ He could 
scarcely stand and if he were in full possession of all fh 0 
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best powers of his slight and youthful frame, whither could 
he fly ? He pushed against the garden-gate , it was un- 
locked, and swung open on its hinges. He tottered across 
the lawn , climbed the steps ; knocked faintly at the door ; 
and, Ins whole strength fading him, sunk down against one 
,of the pillars of the httle portico 

' It happened that about this tame, Mr Gdes, Bnttles, and 
the tinker, were recruiting themselves, after the fatigues and 
terrors of the night, with tea and sundries, m the kitchen 
Not that it was Mr Gdes’s habit to admit to too great 
famdiafity the humbler servants : towards whom it was 
rather his wont to deport himself with a lofty affability, 
which, while it gratified, could not fad to lemmd them of 
his superior position m society. But death, fires, and bur- 
glary, make all men equals ; so Mr. Gdes sat with his legs 
stretched out before the kitchen fender, leaning his left arm 
on the table, whde, with his right, he illustrated a circum- 
stantial and minute account of the robbery, to which his 
hearers (but especially the cook and housemaid, who were 
of the party) listened with breathless interest 
jt "It was about half-past two,” said Mr Giles, “or I 
wouldn’t swear that it mightn’t have been a little nearer 
three, when I woke up, and, turning round in my bed, as it 
might be so, (here Mr. Gdes turned round m his chan-, and 
pulled the corner of the table-cloth over him to imitate bed- 
clothes,) I fancied I heerd a noise ” 

At this point of the narrative the cook turned pale, and 
asked the housemaid to shut the door : who asked Bnttles, 
who asked the tinker, who pretended not to hear 
" “ — Heerd a noise,” continued Mr Gdes. “I sayB, at 
first, ‘This is illusion;’ and was composing myself off to 
sleep, when I heerd the noise again, distinct ” 

“ What sort of a noise 9 ” asked the cook. 

’ ‘“A kind of a busting noise,” replied Mr Gde 3 , loo king 
-tound him 


on a 


J '^'More like the noise of powdering a iron bar 
nutmeg-grater,” suggested Bnttles. 

when ym heerd lfc » ar >” rejoihed Mr Gdes : 
- but, at this time, it had a busting sound I turned down 
the clothes;” continued Gdes, rolling.back the table-cloth, 
j sat up in bed ; and listened ” 

Ml %e cook and housemaid simultaneously ejaculated 
.4** » tod drew their chairs closer together. 
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“I heerd it now, quite apparent, 1 ’ resumed Mr Giles. 
a 1 Somebody, 1 I says, ‘ is forcmg of a door or window , what’s 
to be done ? I'll call up that poor lad, Brittles, and save 
him from being murdered m his bed , or his throat/ I says, 

1 may be cut from his right ear to his left, without his e\er 
knowing it/ 11 

Here, all eyes were turned upon Bnttles, who fixed Ins' 
upon the speaker, and stared at him, with his mouth wide 
open, and his face expressive of the most unmitigated 
horror 

“I tossed off the clothes,” said Giles, throwing away the 
table-cloth, and looking very hard at the cook and house- 
maid, “ got softly out of bed , drew on a pair of — 11 
“ Ladies present, Mr Giles,” murmured the tinker 
u — Of shoes, sir , 9 said Giles, turning upon him, and 
laying great emphasis on the word , “ seized the loaded 
pistol that always goes up stairs with the plate basket , and 
walked on tiptoes to his room i Bnttles, 1 I says, when 
I had woke him, < don’t be frightened I ’ ” 

“ So you did,” obsened Bnttles, m a low voice 
“ ‘We’re dead men, I think, Bnttles/ I savs/ 1 contmuedj 
Giles , “ 1 but don’t be frightened 

“ Was he frightened ? ” asked the cook 
11 Not a bit of it,” replied Mr Giles “ He was as firm — 
ah I pretty near as firm as I was ” 

“ 1 should have died at once, I’m sure, if it had been me/ 
observed the housemaid 

“ You’re a woman 1 retorted Bnttles, plucking up a little 
“ Bnttles is right,” said Mr Giles, nodding his head, ap- 
provingly , “ from a woman, nothing else was to be expected 
We, being men, took a dark lantern that was standing on 
Bnttles’s hob, and groped our way down stairs in the pitch 
dark, — as it might be so ” 

Mr Giles had risen from his seat, and taken two steps 
with his eyes shut, to accompany his descnption with appro- 
pnate action, when he started violently, in common with 
the rest of the company, and hurried hack to his chair 
The cook and housemaid screamed 
U ft* was a knock,” said Mr Giles, assuming perfect serenity. 

“ Open the door, somebody ” 

Nobody moved. 

1 It seems a strange sort of a thing, a knock coming at 
such a time in the morning,” said Mr Giles, surveying the 
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pale faces which surrounded him, and looking very blank 
hunself; “but the door must be opened. Do you hear, 
somebody ?” 

Mr. Giles, as he spoke, looked at Bnttles , but that young 
man, being naturally modest, probably considered himself 
.nobody, and so held that the inquiry could not have any 
' application to lnm, at all events, lie tendered no reply. 
Mr Giles directed an appealing glance at the tinker ; but 
he had suddenly fallen asleep The women were out of the 
question 

“ If Bnttles would rather open the door, m the presence 
of witnesses,” said Mr. Giles, after a short silence, ‘ I am 
ready to make one ” 

“ So am I,” said the tinker, waking up, as suddenly as he 
had fallen asleep 

Bnttles capitulated on these tenns , and the party being 
somewhat re-assured by the discovery (made on throwing 
open the shutters) that it was now bioad day, took their 
way up stairs , with the dogs m front The two women, 
who were afraid to stay below, bi ought up the rear By 
^he advice of Mr Giles, they all talked very loud, to warn 
any evil-disposed person outside, that they were strong m 
numbers , and by a master-stroke of policy, ongmating 111 
the brain of the same ingenious gentleman, the dogs’ tails 
were well pinched, in the ball, to make them bark savagely 

These precautions having been taken, Mr. Giles held on 
fast by the tinkers arm (to prevent his running away, as he 
pleasantly said), and gave the word of command to open the. 
door. Bnttles obeyed , the group, peepmg timorously over 
each other’s shoulders, beheld no more formidable object 
than poor little Oliver Twist, speechless and exhausted, 
who laised Ins heavy eyes, and mutely solicited then com- 
passion 

“A boy l” exclaimed Mr. Giles, valiantly pushing the 
tinker into the background “ What’s the matter with the 
f eh? — Why — Bnttles — look here — don’t you know?” 

Bnttles, who had got behind the door to open it, no sooner 
saw Oliver, than he uttered a loud cry Mr. Giles, seizing 
the boy by one leg and one arm (fortunately not the broken 
Juab) lugged him straight into the hall, and deposited him 
at full length on the floor thereof 

" Here he is 1 ” bawled Giles, calling m a state of great 
excitement, up the staircase; “here’s one of the thieves, 
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ma'am 1 Here’s a thief, miss ■ Wounded, miss 1 I shot 
him, miss , and Bnttles held the light. ’ 

« —In a lantern, miss,” cried Bnttles, applying one hand 
to the side of his mouth, so that his voice might travel the 
bettei 

The two women-servants ran up stairs to carry the intelli- 
gence that Mr Giles had captured a robber , and the tinker 
busied himself m endeavouring to restore Oliver, lest he 
should die before he could be hanged In the midst of all 
this noise and commotion, there was heard a sweet female 
voice, which quelled it in an instant 

“ Giles ! ” whispered the voice from the stair head 
“ I’m here, miss,” replied Mr Giles. “ Don’t be frightened, 
miss^ I ain’t much injured He didn’t make a very desperate 
resistance, miss 1 I was soon too many for him ” 

“ Hush I ” replied the young lady , “ you frighten my 
aunt as much as the thieves did Is the poor creature much 
hurt 9 ” 

“Wounded desperate, miss,” replied Giles, with indescrib- 
able complacency ' 

“He looks as if he was agoing, miss,” bawled Bnttles,^ 
in the same manner as before “Wouldn’t you like to 
come and look at him, miss, m case he should ! ” 

“ Hush, pray , there’s a good man 1 ” rejoined the lady. 
“Wait quietly only one instant, while I speak to aunt ” 

With a footstep as soft and gentle as the voice, the speaker 
tripped away She soon returned, with the direction that 
the wounded person was to be earned, carefully, up stairs 
to Mr Giles’s room , and that Bnttles was to saddle the 
pony and betake himself instantly to Chertsey from which 
place he was to despatch, with all speed, a constable and 
doctor 

“ But won’t you take one look at him , first, miss ? ” asked 
Mr Giles, with as much pride as if Oliver were some bird 
of rare plumage, that he had s kilf ully brought down. a Not 
one little peep, miss ? ” £ 

“Not now, for the world,” leplied the young lady “ Poor 
fellow I Oh ! treat him kindly, Giles, for my sake 1 ” 

The old servant looked up at the speaker, as she turned 
away, with a glance as proud and adminng as if jshe had 
been his own child Then, bending over Oliver, he helped 
to carry him up stairs, with the care and solicitude of a 
woman. 
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HAS AN INTRODUCTORY ACCOUNT OF THE INMATES OF 
THE HOUSE TO WHICH OLRER RESORTED 

Iv a handsome room * though its furniture had rather the 
air of old-fashioned comfort than of modern elegance there 
■sat two ladies at a well-spread breakfast-table. Mr. Giles, 
dressed with scrupulous care in a full suit of black, was in 
attendance upon them. He had taken his station some half- 
way between the sideboard and the breakfast-table , and, 
with his body drawn up to its full height, his head thrown 
back, and inclined the merest trifle on one side, his left leg 
advanced, and his right hand thrust into his waistcoat, while 
his left hung down by his side, grasping a waiter, looked 
one who laboured under a very agreeable sense of his 
own merits and importance 

Of the two ladies, one was well advanced in years ; but 
the high-backed oaken chair m which she sat, was not more 
upright than she. Dressed with the utmost nicety and 
precision, in a quaint mixture of by-gone costume, with soine 
slight concessions to the prevailing taste, which rather served 
to point the old style pleasantly than to impair its effect, 
she sat. m a stately manner, with her hands folded on the 
fable before her Her eyes (and age had dimmed but little 
of their brightness) were attentively flsed upon her young 
companion* 

The younger lady was m the lovely bloom and spnng-time 
of womanhood at that age, when, if ever angels be for 
God’s good purposes enthroned in mortal forms, they may 
*>e, Without impiety, supposed to abide in such as hers 

She was not past seventeen. Cast in so slight and ex- 
quisite a mould ; so mild and gentle ; so pure and beautiful 
mat earth seemed not her element nor its rough creatures 
f er fit companions The very intelligence that shone in 
ZT de ?P blue e y e . a nd was stamped upon her noble head, 
seemed scarcely of her age, or of the world . and yet the 
ymngmg expression of sweetness and good humour the 
m 13 5 
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thousand lights that played about the face, and left no 
shadow there, above all, the smile, the cheerful, happy 
smile, were made for Home, and fireside peace and 
happiness 

She was busily engaged in the little offices of the table 
Chancing to raise her eyes as the eldei lady was regarding 
her, she playfully put back her hair, which wo£ simply > 
braided on her forehead , and threw into her beaming look, 
such an expression of affection and artless loveliness, that 
blessed spirits might have smiled to look upon hei 

“And Bnttles has been gone upwards of an hour, has 
he ? ” asked the old lady, after a pause 1 

“An hour and twelve minutes, ma'am,” replied Jfr Giles, 
referring to a silvei watch, which he drew forth by a black 
nbbon 

“ He is always slow,” remarked the old lady 
“Bnttles always was a slow boy, ma'am,” replied the 
attendant And seeing, by-the-by, that Bnttles had been 
a slow boy for upwards of thirty years, there appeared no 
great probability of his ever being a fast one , 

“ He gets worse instead of better, I think,” said the eldef 
lady t . 

“ It is very inexcusable m him if he stops to play with 
any other boys,” said the young lady, smiling 

Mr Giles was apparently considering the propriety of 
indulging m a respectful smile himself, when a gig drpye 
up to the garden gate out of which there jumped- a fat 
gentleman, who ran straight up to the dooi and who, 
getting quickly into the house by some mystenous process, 
burst into the room, and nearly overturned Mr Giles and 
the breakfast- table together 

“ I never heaid of such a thing I ” exclaimed the fat gentle- 
man “ My dear Mrs Maybe — bless my soul — m the silence 
of night, too — I never heard of such a thing t ” 

With these expressions of condolence, the fat gentleman 
6hook hands with both ladies, and drawing up a chair*} 
inquired how they found themselves 

“You ought to be dead , positively dead with the fright,” 
said the fat gentleman “ Why didn't you send ? Bless me, 
my man should have come in a minute , and so would I , 
and my assistant would have been delighted , or anybody, 
I’m sure, under such circumstances Bear, dear! So un* 
expected ! In the silence of mght, too I ” 
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The doctor seemed especially troubled by the fact of the 
robbery having been, unexpected, and attempted in the 
night-time ; as if it were the established custom of gentle- 
men m the housebreaking way to transact business at 
noon, and to make an appointment, by post, a day or two 
previous 

“ And you, Miss Rose,”’ said the doctoi, turning to the 
young lady, “ I ” 

"Oh ! very much so, indeed, ’said Rose, lntenupting him , 
“ but there is a poor creature up stairs, whom aunt wishes 
you to see.” 

“ Ah ! to be sure,” replied the doctoi, “ so there is. That 
was your handiwork, Giles, I understand ” 

Mr Giles, who had been feverishly putting the tea-cups 
to rights, blushed very led, and said that he had had that 
honour. 

“Honour, eh’” said the doctoi ; “well, I don’t know, 
perhaps it’s ns honourable to hit a thief in a back kitchen, 
as to hit your man at twelve paces Raney that he fired m 
the air, and you’ve fought a duel, Giles ” 

1 Mr Giles, who thought this light treatment of the- matter 
an unjust attempt at diminishing his glory, answered 
respectfully, that it was not foi the like of hnn to judge 
about that, but he rather thought it was no joke to the 
opposite party 

‘ Gad, that’s true!” said the doctoi. “Where is he? 
Show me the way. I’ll look m again, as I come down, 
Mrs. Maybe That’s the little window tliat he got m at, 
eh? Well, I couldn t have believed it!” 

Talking all the way, he followed Mr Giles up stairs , and 
while he is going up stairs, the reader may be informed, 
that Mr. Losberne, a surgeon in the neighbourhood, known 
through a circuit of ten miles round as “the doctor,” had 
giown fat more from good-humour than from good living 
and was as land and hearty, and withal as eccentric an old 
1 bachelor, as will be found in five times that space, by any 
oxplorei alive 

The doctor was absent much longer than either he or the 
hdies had anticipated. A large flat box was fetched out of 
the gig , and a bed-room bell was rung very often ; and the 
servants ran up and down stairs perpetually , from which 
tokens it was justly concluded that something important was 
going on above. At length he returned , and in reply to an 
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anxious inquiry after his patient, looked very mysterious, 
and closed the door carefully 

“This is a very extraoidmary thing, Mrs Maylie,” said 
the doctor, standing with his back to the door, *as if to keep 
it shut 

“He is not m danger, I hope?” said the old lady ^ 

“ Why, that would not be an extraordinary thing, under 
the circumstances,” replied the doctor, “though I don’t 
tlnnk he is Have you seen this thief? ” 

“No,” rejoined the old lady 

“Nor heard anything about him ? 99 

“No” 

“I beg your pardon, ma’am,” interposed Mr Giles, “but 
I was going to tell you about him when Doctor Losbeme 
came m ” 

The fact was, that Mr Giles had not, at first, been able 
to bring his mind to the avowal, that he had only shot 
a boy Such commendations had been bestowed upon his 
bravery, that he could not, for the life of him, help post- 
poning the explanation for a few delicious minutes , during 
which he had flourished, in the very zenith of a brief repu-£ 
tation for undaunted courage, 

“Rose wished to see the man,” said Mrs Maylie, “but 
I wouldn’t hear of it 99 

“ Humph I ” rejoined the doctor “ There is nothing very 
alarming in his appearance Have you any objection to see 
him m my presence ? ” 

“ If it be necessary,” replied the old lady, “ certainly not.” 

“Then I think it is necessary,” said the doctor , “at all 
events, I am quite sure that you would deeply regret not 
having done so, if you postponed it He is perfectly quiet 
and comfortable now Allow me — Miss Rose, will you permit 
me ? Not the shghtest fear, I pledge you my honour 1 99 



CHAPTER XXX 


RELATES WHAT OLIVER’S NEW VISITORS THOUGHT 
OP HIM 

With ninny loquacious assurances that they would be agree- 
ably surprised in the aspect of the criminal, the doctor drew 
the young lady’s arm through one of his , and offering his 
disengaged hand to Mrs Mnylie, led them, with much 
ceremony and stateliness, up stairs 
“ Now,” said the doctor, m a whisper, as he softly turned 
the handle of a bed-ioom door, “ let us lieai what you think 
of him, He has not been shaved very recently, but he don t 
look at all ferocious notwithstanding Stop, though 1 Let 
Tine first see that he is in visiting order ” 

Stepping before them, he looked into the 100m. Motioning 
them to advance, he closed the door when they bad entered , 
and gently drew back the curtains of the bed. Upon it, m 
lieu of the dogged, black-visaged ruffian they had expected 
to behold, there lay a meie child worn -with pam and 
exhaustion, and sunk mto a deep sleep. His wounded aim, 
bound and splintered up, was crossed upon his breast , his 
head reclined upon the other arm, which was half hidden by 
his long hair, as it streamed over the pillow 
The honest gentleman held the cm tarn. m his hand, and 
looked on for a mmute or so, m silence Whilst he was 
watching the patient thus, the youngei lady glided softly 
past, and seating herself in a chair by the bedside, gathered 
Oliver's hair from his face. As she stooped over him, her 
jltears fell upon his forehead 

The boy stirred, and smiled m his sleep, as though these 
marks of pity and compassion had awakened some pleasant 
dream of a love and affection he had nevei known. Thus, 
a strain of gentle music, or the rippling of water m a silent 
place, or the odour of a flower, or the mention of a familiar 
word, will sometimes call up sudden dim remembrances 
of scenes that never were, in this life ; which vanish like 



OLIVER TWIST 


270 

a breath , which some brief memory of a happier existence, 
long gone by, would seem to have awakened, which no 
voluntary exertion of the mind can ever recall 

“ What can this mean 9 ” exclaimed the elder lady “ This 
poor child can never have been the pupil of robbers T ” 

“Vice,” sighed the surgeon, replacing the curtain, “takes 
up her abode m many temples , and who can say that a fan 
outside shall not enshrine her ? ” 

“ But at so early an age 1 99 urged Bose 
“ My dear young lady,” rejoined the surgeon, mournfully 
shaking his head , “ ci ime, like death, is not confined to the 
old and withered alone The youngest and fairest are too 
often its chosen victims 99 

“ But, can you — oh 1 can you really believe that this 
delicate boy has been the voluntary associate of the worst 
outcasts of society 9 ” said Rose 

The surgeon shook his head, in a manner which intimated 
that he feaied it was very possible , and observing that they 
might distuib the patient, led the way into an adjoining 
apartment 

“But even if he has been wncked,” pursued Rose, “think 
how young he is , think that he may never have known fi 
mother's love, 01 the comfort of a home , that ill usage and 
blows, 01 the w'ant of bread, may have duven him to herd 
with men who have forced him to guilt Aunt, de&r aunt, 
for mercy’s sake, think of this, befoie you let them drag 
this sick child to a prison, which in any case must be the 
grave of all his chances of amendment Oh I as you lov£ 
me, and know that I have never felt the w r ant of parents 
m 3 our goodness v and affection, but that I might have dons 
so, and might have been equally helpless and unprotected 
with this pool child, have pity upon him befoie it is toe 
late 1 ” • 

My dear love,” said the elder lady, as she folded the 
weeping girl to her bosom, “do you think I would ham 
a hair of his head ? 99 

u Oh, no I” replied Rose, eagerly 

“No, surely,” said the old lady, “my days are drawing 
to their close , and may meicy be shown to me as I show 
it to others * What can I do to sa\e Inm, sir? ” 

“ Let me think, ma'am,” said the doctor , 11 let me think 99 
Mr Losbeme thrust his hands into his pockets, and took 
se\eral turns up and dowm the room , often stopping, and 
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balancing himself on Ills toes, and frowning frightfully 
After various exclamations of “ I’ve got it now ” and 
"no, I haven’t,” and as many renewals of the walking and 
frowning, he at length made a dead halt, and spoke as 
follows 

. “I think if you give me a full and unlimited commission 
*0 bully Giles, and that little boy, Buttles, I can manage 
it. Giles is a faithful fellow and an old servant, I know , 
but Jnu can make it up to him m a thousand ways, and 
reward him for being such a good shot besides. You don t 
object to that 9 ” 

"Unless there is some other way of preserving the child,” 
replied Mrs Maybe. 

“There is no other,” said the doctor “No other, take 
my word for it 


“Then my aunt invests you with full powei,” said Rose, 
smiling through her tears ; “but pray don’t be liaidei upon 
the poor fellows than is indispensably necessary.” 

“You seem to think,” retoited the doctor, “that every- 
body is disposed to be hard-hearted to-day, except yourself, 
$Iiss Rose. I only hope, for the sake of the rising male sex 
generally, that you may be found in as vulnerable and soft- 
hearted a mood by the first eligible young fellow who appeals 
to your compassion , and I wish I weie a young fellow, that 
I might avail myself, on the spot, of such a favouiable 
opportunity foi doing so, as the present ” 

“You are ns great a boy as poor Buttles himself,” re- 
turned Rose, blushing 

“ "Well, 1 ! ’ said the doctor, laughing heartily, “that is no 
very difficult matter But to leturn to this hoy The gieat 
point of onr agreement is yet to come He will wake in an 
hour or so, I dare say , and although I have told that thick- 
headed constable-fellow down stairs that he mustn’t be moved 
or spoken to, on penl of his life, I think we may converse 
vnth him without danger Now I make this stipulation— 
jfnnt I shall examine him m your presence, and that, if, from 
vmnt he says, we judge, and I can show to the satisfaction 

S-iTT C ,° o1 reaS0B ’ that he 13 a real and thorough bad one 
twhach is more than possible), he shall he left to his 

eveV’’ th any f ^ lnterfGrence on my part, at all 


“ °h no, aunt t ” entreated Rose. 

Oh yes, aunt 1 ” said the doctor. « I 3 ifc a bargain ? 
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“He cannot be hardened in vice,” said Kose. “It is 
impossible ” 

“Yery good,” retorted the doctor, “then so much the 
more reason for acceding to my proposition 99 

Finally the treaty was entered into , and the parties there- 
unto sat down to wait, with some impatience, until Oliver 
should awake. 4 

The patience of the two ladies was destined to undergo 
a longer trial than Mi Losbeme had led them to expect , 
for hour after hour passed on, and stall Oliver slumbered 
heavily It was eve rang, indeed, before the kind-hearted 
doctor brought them the intelligence, that he was at length 
sufficiently restored to be spoken to The boy was very ill, 
he said, and weak from the loss of blood , but his min d was 
so troubled with anxiety to disclose something, that he 
deemed it better to give him the opportunity, than to insist 
upon his remaining quiet until next morning which he 
should otherwise have done 

The conference was a long one Oliver told them all his 
simple history, and was often compelled to stop, by pam 
and want of strength It was a solemn thing, to hear, 
the darkened room, the feeble voice of the sick child recount- 
ing a weary catalogue of evils and calamities which hard 
men had brought upon him Oh 1 if when we oppress and 
grind our fellow-creatures, we bestowed but one thought on 
the dark evidences of human error, which, like dense and 
heavy clouds, are rising, slowly it is tiue, but not less surely, 

1 to Heaven, to pour then after- vengeance on our heads , if 
we heard but one instant, m imagination, the deep testimony 
of dead men’s voices, which no power can stifle, and jio pnde 
shut out , where would be the injury and injustice, the 
suffering, misery, cruelty, and wrong, that each day’s life 
brings with it I 

Oliver s pillow was smoothed by gentle hands that night , 
and loveliness and virtue watched him as he slept. He felt 
calm and happy, and could have died without a murmur 

The momentous interview was no sooner concluded, and 
Ohver composed to rest again, than the doctor, after wipmg 
his eyes, and condemning them for being weak all at once, 
betook himself down stairs to open upon Mr Giles And 
finding nobody about the parlours, it occurred to him, that 
he could perhaps originate the proceedings with better effect 
in the kitchen , so into the kitchen he went 1 
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There were assembled, in that lowei house of the domestic 
rbament, the women-servants, Mr Bnttles, Mr. Giles, the 
aker (who had received a special invitation to regale him- 
df for the remainder of the day, in consideration of his 
ervices), and the constable The latter gentleman had a 
Jarge staff, a large head, large features, and large half-boots , 
and he looked as if he had been taking a proportionate 
allowance of ale — as indeed he had 
The adventures of the previous night were still under 
discussion , for Mr Giles was expatiating upon his presence 
of mind, when the doctor entered ; Mr Bnttles, with a mug 
of ale m his hand, was corroborating everything, before his 
superior said it, 

“ Sit still ! ” said the doctor, waving his hand 
“ Thank you, sir,” said Mr. Giles. “ Misses wished some 
ale to be given out, sir ; and as I felt no ways inclined foi 
my own little room, sir, and was disposed for company, 
I am taking mine among ’em heie ” 

Bnttles headed a low murmur, by which the ladies and 
gentlemen generally were understood to express the gratifica- 
tion they derived from Mr. Giles’s condescension. Mr Giles 
looked round with a patronising air, as much as to say that 
so long as they behaved propeily, he would never desert 
them 


How is the patient to-night, sir 9 ’ asked Giles 
So-so , returned the doctor “ X am afraid you have 
got yourself into a scrape there, Mr. Giles ’ 

“I hope you don’t mean to say, sir, ' said Mr Giles, 
trembling, “that lies going to die If I thought it, I 
should never be happy again I wouldn’t cut a boy off • 
00 , not even Bnttles here : not for all the plate in the 
county, sir ” 

, not the point,” said the doctor, mystenously 

Mr Giles, are you a Protestant?” J 

^ery 5 pale Slr> 1 hopG B0 ’” faltered ^ Glles > ^ho had turned 

boy ’” said lha docte - ^ 
sbrtog ™ lenay ’ 

Of 2r me thlS ’” Sn ] d f h , e doctor > ‘ b °th of you, both 
that tW if** y ° U , gomg 5? ^ "Pon yourselves to swear, 
that boy U P ®tairs is the boy that was put through the 
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little window last night? Out with ltl Come! We are 
prepared for you I ” 

The doctor^ who was universally considered one of the 
best-tempered creatures on earth, made this demand m such 
a dreadful tone of angei, that Giles and Bnttles, who were 
considerably muddled by ale and excitement, stared at each 
other m a state of stupefaction ^ 

“ Pay attention to the reply, constable, will you ? ” said 
the doctor, shaking his forefingei with great solemnity of 
manner, and tapping the bridge of his nose with it, to 
bespeak the exercise of that worthy’s utmost acuteness. 
“ Something may come of this befoie long” 

The constable looked as wise as he could, and took up his 
staff of office which had been reclining indolently m the 
chimney- cornel 

“It’s a simple question of identity, you will observe,” 
said the doctoi 

“That’s what it is, sii,” lephed the constable, coughing 
with great violence , for he had finished Ins ale m a hurry, 
and some of it had gone the wrong way 

“Here’s a house broken into,” said the doctoi, “and $-1 
couple of men catch one moment’s glimpse of a boy, in the 
midst of gunpowder smoke, and m all the distraction of 
alarm and darkness. Here’s a boy comes to that very same 
house, next morning, and because he happens to have his 
arm tied up, these men lay violent hands upon him — -by 
doing which, they place his life in great dangei — and sweni 
he is the thief Now, the question is, whether these men 
are justified by the fact , if not, m what situation do they 
place themseh es ? ” 

The constable nodded profoundly He said, if that wasn’t 
law, he would be glad to know what was 

‘ I ask you again,” thundered the doctoi, “ aie you, on 
your solemn oaths, able to identify that boy ? ” 

Bnttles looked doubtfully at Hr Giles , Mi Giles looked 
doubtfully at Bnttles , the constable put his hand behind^ 
lus ear, to catch the leply , the two women and the tmkei 
leaned forward to listen , the doctoi glanced keenly round , 
when a ring was heard at the gate, and at the same moment, 
the sound of wheels 

“ Its the lunners 1 ” cned Bnttles, to all appearance much 
relieved 

“ The what 0 ” exclaimed the doctor, aghast in his turn 
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CHAPTER XXXI 


INVOLVES A CRITICAL POSITION 

u Who’s that ? ” inquired Bnttles, opening the door a little 
way, with the chain up, and peeping out, shading the candle 
with his hand 

“ Open the door,” replied a man outside , “it’s the officers 
from Bow Street, as was sent to, to-day 

Much comforted by this assurance, Bnttles opened the 
door to its full width, and confronted a portly man m 
a great coat , who walked in, without saying anything more, 
and wiped lus shoes on the mat, as coolly as if he lived 
there 

“Just send somebody out to relieve my mate, will yoi£ 
young man? ” said the officer , “ he’s m the gig, a-mmding 
the prad Have you got a coach-’us here, that you could 
put it up in, for five or ten minutes ? ” 

Bnttles replying m the affirmative, and pointing out the 
building, the portly man stepped back to the garden gate, 
and helped his companion to put up the gig while Bnttles 
lighted them, m a state of great admiration This done, 
they returned to the house, and, being shown into a parlour, 
took off their great-coats and hats, and showed like what 
they were 

The man who had knocked at the door, was a stout 
personage of middle height, aged about fifty with shiny 
black hair, cropped pretty close , half-whiskers, a round face, 
and sharp eyes The other was a red-headed, bony man, m 
top boots , with a rather ill favoured countenance, and^ 
a turned up sinister-looking nose 

“ Tell your governor that Blathers and Duff is here, will 
you ? " said the stouter man, smoothing down his hair, and 
laying a pair of handcuffs on the table “ Oh 1 Good evening, 
master Can I have a word or two with you in private, if 
you please ? ” 

This was addressed to Mr Losberne, who now made his 
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appearance; that gentleman, motioning Brittles to retiie, 
brought m the two ladies, and shut the door 

“This is the lady of the house,” said Mr Losbeme 
motioning towards Mrs Maybe 
Mr Blathers made a how Being desued to sit down, he 
.jut his hat on the floor, and taking a chair, motioned Duff 
to do the same The latter gentleman, who did not appear 
quite so much accustomed to good society, or quite so much 
at his ease in it — one of the two — seated himself, after 
undergoing several muscular affections of the limbs, and 
forced the head of his stick into his mouth, with some 
embarrassment 

“Now, with regai d to this here robbery, master,” said 
Blathers “What aie the circumstances 9 ” 

Mr Losberne, who appeared desirous of gaming time 
recounted them at great length, and with much circum- 
locution. Messrs Blathers and Duff looked very knowing 
meanwhile, and occasionally exchanged a nod 
“I can’t say, for certain, till I see the work, of course,” 
said Blathers ; “ hut my opimon at once is, — I don’t mind 
^mmitting myself to that extent, — that this wasn’t done 
by a yokel ; eh. Duff ? ” 

“ Certainly not,” replied Duff 

“And, translating the word yokel for the benefit of the 
ladies, I apprehend your meaning to be, that this attempt 
■was not made by a countryman?” said Mr Losbeme, with 
a smile 


“ That’s it, master,” replied Blathers. “ This is all about 
the robbery, is it ? ” 

“All,” replied the doctor 

“Now, what is this, "about this here boy that the servants 
ft-taUdng on?” said Blathers 

“Nothing at all,” rephed the doctor “One of the frightened 
servants chose to take it ipto his head, that he had something 
to do with this attempt to break mto the house , but it s 
Jonsense . sheer absurdity.” 

uvn** eaSy <ils I >osed of > lf ifc is.” remarked Duff. 

be says *s quite correct,’ observed Blathers 
1 . bis head in a confirmatory way, and playing care- 
teh tk. hajdouffs, as rt thay were a pa,r , 

Who is the boy ? What account does he give of himself? 
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“ Of course not,” replied the doctoi, with a nervous glance 
at the two ladies “ I know his whole history but we can 
talk about that presently You would like, first, to see the 
place where the thieves made their attempt, I suppose ? ” 

“ Certainly,” rejoined Mr Blathers “ We had better 
inspect the premises first, and examine the servants artej 
wards That’s the usual way of doing busmess ” 

Lights were then procured , and Messrs Blathers and 
Duff, attended by the native constable, Brittles, Giles, and * 
everybody else in short, went into the little loom at the 
end of the passage and looked out at the window , and 
afterwards went round by way of the lawn, and looked in 
at the window , and after that, had a candle handed out to 
inspect the shutter with , and after that, a lantern to trace 
the footsteps with , and after that, a pitchfork to poke the 
bushes with This done, amidst the breathless interest of all 
beholders, they came in again , and Mr Giles and Bnttles 
were put through a melodramatic representation of then 
share in the previous night’s adventures which they 
performed some six times over contradicting each other, 
m not more than one important lespect, the first time, a^j 
in not more than a dozen the last This consummation 
being arrived at, Blathers and Duff cleared the room, and held 
a long council together, compared with which, for secrecy 
and solemnity, a consultation of great doctors on the knottiest 
point m medicine, would be mere child’s play 

Meanwhile, the doctor walked up and down the next 1*00111 
in a veiy uneasy state , and Mrs Maylie and Bose looked 
on, with anxious faces 

“ Upon my word,” he said, making a halt, after a great 
number of very rapid turns, “ I hardly know what to do ” 
“Surely, said Rose, “the poor child’s story, faithfully 
repeated to these men, will he sufficient to exonerate 
him’ 

I doubt it, my dear young lady,” said the doctor, shaking 
his head “ I don’t think it would exonerate him, either wift 
them, or with legal functionaries of a higher grade What 
is he, after all, they would say ? A run away Judged by 
mere worldly considerations and probabilities, his story is 
a very doubtful one ” 

“You bebeve it, surely?” interrupted Rose 
I believe it, strange as it is , and perhaps I may be a 11 
old fool for doing so,” rejoined the doctoi , “ but I don’t 
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thin V it is exactly the tale for a practised police-officei, 
nevertheless ” v 

“Why not? ” demanded Rose 

“ Because, my pretty cross- examiner,” replied the doctoi 
“ because, viewed with then eyes, there are many ugly pomts 
about it, he can only prove the parts that look ill, and 
*one of those that look well Confound the fellows, they 
tcill have the why and the wherefore, and will take nothmg 
for granted On his own showing, you see, he has been the 
companion of thieves foi some time past ; he has been 
earned to a police-office on a chnige of picking a gentle- 
man’s pocket , he has been taken away, forcibly from that 
gentleman’s house, to a place which he cannot desenbe oi 
point out, and of the situation of which he has not the 
remotest idea He is biought down to Cliertsey, by men 
who seem to have taken a violent fancy to him, whether 
be will or no , and is put through a window to rob a house , 
and then, -|ust at the very moment when he is going to alarm 
the inmates, and so do the very thing that would set him 
all to rights, there rushes mto the way, a blundering dog 
'jf a half-bred butler, and shoots him ! As if on purpose 
to prevent his doing any good for himself! Dont you 
see all tins?” 

“ I see it, of course, ’ replied Rose, smiling at the doctor's 
impetuosity ; •* but still I do not see anything in it. to 
enmmate the poor child.” 

No,” replied the doctor , “ of course not ! Bless the 
bright eyes of your sex! They never see, whether foi good 
or bad, more than one side of any question , and that is, 
always, the one which first presents itself to them ” 

Having given vent to this result of experience, the doctor 
put his 'hands into his pockets, and walked up and down the 
room with even greater rapidity than before. 

“The more I think of it,’ said the doctoi, “ the more 
I see that it will occasion endless trouble and difficulty if we 
jut these men m possession of the boy’s real story. I am 
certain it will not be believed and even if they can do 
no mg to him in the end, still the dragging it forward 
and giving publicity to all the doubts that will be cast upon 
“■must interfere, materially, with your benevolent plan of 
rescuing him from misery M 

" Oh ! what is to he done ? ’ cried Rose. 

'Wiy did they send for these people ? ” 


“ Dear, deal ! 
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“ Why, indeed ! ” exclaimed Mrs Maylie “ I would not 
have had them here, for the world ” 

“ All I know is,” said Mr Losberne, at last sitting 
down with a kind of desperate calmness, “ that we must 
try and carry it off with a bold face The object is a good 
one, and that must be our excuse The boy has strong 
symptoms of fever upon him, and is m no condition to be 
talked to any more , that’s one comfort We must make 
the best of it , and if bad be the best, it is no fault of ours* 
Come m * ” 

“Well, master,” said Blathers, entering the room followed 
by his colleague, and making the door fast, before he said 
any more “ This warn’t a put-up thing ” 

“ And what the devil’s a put-up thing ? ” demanded the 
doctor, impatiently 

“We call it a put-up robbery, ladies,” said Blathers, turning 
to them, as if he pitied their ignorance, but had a contempt 
for the doctor’s, “when the servants is m it*” 

“Nobody suspected them, in this case,” said Mrs Mayhe 
“Wery likely not, ma’am,” replied Blathers, “but they 
might have been m it, for all that ” 

“More likely on that wery account,” said Duff 
“We find it was a town hand,” said Blathers, continuing 
his report , “for the style of work is first rate ” 

“Wery pretty indeed it is,” remarked Duff, m an under 
tone. 

“There was two of ’em in it,” continued Blathers , “and 
they had a boy with ’em , that’s plain from the size of the 
window That’s all to be said at present. We’ll see this 
lad that you’ve got up stairs at once, if you please ” 

“Perhaps they will take something to drink first, Mrs 
Mayhe ? ” said the doctor his face brightening, as if some 
new thought had occurred to him 

“Oh l to be sure ? ” exclaimed Rose, eagerly “You shall 
have it immediatel) , if you will ” 

“ Why, thank you, miss 1 ” said Blathers, drawing his coatu 
sleeve acioss his mouth, “it’s diy work, this sort of duty 
Anythmk that’s handy, miss , don’t put } ourself out of the 
way, on our accounts ” 

“ What shall it be 9 ” asked the doctor, following the young 
lady to the sideboard 

“A little drop of spirits master, if it’s all the same,” 
replied Blathers “It’s a cold nde from London, ma’am, 
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and I always find that spirits comes home waimer to the 
feelings ” 

This interesting communication was addressed to Mrs. 
Maybe, who received it very graciously While it was being 
conveyed to her, the doctor slipped out of the room 
r “ Ah ' ” said Mr. Blathers : not holding his wine-glass by 
lie stem, but grasping the bottom between the thumb and 
forefinger of his left hand and placmg it m front of his 
chest , “ I have seen a good many pieces of business like this, 
in my time, ladies ” 

“ That crack down m the back lane at Edmonton, Blathers,” 
said Mr Duff, assisting his colleague’s memoiy. 

“That was something in this way, warn’t it?” rejomed 
Mr Blathers • “ that was done by Conkey Chickweed, that 
was.” 

“You always gave that to him,” replied Duff “It was 
the Family Pet, I tell you Conkey hadn t any more to* do 
with it than I had.” 

‘ Get out I ” retorted Mr Blathers , “ I know better Do 
you mind that tune when Conkey was robbed of his money, 
%>ugh? What a start that was! Better than any novel- 
book I ever see ' ” 

“ What was that ? ” inquired Rose : anxious to encourage 
any symptoms of good-humour m the unwelcome visitors 

“ It was a robbery, miss, that hardly anybody would have 
been down upon,” said Blathers ‘ This here Conkey Chick- 
weed— ” 


‘ Conkey means Nosey, ma’am,” interposed Duff 
“Of course the lady knows that, don’t she’” demanded 
t Mr Blathers “ Always interrupting, you are, partner » This 
1 here Conkey Chickweed, miss, kept a public-house overBattle- 
bndge way, and he had a cellar, wheie a good many young 
lords wdnt to see cock-fighting, and badger-drawing, and 
that, and a wery intellectual manner the sports was con- 
ducted m, for I’ve seen ’em offen He wam’t one of the 
ji jb at that tune ; and one night he was robbed of three 
nundred and twenty-seven guineas in a canvas bag, that was 
stole out of his bedroom m the dead of night by a tall 

bl , a ° k P a , tch ojer Ins eye, who had concealed 
mmself under the bed, and after committing the robberv 

» edaIaP ° Ut ° f ^ "window : which was only a stoj 

too WaS Wei T ^ cb ; about * But Conkey was quick 
too , for he was woke by the noise, and darting out of bed 
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he fired a blundeibuss arter him, and roused the neighbour 
hood They set up a hue and cry, directly, and when they 
came to look about ’em, found that Conkey had hit the 
robber , for there was traces of blood, all the way to some 
palings a good distance off , and there they lost ’em How 
evei, he had made off with the blunt, and, consequently 
the name of Mr duckweed, licensed witler, appeared m uh 
Gazette among the other bankrupts , and all mannei of 
benefits and subscriptions, and I don’t know what all, was 
got up for the pooi man, who was m a wery low state of 
mind about his loss, and went up and down the streets, for 
v tkiee or four days, a pulling his hail off in such a desperate 
manner that many people was afiaid he might be going to 
make away with himself One day he come up to the office, 
all in a hurry, and had a private interview with the magistrate, 
who, after a deal of talk, rings the bell, and orders Jem 
Spyers m (Jem was a active officer), and tells him to go and 
assist Mr Chickweed m apprehending the man as robbed Ins 
house ‘I see him, Spyers,’ said Chickweed, ‘pass my house 
yesterday morning ’ ‘ Why didn’t you up, and collar him ? 9 

says Spyers ‘ I was so sti uck all of a heap, that you mig}$ 

have fractured my skull with a toothpick,’ says the poor man , 

‘ but we’re sure to have him , for between ten and eleven 
o’clock at night he passed again/ Spyers no sooner heal'd 
this, than he put some clean linen and a comb, in his pocket, 
in case he should have to stop a day or two , and away he 
goes, and sets himself down at one of the public-house 
windows behind the little red curtain, with his hat on, all 
ready to bolt out, at a moment’s notice He was smoking 
his pipe here, late at night, when all of a sudden Chickweed 
roars out ‘ Here he is 1 Stop thief 1 Murder !’ Jem Spyers k 
dashes out , and there he sees Chickweed, a tearing down the 
street full cry Away goes Spyers , on goes Chickweed , 
round turns the people , everybody roars out ‘ Thieves 1 ’ and 
Chickweed himself keeps on shouting, all the time, like mad 
Spyers loses sight of him a minute as he turns a corner^ 
shoots round , sees a little ciowd , dives m , ‘Winch is the 
man?’ ‘D — me I’ says Chickweed, ‘I’ve lost him again T 
It was a lemarkable occurrence, but he wam’t to be seen 
nowhere, so they went back to the public-house Next 
morning, Spyers took his old place, and looked out, from 
behind the curtain, for a tall man with a black patch over 
his eye, till his own two eyes ached again. At last, he 
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couldn’t help shutting ’em, to ease ’em a mmute , and the 
very moment he did so, he hears Chickweed n-roanng out, 
‘Here he is 1 ’ Off he starts once more, with Ohickweed lialf- 
\\ ay down the street ahead of him ; and after twice as long 
a run as the yesterday’s one, the man’s lost again ! This 
vyis done, once or twice more, till one-half the neighbours 
gave out that Mr. Chickweed had been robbed by the devil, 
who was playing tricks with him arterwards , and the other 
half, that poor Mr Chickweed had gone mad with grief ” 

“What did Jem Spyers say?” inquired the doctor- who 
had returned to the loom shortly after the commencement of 
the story 

“Jem Spyers,” resumed the officer, “for a long time said 
nothing at all, and listened to everything without seeming 
to, which showed he understood his business But, one 
morning, he walked mto the bar, and taking out his snuff- 
box, says, * Chickweed. I’ve found out who done this here 
robbery’ 'Have you?’ said Chickweed 'Oh, my dear 
Spyers, only let me have wengeance, and I shall die con- 
tented ! Oh, my deal Spyers, where i*? the villain ! ’ ‘ Come ! ’ 
$id Spyers, offering him a pinch of snuff, ‘none of that 
gammon > You did it yourself’ So he had , and a good bit 
of money he had made by it, too , and nobody would never 
have found it out, if lie hadn’t been so precious anxious to 
keep up appearances 1 ” said Mr Blathers, putting down Ins 
wine-glass, and clinking the handcuffs together. 

“Very cunouB, indeed,” observed the doctor “Now, if 
you please, you can walk up stairs ” 

“If you please, sir,” returned Mr Blathers Closely 
following Mr Losberne, the two officers ascended to Oliver’s 
bedroom , Mr Giles precedmg the party, with a lighted 
candle " 


Oliver had been dozing ; but looked worse, and was more 
feverish than he had appeared yet Being assisted by the 
doctoi, he managed to sit up in bed for “a min ute or so, 
looked at the strangers without at all understanding 
what was going forward— m fact, without seeming to recollect 
v>liere he was, 01 what had been passmg 

/ Thls >” 8111(1 Mr Losberne, speaking softly, but with great 

nSrfn nohvit 1 hs >'! ndm & w the lad, who, being 

wounded by a spring-gun in some boyish trespass 

to r Vhat ; d ye ' call ; hims g™^ds, at the back here, comes 
1)6 1101180 for assistance this morning, and is immediately 
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laid hold of and maltreated, by that mgemoue gentleman 
with the candle m his hand who has placed his life in 
considerable danger, as I can professionally certify ” 
Messrs Blathers and Duff looked at Mr Giles, as he was 
thus recommended to their notice The bewildered butler 
gazed from them towards Oliver, and from Oliver toward^ 
Mr Losbeme, with a most ludicrous mixture of fear and 
perplexity 

“You don’t mean to deny that, I suppose?” said the 
doctor, laying Oliver gently down again 

u It was all done for the — for the best, sir ? ” answered 
Giles “ I am sure I thought it was the boy, or I wouldn’t 
have meddled with him. I am not of an inhuman disposition, 
sir ” 

“ Thought it was what boy 9 ” inquired the senior officer 
“ The housebreaker’s boy, sn ! ” replied Giles. “ They — 
they certainly had a boy ” 

“ Well ? J)o you think so now ? ” mquired Blathers 
“Think what, now?” replied Giles, looking vacantly at 
his questioner 

u Think it’s the same boy, Stupid head ? ” rejoined Blathei^ 
impatiently 

“I don’t know, I really don’t know,” said Giles, with 
a rueful countenance “I couldn’t swear to h im. ” 

“ What do you think ? ”, asked Mr Blathers 
“I don’t know what to think,” replied poor Giles “ I don’t 
think it is the boy , mdeed, I’m almost certain that it isn’t 
You know it can’t be ” 

“Has this man been a-dnnking, sn ?” mquired Blathers, 
turning to the doctor 

“What a pieeious muddle-headed chap you are 1 ” said 
Duff, addressmg Mr Giles, with supreme contempt, 

Mr Losbeme had been feeling the patient’s pulse dunng 
this short dialogue , but he now rose from the chair by the 
edside, and remarked, that if the officers had any doubts 
upon the subject, they would perhaps like to step into th/j, 
next room, and have Bnttles before them. 

Acting upon this suggestion, they adjourned to a neigh- 
bouring apartment, where Mr Bnttles, being called m, 
involved himself and his respected supenorm such a wondei- 
ful maze of fresh contradictions and impossibilities, as tended 
to throw no particular light on anything, but the fact of his 
own strong mystification , except, indeed, his declarations 
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that he shouldn’t know the real boy, if he were put before 
him that instant , that he had only taken Oliver to be he, 
because Mr Giles had said he was , and that Mr Giles had, 
five minutes previously, admitted in the kitchen, that he 
began to be very much afraid he had been a little too hasty 
|Among other ingenious surmises, the question was then 
rased, whether Mr Giles had really hit anybody ; and upon 
examination of the fellow-pistol to that which lie had fired, 
it turned out to have no moie destructive loadmg than 
gunpowder and brown paper • a discovery which made 
a considerable impression on everybody but the doctoi, who 
had drawn the ball about ten minutes before Upon no one, 
however, did it make a greater impression than on Mr Giles 
himself, who, aftei labouring, for some hours, under the 
fear of having mortally wounded a fellow-cieatuie, eagerly 
caught at this new idea, and favouied it to the utmost 
Finally, the officers, without troubling themselves very much 
about Oliver, left the Chertsey constable m the house and 
took up their rest foi that night in the town , piomismg to 
return next morning 

?Witli the next morning, there came a rumour, that two 
men and a boy were m the cage at Kingston, who had been 
apprehended over night under suspicious circumstances , and 
' to Kingston Messrs Blathers and Duff journeyed accordingly 
The suspicious circumstances, however, resolving themselves, 
on investigation, mto the one fact, that they had been dis- 
covered sleeping under a haystack ; which, although a great 
crime, is only punishable by imprisonment, and is, in the 
merciful eye of the English law, and its comprehensive love 
ot all the long’s subjects, held to be no satisfactory proof 
m the absence of all other evidence, that the sleeper, or 
sleepers, have committed burglary accompanied with violence 
and have therefore rendered themselves liable to the punish- 
ment of death , Messrs Blathers and Duff came back again 
as wise as they went 6 ’ 

lln short, after some more examination, and a great deal 
mhLTT er f\k on > a nei gbbounng magistrate was readily 
take the J° mt of Ma Maybe and Mr 

upo^Tnd 0 ^ 0 ^ 8 he Sh ° m ® ver be 

«Pon , and Blathers and Duff, being rewarded with a counle 

6 teTi l retu ” c i*° to ' m opmmns on the 

wnadeMh™ 11 f' 0t ft e ?t hOn ' tl “, latter gentlemln on a mature 
deration of all the circumstances, inclining to the belief 
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that the burglarious attempt had originated with the Family 
Pet , and the former being equally disposed to concede the 
full ment of it to the great Mr Conkey Chickweed 

Meanwhile, Oliver gradually throve and prospered under 
the united care of Mrs Maylie, Bose, and the kind-hearted 
Mr Losbeme If fervent prayers, gush mg from hearty 
overcharged with gratitude, he heard in heaven — and if the^ 
be not, what prayers are ! — the blessings which the orphan 
child called down upon them, sunk into their souls, diffusing 
peace and happiness 
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OF THE HAPPY LIFE OLIVER BEGAN TO LEAD VTITH 
HIS KIND FRIENDS 

Oliver’s ailmgs were neither slight nor few In addition 
to the pam and delay attendant on a broken limb, his 
exposure to the wet and cold had brought on fever and 
ague which hung about him for many weeks, and 1 educed 
him sadly. But, at length, he began, by slow degrees, to 
get better, and to be able to say sometimes, m a few tearful 
words, how deeply he felt the goodness of the two sweet 
ladies, and how ardently he hoped that when he grew strong 
ajd well again, he could do something to show his gratitude * 
only something which would let them see the love and duty 
with which his breast was full , something, however slight, 
which would prove to them that their gent)e kindness had 
not been cast away ; hut that the poor hoy whom their 
chanty had rescued from misery, or death, was eager to 
sen e them with his whole heart and soul, 

“Poor fellow ! ” said Rose, when Ohver had been one day 
feebly endeavouring to utter the words of thankfulness that 
rose to his pale bps “ you shall have many opportunities of 
serving us, if you will We are going into the country, and 
my aunt mtends that you shall accompany us. The quiet 
place, the pure air, and all the pleasures and beauties of 
spnng, will restore you m a few days We will employ you 
m a hundred ways, when you can bear the trouble.” 

“ The trouble ! ” cned Oliver “ Oh 1 dear lady, if I could 
out work for you , if I could only give you pleasure by 
watering your flowers, or -watching your birds, or running 
up and down the whole day long, to make you happy what 
would I give to do it 1 ” 

« t ^ 0U slia11 glve notilin g all,” said Miss Maylie, s milin g ; 

for, as I told you befoie, we shall employ you m a hundred 
^ays, and if you only take half the tiouhle to please us, 
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that you promise now, you will make me very happy in- 
deed ” 

“ Happy, ma’am ] ” cned Oliver, “how kind of you to 
say so 1 ” 

“ You will make me happier than I can tell you,” rephed 
the young lady “ To think that my dear good aunt should 
have been the means of rescumg any one from such sad misery 
as you have described to us, would be an unspeakable pleasure 
to me , but to know that the object of hei goodness and com- 
passion was sincerely grateful and attached, m consequence, 
would delight me, more than you can well imagine Do you 
understand me ? ” she inquired, watching Oliver’s thoughtful 
face 

“Oh yes, ma’am, yes ! ” replied Oliver, eagerly, “but 
I was thinking that I am ungrateful now ” 

“To whom 9 ” inquired the young lady 

“ To the kind gentleman, and the dear old nuise, who took 
so much care of me before,” rejoined Oliver “ If they knew 
how happy I am, they would be pleased, I am sure ” 

“I am sure they would,” rejoined Oliver’s benefactress, 
“ and Mr Losberne has already been kind enough to promis/P 
that when you are well enough to bear the journey, he win 
carry you to see them ” 

“ Has he, ma’am? ” cned Oliver, his face brightening with 
pleasure “ I don’t know what I shall do for joy when I see 
their kind faces once again * ” 

In a short time Oliver was sufficiently recovered to undeigo 
the fatigue of this expedition One morning he and Mr 
Losberpe set out, accordingly, in. a little carriage which 
belonged to Mrs Maybe When they came to Cheitsey 
Bridge, Oliver turned very pale, and uttered a loud exclama 
tion 

“What’s the matter with the boy?” cried the doctor, as 
usual all in a bustle “ Do you see anything — hear anything 
— feel anything — eh ? ” 

“That, sir,” cned Oliver, pointing out of the camaga 
window “ That house ! ” * 

“Yes , well, what of it ? Stop, coachman. Pull up heie,” 
cned the doctor “ What of the house, my man , eh ? ” 

“The thieves— the house they took me to!” whispered 
Oliver 

“The devil it is 1 ” cned the doctoi “ Halloa, there I let 
me out 1 ” 
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But, before the coachman could dismount from his box, 
he had tumbled out of the coach, by some means or other ; 
and, running down to the deserted tenement, began kicking 
at the door like a madman 

u Halloa 9 ’’ said a little ugly hump-backed man : opening 
Jhe dooi so suddenly, that the doctor, from the very impetus 
of his last kick, nearly fell forward into the passage “ "What’s 
the matter here ? ” 

“Matter 1 ” exclaimed the othei, collaring lnm, without 
a moment’s reflection “A good deal Robbery is the 
matter ” 

“ There’ll be Murder the matter, too/ replied the hump- 
backed man, coolly, “if you don’t take your hands off Do 
you hear me ? ” 

“I hear you,” said the doctor, giving his captive a hearty 
shake “ Where s — confound the fellow, what’s his rascally 
name — Sikes ; that’s it Where’s Sikes, you thief ? ” 

The hump-backed man stared, as if in excess of amazement 
and indignation , then, twisting himself, dextei ously from 
the doctor’s grasp, growled forth a volley of homd oaths, and 
^stared into the house Before he could shut the door, how- 
ever, the doctor had passed into the parlour, without a word 
of parley. He looked anxiously round , not an article of ’ 
furniture , not a vestige of anything, animate or inanimate , 
not even the position of the cupboards, answered Olivers 
description 1 

“Now!” said the hump-backed man, who had watched 
him keenly, “what do you mean by coming into my house, 
in this violent way ? Do you want to rob me, or to murder 
me 9 Which is it ? ” 


“Did you ever know a man come out to do eithei, in a 
chariot and pair, you ridiculous old vampire 9 ” said the 
irritable doctor. 

“What do you want, then?” demanded the hunchback 
vill you take yourself off, before I do you a mischief? 
>urse you ! * 

so ?. n as 1 * hmk Proper,” said Mi Losbeme, looking 
mto the other parlour , which, like the first, bore no resem- 
lance whatever to Oliver's account of it “ I shall find you 
°ut, some day, my fnend ” ^ 

Wll you ? ” sneered the ill-favoured cripple “ Tf von 
rm here I haven't hvecffimad “/S 
one, for five-and-twenty years, to be scared by you You 
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shall pay for this , you shall pay for this ” And so saying, 
the misshapen little demon set up a yell, and danced upon 
the ground, as if wild with rage 

“ Stupid enough, this,” muttered the doctor to himself , 
u the boy must have made a mistake Here ! Put that in 
your pocket, and shut yourself up again ” With these word?, 
he flung the hunchback a piece of money, and returned td 
the carnage 

The man followed to the chariot door, uttering the wildest 
imprecations and curses all the way , but as Mr Losberne 
turned to speak to the driver, he looked into the carnage, 
and eyed Oliver for an instant with a glance so sharp and 
fierce and at the same time so furious and vindictive, that, 
waking or sleeping, he could not foiget it for months after- 
wards He continued to utter the most fearful imprecations, 
until the driver had resumed his seat , and when they were 
once more on their way, they could see him some distance 
behind beating his feet upon the ground, and tearing his 
hair, in transports of real or pretended rage 

“ I am an ass ! ” said the doctor, after a long silence 
il Did you know that before, Olrver?” £< 

“ No, sir ” 

“Then dont forget it another^time ” 

“ An ass,” said the doctor agam, aftei a further silence of 
some minutes “ Even if it had been the light place, and 
the nglit fellows had been theie, what could I have done 
smgle handed ? And if I had had assistance, I see no good 
that I should ha\e done, except leading to my own e\ 
posure, and an unavoidable statement of the manner m 
which I ha\e hushed up this business. That would have 
serv ed pax& right though I am always involving myself m 
some sci ape or other, by actmg on impulse It might have 
done me good ” 

Now, the fact was that the excellent doctor had nevei 
acted upon anything but impulse all through his life, and 
it was no bad compliment to the nature of the impulse^/ 
which governed him, that so far from being involved in any 
peculiar troubles or misfortunes, he had the vs armest respect 
and esteem of all who knew lum If the truth must be 
told, he was a little out of temper, for a minute 01 two, at 
being disappointed in procuring conoboratrve evidence of 
Oliver’s story, on the very first occasion on which he had 
a chance of obtaining any He soon came round again, 
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however , and finding that Oliver s replies to Ins questions 
were still as straightforward and consistent, and still de- 
livered with as much apparent sincerity and truth, as they 
had ever been, he made up his mind to attach full credence 
to them, from that time forth. 

| As Oliver knew the name of the stieet in which Mr 
Biownlow resided, they were enabled to drive stiaight 
thither When the coach turned nito it, his heart heat so 
violently, that he could scaicely draw his breath. 

“Now, my hoy which house is it?” inquired Mr Los- 
beme 

“That' That!” replied Olivei, pointing eagerly out of 
the window “ The white house. Oh ! make haste I Pray 
make haste ! I feel as if I should die , it makes ' me 
tremble so ” 


“ Come, come," said the good doctoi patting him on the 
shoulder “You will see them directly, and they will he 
overjoyed to find you safe and well ” 

“Oh ! I hope so 1 ” cried Oliver “They were so good 
to me , so veiy, vei-y good to me ” 

* The coach rolled on It stopped No that was the 
wrong house , the next door It went on a few paces, and 
stopped again. Oliver looked up at the windows, with tears 
of happy expectation coursing down his face 
Alas ! the white house was empty and there was a hill in 
the window. “ To Let ’ , 


“Knock at the next door,’ cued Mi Losberne, taking 
Oliver's arm m his “"What has become of Mr Brownlow 
who used to live m the adjoining house, do you know ? ” ’ 

The servant did not know , but would go and inquire 
bhe presently returned, and said, that Mi Biownlow had 
sold off his goods, and gone to the West Indies, six weeks 
betore Oliver clasped his hands, and sank feebly backward. 

±tas his housekeeper gone, too ? ’ inquired Mr Losberne 
after a moment's pause 3 

iri 65 ’ 8 , ir ’ ’ re P h « d the servant “The old gentleman, 
the housekeeper, and a gentleman who was a friend of 
Wr u Brownlow’s, all went together ” 

the 2™ tU ™ ^ 7 ^! h T e a 8 Mn » 7 ’ 8511(1 Mr Losberne to 

out fr+i ’ r m St ° P to balt tlie horses till you get 

of this confounded London J ° 

u avS 6 h^^taU keeper sn ? ” said Olivei “ I know the 
y there See him, pray, sir ! Do see him ! ” 
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“My pool boy, this is disappointment enough for one 
day,” said the doctoi 11 Quite enough for both of us If 
we go to the book stall keeper’s, we shall certainly find 
that he is dead, or has set his house on fire, 01 run away 
No , home agam straight ? ” And m obedience to the 
doctor’s impulse, home they went. 

This bitter disappointment caused Olivei much sorrow 
and grief, even in the midst of his happiness , for he had 
pleased himself, many times duung his illness, with think- 
ing of all that Mr Biownlow and Mrs Bedwin would say 
to him and what delight it would be to tell them how 
many long days and nights he had passed m reflecting on 
what they had done for him, and in bewailing his cruel 
separation from them. The hope of eventually clearing 
himself with them, too, and explaining how he had been 
foiced away, had buoyed him up, and sustained him, under 
many of lus recent trials , and now, the idea that they 
should have gone so far, and carried with them the belief 
that he was an impostor and a robbei — a belief which might 
remain uncontiadicted to lus dying day — was almost more 
than he could bear C* 

The circumstance occasioned no alteiation, howevei, in 
the behaviour of his benefactors After another fortnight, 
when the fine warm weather had fanly begun, and every ' 
tiee and flower 'was putting forth its young leaves and ncli 
blossoms, they made preparations for quitting the house at 
Chertsey, for some months Sending the plate, which had 
so excited Fagin’s cupidity, to the banker’s , and leaving 
Giles and anothei seivant in care of the house, they departed 
to a cottage at some distance in the country, and took Ohver 
'with them 

Who can descube the pleasure and delight, the peace of 
mind and soft tranquillity, the sickly boy felt in the balmy 
air, and among the green lulls and rich w oods, of an inland 
village ! Who can tell how scenes of peace and quietude 
sink into the minds of pain-worn dwellers in close ancfc/ 
noisy places, and cany their own freshness, deep into their 
jaded hearts ! Men who have lived m crowded, pent up 
streets, through lives of toil, and who have never washed 
for change , men, to w r hom custom lias indeed been second 
nature, and who have come almost to love each brick and 
stone that formed the narrow boundaries of their daily walks , 
even they, with the hand of death upon them, have been 
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known to yearn at last for one short glimpse of Nature’s 
face , and, earned far from the scenes of their old pains and 
pleasures, have seemed to pass at once into a new state of 
being Crawling forth, from day to day, to some green 
sunny spot, they have had such memories wakened up 
yithin them by the sight of sky, and hill and plain, and 
glistening watei, that a foretaste of heaven itself has soothed 
their quick decline, and they have sunk into their tombs, as 
peacefully as the sun whose setting they watched fiom 
their lonely chamber window but a few hours before, faded 
from their dim and feeble sight ! The memories which 
peaceful country scenes call up, aie not of this world, noi 
of its thoughts and hopes Their gentle influence may 
teach us how to weave fresh garlands for the graves of those 
we loved . may purify our thoughts, and bear down before 
it old enmity and hatred , but beneath all this, there lingers, 
in the least reflective mind, a vague and half-formed con- 
sciousness of having held such feelings long before, m some 
remote and distant time, which calls up solemn thoughts of 
distant times to come, and bends down pride and woildhness 
beneath it 


It was a lovely spot to which they repaired. Olivei, 
whose days had been spent among squalid crowds, and in 
the midst of noise and brawling, seemed to enter on a new 
existence there The rose and honeysuckle clung to the 
cottage walls , the ivy crept round the trunks of the trees . 
and the garden-flowers perfumed the air with delicious 
odours. Hard by, was a little churchyard, not crowded 
ivith tall unsightly gravestones, but full of humble mounds 
coiered with fresh turf and moss, beneath which, the old 
people of the village lay at rest Oliver often wandeied 
nere , and, thinking of the wretched giave in which his 
mother lay, would sometimes sit him down and sob unseen * 
out, when he raised his eyes to the deep sky overhead he 

, tlunk ker as lying in the ground, and 
$rould weep for her, sadly, hut without pain. 

th* ™ n/ June The days were peaceful and serene 
the nights brought with them neither fear nor care no 

SS" 8 “ “ '™ t0 ? ed I” 30 ”. <* assomhng ™te 

fetched men ; nothing but pleasant and happy thoughts 
Every morning he went to a white headed ofd gentlemou 

better llttlecta jrch - who taught him to read 
’ and to and who spoke so kindly, and took 
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such pains, that Oliver could never try enough to please 
him Then, he would walk with Mrs Mavlie and Rose, 
and hear them talk of books, 01 perhaps sit near them, 
in some shady place, and listen whilst the young lady lead 
which he could have done, until it grew too dark to see 
the letters Then, he had his own lesson for the next day 
to prepare , and at this, he would work hard, m a little 
room which looked into the garden, till evening came slowly 
on, when the ladies would walk out again, and he with 
them listening with such pleasure to all they said and so 
happy if they wanted a flower that he could climb to reach, or 
had forgotten anything he could run to fetch that he could 
never be quick enough about it When it became quite 
dark, and they returned home, the young lady would sit 
down to the piano, and play some pleasant air, or sing, m 
a low and gentle voice, some old song which it pleased hei 
aunt to hear There would be no candles lighted at such 
times as these ^ and Oliver would sit by one of the windows, 
listening to the sweet music, m a perfect rapture 

And when Sunday came, how diffeiently the day was 
spent, from any way m which he had evei spent it yet# 
and how happily too , like all the othei days m that most 
happy time T There was the little church, in the morning, 
with the green leaves fluttering at the windows the buds 
singing without and the sweet -smelling an stealing m at 
the low porch, and filling the homely building with its 
fragrance The pooi people weie so neat and clean, and 
knelt so leverently m prayei, that it seemed a pleasure, not 
a tedious duty, their assembling there together , and though 
the singing might be lude, it was real, and sounded moie 
musical (to Olivers ears at least) than any he had ever 
heard in church before Then, there were the walks as 
usual, and many calls at the clean houses of the labouring 
men , and at night, Oliver read a chapter or two from the 
Bible, which he had been studying all the week, and m the 
performance of which duty he felt more proud and pleased^ 
than if he had been the clergyman himself 

In the morning, Oliver would he a-foot by six o’clock, 
roaming the fields, and plundering the hedges fai and wide, 
for nosegays of wild flowers, wuth which he would return 
laden, home , and which it took great care and consideration 
to arrange, to the best advantage, for the embellishment of 
the breakfast table There w^as fresh gioundsel, too, for 
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Miss Hayhe's birds, with which Oliver, who had been study- 
ing the subject undei the able tuition of the village clerk, 
vould decorate the cages, m the most approved taste. 
When the buds weie ruade all spruce and smart for the 
day, there was usually some little commission of chanty to 
.execute m the village, ox, failing that, there was raie 
rncket-playmg, sometimes on the green, or, faihng that, 
there was always something to do m the garden, or about 
the plants, to which Oliver (who had studied this science 
also, under the same master, who was a gardener by trade,) 
apphed himself with hearty goodwill, until Miss Eose made 
her appearance when there were a thousand commenda- 
tions to be bestowed on all he had done 
So three months ghded away ; three months which, in 
the hfe of the most blessed and favoured of mortals, might 
have been unmingled happiness, and which, in Oliver's, 
were true felicity With the purest and most amiable 
generosity on one side ; and the truest, warmest, soul-felt 
gratitude on the other , it is no wonder that, by the end 
of that short time, Oliver Twist had become completely 
^omesticated with the old lady and hei niece, and that the 
fervent attachment of his young and sensitive heart, was 
repaid by their pride in, and attachment to, himself! 



CHAPTER XXXIII 


WHEREIN THE HAPPINESS OF OLIVER AND HIS FRIENDS 
EXPERIENCES A SUDDEN CHECK 

Spring flew swiftly by, and summei came If the village 
had been beautiful at first it was now in the full glow and 
luxuriance of its richness. The gieat trees, which had looked 
shrunken and bare m the earlier months, had now burst into 
stiong life and health , and stretching forth their green arms 
over the thirsty giound, converted open and naked spots into 
choice nooks, wheie was a deep and pleasant shade from 
which to look upon the wide prospect, steeped in sunshine, 
which lay stretched beyond The eaith had donned her 
mantle of bughtest green , and shed her richest perfumes 
abroad It was the prime and vigour of the year , all thingj^ 
were glad and flourishing 

Still, the same quiet life went on at the little cottage, 
and the same cheerful serenity prevailed among its inmates. 
Olner had long since grown stout and healthy, but health 
or sickness made no diffeience m his warm feelings to those 
about him, though they do in the feelings of a great many 
people He was still the same gentle attached, affectionate 
creature that he had been when pain and suffering had 
wasted his strength, and when he was dependent for every 
slight attention and comfort on those who tended him 

One beautiful night, they had taken a longer walk than 
was customary with them for the day had been unusually 
w r arm, and there was a brilliant moon, and a bght wmd had 
spuing up, which was unusually refreshing Rose had been 
m high spirits, too, and they had walked on, in merry con- 
versation, until they had far exceeded their or dm ary bounds. - ’ 
Mrs Maybe being fatigued, they returned more slowly home. 
The young lady merely throwing off her simple bonnet, sat 
down to the piano as usual After running abstractedly 
oi ei the keys for a few minutes, she fell into a low and very 
solemn air , and as she played it, they heard a sound as if 
she were weeping 
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“ Rose, my deal 1 ’ said the eldei lady. 

Rose made no leply, hut played a little quicker, as though 
the words had loused her from some painful thoughts 
“Rose, my love!” cried Mrs Mnylie, using hastily, and 
bending ovei her “ What is this 9 In tears ! My dear 
I child, what distresses yon ? ” 

“ Nothing, aunt , nothing ” replied the young lady. I 

don t know what it is ; I can’t describe it ; but I feel ” 

“ Not ill, my love ? ” mtei'posed Mi's Haylie 
“ No, no ! Oh, not ill ! ” rephed Rose shuddering as 
though some deadly dullness were passing over hei, while 
she spoke , “ I shall be better presently Close the window, 
pray I ” 

Olivei hastened to comply with her lequest. Tlie young 
lady, making an eftort to recover her cheerfulness, strove to 
play some livelier tune , but her fingers dropped powerless 
on the keys Covering her face with her hands, she sank 
upon a sofa, and gave vent to the tears which she was now 
unable to repress 


* My child ! ” said the elderly lady, folding her anus about 
i her, “I never saw you so before ’ 

“I would not alarm you if I could avoid it. ’ rejoined 
Rose ; “ but indeed I have tried very haid, and cannot help 
this. I feai I am ill, aunt.” 

She was, indeed , foi, when candles weie brought, they 
saw that in the very short tune which had elapsed since 
their return home the hue of her countenance had changed 
to a nimble whiteness. Its expression had lost nothing of 
its beauty , but it was changed , and there was an anxious 
haggard look about the gentle face, which it had never worn 
before. Another minute, and it was suffused with a crimson 
hush * and a heavy wildness came ovei the soft blue eye 
Again this disappeared, like the shadow thrown by a passing 
cloud ; and she was once more deadly pale 
Oliver, who watched the old lady anxiously, observed that 
* t 6 7 aa . ala imed by these appearances and so in truth, was 
he , but seeing that she affected to make light of them, he 
endeavoured to do the same, and they so far succeeded“that 
Ss 5, 0Se ^ P e ^ ade ? b y ber aunt to retire for the 
‘2ni he WaS m b , ettei s P mts ’ and appeared even in bettei 
Wth assuring them that she felt iertau, she should riS 
m the morning, quite well. 

“I hope,” said Oliver, when- Mrs Maylie returned, “that 
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nothing is the matter * She don’t look well to night, 
but ” 

The old lady motioned to him not to speak , and sitting 
herself down in a dark coiner of the room, lemained silent 
for some time At length, she said, in a trembling voice 

“ I hope not, Oliver I have been very happy with hei 
for some years too happy, perhaps. It may be time that 
I should meet with some misfortune , but I hope it is not 
this,” 

“What?” inquired Olivei 

“The heavy blow,” said the old lady, “of losing the dear 
girl who has so long been my comfort and happiness ” 

“ Oh I God forbid f ” exclaimed Oliver, hastily 

“ Am en to that, my child 1 ” said the old lady, wringing 
her hands 

“ Surely there is no danger of anything so dreadful ? ” said 
Oliver “ Two hour’s ago, she was quite well” 

“ She is very ill now,” rejoined Mrs Mayhe , “ and will be 
worse, I am sure My dear, dear Rose ! Oh, what should 
I do without her 1 ” 

She gave wa}' to such great grief, that Oliver, suppi easing 
his own emotion, ventured to remonstrate with her , and to 
beg, earnestly, that, for the sake of the dear young lady 
herself, she would be more calm 

“And consider, ma’am,” said Oliver, as the tears forced 
themselves into his eyes, despite of his efforts to the con- 
trary, “oh* consider how young and good she is, and 
what pleasure and comfort she gives to all about her I am 
sure — certain — quite certain — that, for your sake, vho are 
so good yourself , and for her own , and for the sake of all 
she makes so happy , she will not die Heaven will never 
let her die so young ” 

“Hush’” said Mrs Maylie, laying her hand on Oliver’s 
head “You think like a child, poor hoy But you teach 
me my duty, notwithstanding I had forgotten it foi a 
moment, Oliver, hut I hope I may be pardoned, foi I am 
old, and have seen enough of illness and death to know the 
agony of separation from the objects of oui love I have 
seen enough, too, to know that it is not always the youngest 
and best who are spared to those that love them , but this, 
should give us comfort m our sorrov , for Heaven is just , 
and such things teach us, impiessnely, that there is a 
brighter world than this , 'and that the passage to it is 
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speedy God’s will be done * I love hei , and He knows 
how well 1 ” 

Oliver was surprised to see that as Mrs Maylie said these 
woids, she checked her lamentations as though by one effort; 
and drawing herself up as she spoke, became composed and 
■j firm He was still more astonished to find that this firmness 
* lasted , and that, under all the care and watching which 
ensued, Mrs Maybe was ever leady and collected perform- 
ing all the duties which devolved upon her, steadily, and to 
all external appearance, even cheerfully But he was young, 
and did not know what strong minds aie capable of, undei 
trying circ um stances. How should he, when their possessors 
so seldom know themselves ? 

An anxious night ensued When morning came, Mrs 
Maylie’s predictions were but too well verified Bose was 
in the first stage of a high and dangerous fever. 

“ We must be active, Oliver, and not give way to useless 
gnef,” said Mrs Maybe, laying her finger on her lip, as she 
looked steadily into his face , “ tins letter must be sent, with 
all possible expedition, to Mr Losbeme It must be earned 
to the market-town . which is not more than four miles off, 
by the footpath across the fields : and thence dispatched, by 
an express on horseback, straight to Clieitsey The people 
at the inn wDl undertake to do this , and I can trust to you 
to see it done, I know ” 

Oliver could make no reply, but looked his anxiety to be 
gone at once. 

“Here is another lettei,” said Mrs Maybe, pausing to 
reflect, “but whether to send it now, or wait until I see 
how Rose goes on, I scarcely know. I would not forward 
it, unless I feared the worst ” 

“Is it for Chertsey, too, ma’am? ’ inquired Oliver im- 
patient to execute his commission, and holding out his 
trembling hand for the letter 

“No,” replied the old lady, giving it to lum mechanically 
a Oliver glanced at it, and saw that it was directed to Hariy 
Maybe, Esquire, at some great lord’s house in the country , 
where, he could not make out 

“Shall it go, ma’am?” asked Ohm, looking; un im- 
patiently 6 

“I think not,’’ replied Mrs Maylie, taking it back “I 

11 wait until to-morrow 

With these words, she gave Oliver her purse, and he 



3 o2 OLIVER TWIST 

started off, without more delay, at the greatest speed he 
could muster 

Swiftly he ran across the fields, and down the little lanes 
which sometimes divided them now almost hidden by the 
high com on either side, and now emerging on an open field 
wheie the mowers and haymakers were busy at their work 
noi did he stop once, s^ve now and then, for a few seconds, 
to lecover breath, until he came, m a great heat, and covered 
with dust, on the little market-place of the maiket town 

Here he paused, and looked about for the inn There 
were a white bank, and a red brewery, and a yellow town 
hall , and m one corner there was a large house, with all 
the wood about it painted green before which was the sign 
of “The George ” To this he hastened, as soon as it caught 
Ins eye 

He spoke to a postboy who was dozing under the gateway , 
and who, after hearing what he wanted, refeired him to the 
ostler , who after hearing all he had to say again, referred 
h im to the landloid , who was a tall gentleman m a blue 
neckcloth, a white hat, diab breeches, and boots with tops 
to match, leaning against a pump by the stable door, picking 
his teeth w ith a silver toothpick 

This gentleman walked with much delibeiation into the 
bai to make out the bill which took a long time making 
Vout and aftei it was ready, and paid, a horse had to be 
saddled, and a man to lie dressed, which took up ten good 
minutes more Meanwhile Oliver was in such a desperate 
state of impatience and anxiety, that he felt as if be could 
have jumped upon the horse himself, and galloped away, 
full tear, to the next stage At length, all was ready , and 
the little parcel having been handed up, with many mjunc 
tions and entreaties for its speedy delivery, the man set 
spurs to his horse, and rattling over the uneven paving of 
the market-place, w as out of the town, and galloping along 
the turnpike road, in a couple of minutes. 

As it was something to feel certain that assistance was 
sent for, and that no time had been lost, Oliver huined up 
the inn yard, with a somewhat lighter heart He was turning 
out of the gateway when he accidentally stumbled against 
a tall man wrapped in a cloak, who was at that moment 
coming out of the inn dooi 

“Hah!” cried the man, fixing his eyes on Olivei, and 
suddenly recoiling “ What the devil’s this ? 9 
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“I beg your pardon, sir,” said Oliver , “ I was in a great 
hurry to get home, and didn’t see you were coming 

“ Death 1 ” muttered the man to himself, glaring at the 
boy with his large dark eyes “Who would have thought 
it ! Grind him to ashes I He’d start up from a stone coffin, 
^0 come m my way 1 ” 

“I am sorry ” stammeied Oliver, confused by the strange 
man’s wild look. “ I hope I have not hurt you 1 99 

“Rot you ! ” murmured the man in a horrible passion , 
between his clenched teeth , “ if I had only had the courage 
to say the word, I might have been free of you in a night 
Curses on your head, and black death on youi heart, you 
imp! What are you doing here?” 

The man shook his fist, as he uttered these woids inco- 
herently He advanced towards Oliver, as if with the 
intention of aiming a blow at him but fell violently on the 
ground * wnthing and foaming in a fit. 

Oliver gazed, foi a moment, at the struggles of the mad- 
man (foi such he supposed him to be); and then daited 
into the house foi help Having seen him safely earned 
^nto the hotel, he turned his face homewards, running as 
fast as he could, to make up for lost time and recalling 
with a great deal of astonishment and some fear, the extra- 
ordinary behavioui of the person from whom he had' just 
parted 

The circumstance did not dwell m his recollection long 
howevei • for when he reached the cottage, there was enough 
to occupy his mind, and to dnve all considerations of self 
completely from his memory 
Rose Maylie had rapidly giown worse, befoie midnight 
she was delirious A medical practitioner, who lesided on 
the spot, was in constant attendance upon hei ; and aftei 
first seemg the patient, he had taken Mrs Maylie aside, 
and pronounced her disorder to be one of a most alarming 
nature “In fact,” he said, “it would be little short of a 
'-Imiracle, if she recoveied ’ 

How often did Oliver start from his bed that night, and 
stealing out, with noiseless footstep to the staircase listen 
for the slightest sound from the sick chamber ! How often 
( J 1 ** tremble shake Ins frame, and cold drops of ten or 
start upon his brow, when a sudden trampling of feet caused 
fiun to fear that something too dreadful to think o£ had 
even then occurred ! And what had been the fervency of 
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all tlie prayers he had ever uttered, compaied with those he 
poured forth now, in the agony and passion of his supplica- 
tion for the life and health of the gentle creatuie, who 'was 
totteung on the deep grave’s verge T 

Oh T the suspense, the fearful, acute suspense, of standing 
idly by w hile the life of one we dearly love, is trembling lq 
the balance f Oh ! the racking thoughts that crowd upon 
the mind, and make the heart beat violently, and thebieath 
come thick, by the force of the images they conjure up 
lief ore it , the desperate anxiety to be doing something to 
relieve the pain or lessen the danger, which we have no 
power to alleviate , the sinking of soul and spirit, which 
the sad remembrance of our helplessness produces , what 
tortures can equal these , what reflections or endeavours can, 
m the full tide and fever of the time, allay them I 

Morning came , and the little cottage was lonely and still 
People spoke in whispers , anxious faces appeared at the 
gate, from time to time , women and children went away m 
tears All the livelong day, and foi hours after it had 
grown dark, Oliver paced softly up and down the garden, 
raising his eyes every instant to the sick chamber, and 
shuddering to see the darkened window, looking as if death 
lay stretched inside Late at night, Mi Losberne arrived 
u It is hard,” said the good doctor, turning away as he spoke, 
1 80 young , so much beloved , but there is very little 
hope ” 

Another morning The sun shone bnghtly as brightly 
as if it looked upon no misery or care , and, 'with every leaf 
and flower in full bloom about her , with life, and health, 
and sounds and sights of joy, surrounding her on every side 
the fair young creatuie lay, wasting fast Oliver crept away 
to the old churchyard, and sitting down on one of the green 
mounds, wept and prayed for her, m silence. 

There was such peace and beauty m the scene , so much 
of brightness and mirth m the sunny landscape , such blithe 
some music m the songs of the summer birds , such freedom 
m the rapid flight of the rook, careering overhead , so much 
of hfe and joyousness in all, that, when the boy raised his 
aching eyes, and looked about, the thought instinctively 
occuired to him, that this wms not a time for death , that 
Rose could surely never die when humbler things w ere all 
so glad and gay , that graves were for cold and cheerless 
winter not for sunlight and fragrance He almost thought 



an anxious time * 305 

•that shrouds were for the old and shrunken ; and that they 
never wrapped the young and graceful form in their ghastly 
folds. 

A knell from the church bell broke harshly on these 
youthful thoughts Another ! Again ! It was tolbng for 
funeral service A group of humble mourners entered 
me gate : wearing white favours , for the corpse was young 
They stood uncovered by a grave , and there was a mother 
—a mother once — among the weepmg tram But the sun 
shone bnghtly, and the birds sang on 

Oliver turned homeward, thinking on the many kindnesses 
he had received from the young lady, and wishing that the 
tune could come over again, that he might never cease 
showing her how grateful and attached he was. He had no 
cause for self-reproach on the score of neglect, or want of 
thought, for he had been devoted to hei service ; and yet a 
hundred little occasions rose up before lum, on which he 
fancied he might have been more zealous, and more earnest, 
and wished he had been We need be careful how we deal 
with those about us when every death carries to some small 
Circle of survivors, thoughts of so much omitted, and so little 
done — of so many things forgotten, and so many more which 
might have been repaired ' There is no remorse so deep as 
that which is unavailing ; if we would be spared its tortures, 
let us remember this, m time 

When he reached home Mrs Maybe was sitting in the 
little pailour Okver s heart sank at sight of her , for she 
had never left the bedside of her niece ; and he trembled to 
think what change could have driven hei away He learnt 
that she had fallen into a deep sleep, from which she would 
waken, either to lecovery and life, or to bid them farewell, 
and die 

They sat, listening, and afraid to speak, for hours. The 
untasted meal was removed, with looks winch showed that 
their thoughts were elsewhere, they watched the sun as he 
0Knk lower and lower, and, at length, cast over sky and 
earth those brilliant hues winch herald his departure Their 
quick ears caught the sound of an approaching footstep 
ihey both involuntaiily darted to the door, as Mr Losberne 
entered ‘ ' ~ 

“What of Rose ? ’ cried the old lady “ Tell me at once » 

“ 0311 lt ' anting but suspense » Oli, tell me' m the 
name of Heaven ! ” 



OLIVER TWIST 


3°6 

“ You must compose yourself,” said the doctor, supporting 
hei “Be calm, my dear ma'am, pray ” 

“Let me go, in God's name! My dear child 1 She is 
dead ] She is dying * ” 

“No!" cried the doctor, passionately “As He is good 
and merciful, she will live to bless us all, foi years to come 
The lady fell upon her knees, and tried to fold her hands 
together , but the energy which had supported her so long, 
fled up to Heaven with her first thanksgiving , and she sank 
into the friendly arms which were extended to leceive her 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 


CONTAINS SOME INTEODUC'TOBY PAETICIJLAES EELATIVE 
TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN WHO NOW ABKIYES UPON 
THE SCENE, AND A NEW ADYENTUBE WHICH HAP- 
PENED TO OLIYEB 

It was almost too much happiness to hear Olivei felt 
shinned and stupefied by the unexpected intelligence ; he 
could not weep, or speak, 01 rest. He had scarcely the powei 
of understanding anything that had passed, until, after a 
long ramble in the quiet evening air, a burst of tears came 
to his relief, and he seemed to awaken, all at once, to a full 
sc-rjfe of the joyful change that had occurred, and the almost 
insupportable load of anguish winch had been taken from his 
breast 

The night was fast closing m, when he letumed homewaid • 
laden with flow ers wlucli he had culled, with peculiar care 
for tlie adornment of the sick chambei As he walked briskly 
along the road, he heard behind him the noise of some 
vehicle approaching at a furious pace Looking round -lie 
saw that it was a post-chaise, driven at great speed , and as 
the horses were galloping, and the road was narrow, he stood 
leaning against a gate until it should have passed him 
As it dashed on, Olivei caught a glimpse of a man in a 
white nightcap, whose face seemed familiar to him, although 
his view was so brief that he could not identify the person 
In another second or two, the nightcap was thrust out of the 
c'juse-window, and a stentorian voice bellowed to the driver 
m stop which he did, as soon as he could pull up his horses 
Then the nightcap once again appeared and the same voice 
called Oliver bv his name 

“Here'” cned the voice “ Oliver what's the news ' 5 
Miss Rose ! Master O-li-ver 1 ’ 

Is it you, Giles ? " cried Oliver running up to the chaise- 
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Giles popped out his mghteap again, preparatory to making 
some reply, when he was suddenly pulled back by a young 
gentleman who occupied the other comer of the chaise, and 
who eageily demanded what was the news 

“ In a word 1 ” cried the gentleman, “ Better or worse ? ” 

“ Better — much better! ” replied Oliver, hastily 
u Thank Heaven!” exclaimed the gentleman “You are 
sure ? ” 

“ Quite, sir,” repbed Oliver “ The change took place only 
a few hours ago , and Hr Losbeme says, that all danger is 
at an end ” 

The gentleman said not another word, but, opening the 
chaise-door, leaped out, and taking Obver hurriedly by the 
arm, led him aside 

“ You are quite certain ? There is no possibihty of any 
mistake on your part, my boy, is there?” demanded the 
gentleman m a tremulous voice u Do not deceive me, by 
awakenmg hopes that are not to be fulfilled ” 

“ I would not for the world, sir,” repbed Obver “ Indeed 
you may believe me Mr Losberne’s words were, that she 
would live to bless us all for many years to coma I hof <d 
him say so ” 

The tears stood m Oliver’s eyes as he recalled the scene 
which was the beginning of so much happiness , and the 
gentleman turned his face away, and remained silent, for some 
minutes Obver thought he heard him sob, more than once , 
but he feared to interrupt him by any fresh remark — for he 
could well guess what his feelings were — and so stood apart, 
feigning to be occupied with his nosegay 

All this time, Hr Giles, with the white nightcap on, had 
been sitting on the steps of the chaise, supporting an elbow 
on each knee, and wiping his eyes with a blue cotton pocket- 
handkerchief dotted with white spots That the honest 
fellow had not been feigning emotion, was abundantly 
demonstrated by the very red eyes with which he regarded 
the young gentleman, when he turned round and addressed 
him 

“I think you had better go on to my mother’s in the 
chaise, Giles,” said he “I would rather walk slowly on, 
so as to gam a little time before I see her You can say 
I am coming ” 

“ I beg your pardon, Hr Harry,” said Giles giving a final 
polish to his ruffled countenance with the handkerchief, 



HARRY MAYLTE 


309 


“ but if you would leave the postboy to say that, I should 
be very much obliged to you It wouldn’t he proper for the 
maids to see me in this state, sir , I should never have any 
more authority with them if they did.” 

“Well,” rejoined Harry May lie, smiling, “you can do as 
ygj like Let him go on with the luggage, if you wish it, 
and do you follow with us Only first exchange that night- 
cap for some more appropriate covering, or we shall be taken 
for madmen.” 

Mr Giles, remmded of his unbecoming costume, snatched 
off and pocketed his nightcap ; and substituted a hat, of 
grave and sober shape, which he took out of the chaise 
This done, the postboy drove off, Giles, Mr Maylie, and 
Oliver, followed at then leisure 

As they walked along, Oliver glanced from time to time 
with much interest and curiosity at the new-comer. He 
seemed about five-and-twenty years of age, and was of the 
middle height , his countenance was frank and handsome ; 
and his demeanour easy and prepossessing Notwithstanding 
the difference between youth and age, he bore so strong 
a^jikeness to the old lady, that Oliver would have had no 
great difficulty in imagining then relationship, if he had 
not already spoken of her as his mother. 

ilrs. Maybe was anxiously waiting to receive hei son 
v-hen he reached the cottage The meeting did not take 
place without great emotion on both sides 

“Mother!” whispered the young man: “why did vou 
not Tvnte before ? ” 


“I did,” replied Mrs Maybe , “but, on reflection, I detei- 
mined to keep back the letter until I bad heard Mr Los- 
beme’s opinion.” 

wh 3V’ said the young man, “why run the chance 
or that occurring which so nearly happened*? If Rose had 

Z, ST®* utt z , that word now— if this Illness had termi- 
Tsjf ij r T ntly ’ k, ow could y° u ever have forgiven yourself 1 
<?Tc CO k 1 ever iave known happiness again ! ” 

( if that had been the case, Harry,” said Mrs Maybe 
„ n VT y QUr happiness would have been effectually bbghted 

“tu? y T -“T 1 » a«r sooner or 

n-ould have been of very, very bttle import ” 7 

And who can wonder if it be so, mother?” reioined the 
young man , “or why should I say, ?/?— Ifc «. 

know it, mother — you must know it ! ” ^ 
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“I know that she deseives the best and puiest love the 
heart of man can offei,” said Mrs Maybe, “I know that 
the devotion and affection of her natuie lequne no ordinary 
letum, but one that shall be deep and lasting If I did not 
feel this, and know, besides, that a changed behaviour m 
one she loved would break her heart, I should not feel yy 
task so difficult of performance, 01 have to encountei sb 
many struggles in my own bosom, when I take what seems 
to me to be the strict line of duty ” 

“This is unkind, mothei,” said Harry “Do you still 
suppose that I am a boy ignorant of my own mind, and 
mistaking the impulses of my own soul ? ” 

“I think, my dear son,” returned Mrs Maybe, laying her 
hand upon his shoulder, “ that youth has many generous 
impulses which do not last , and that among them are some, 
which, bemg gratified, become only the more fleeting 
Above all, I think,” said the lady, fixing hei eyes on hei 
son’s face, “that if an enthusiastic, ardent, and ambitious 
man many a wife on whose name there is a stain, which, 
though it onginate m no fault of hers, may be visited by 
cold and sordid people upon her, and upon his children al^i 
and, in exact proportion to his success m the world, be cast 
m Ins teeth, and made the subject of sneers against him 
he may, no matter how generous and good his nature, one 
day repent of the connexion he formed m eaily life. And 
she may have the pain of knowing that he does so ” 

“ Mother,” said the young man, impatiently, “he would 
be a selfish brute, unworthy alike of the name of man and 
of the woman you describe, Mho acted thua” 

“You think so now, Harry,” replied his mother 
a And evei will I ” said the young man “ The mental 
agony I have suffered, during the last two days, wrings from 
me the avowal to you of a passion which, as you well know, 
is not one of yesterday, nor one I have lightly formed On 
Rose, sweet, gentle girl T my heart is set, as firmly as ever 
heart of man was set on woman I have no thought, 
view, no hope in life, beyond liei , and if you oppose me 
in this great stake, you take my peace and happiness in 
your hands, and cast them to the wind Mother, think 
better of this, and of me, and do not disregard the happiness 
of which you seem to think so little ” 

“ Harry,” said Mrs Maybe, “it is because I think so much 
of warm and sensitive hearts, that I would spare them from 



MOTHER AND S ON 3 aI 

being wounded But we have said enough, and more than 
enough, on this matter, just now * 

“Let it rest with Rose, then,” interposed Harry “ You 
will not press these overstrained opinions of yours so far, 
as to throw any obstacle in my way ? ” 

\ li I will not/ rejoined Mrs Maylie ; ‘ but I would lm e 
you consider * 

“ I 7/aie considered ! ” was the impatient leply ; “ Mother, 
I have considered, years and years I have considered evei 
since I have been capable of serious reflection My feelings 
remain unchanged, as they ever will , and why should 
I suffer the pam of a delay in giving them vent, which can 
be productive of no earthly good ? No ! Before I leave 
this place, Rose shall hear me 5 
“ She shall, J said Mrs Maylie 

“There is something in your mannei which would almost 
imply that she will heai me coldly, mother said the young 
man 

“Rot coldly,” rejoined the old lady * far from it ” 

“How then? ” urged the young man She has formed 
other attachment ? ” 

“No, indeed,” replied his mother , “you have or I mistake, 
too strong a hold on her affections already What I would 
say,” lesumed the old lady, stopping hei son as he was 
about to speak “ is this. Before you stake youi all on this 
chance ; before you suffer yourself to be earned to the highest 
point of hope , reflect for a few moments my deai child, on 
Rose’s history, and consider what effect the knowledge of 
her doubtful birth may have on hei decision : devoted as 
she is to us, with all the intensity of her noble mind, and 
with that perfect sacrifice of self which, m all matters great 
or trifling, has always been her characteristic ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“That I leave you to discover,” replied Mrs Maybe 
“ I must go back to her God bless you T ” 

'J “I shall see you again to-mght?” said the young man, 
eagerly. 

“By and by,” replied the lady “ when I leave Rose ~ 

4< You will tell her I am here ? ” said Harry 
“ Of course,” replied Mrs Maylie 

“And say how anxious I have been,- and how much 
1 have suffered, and how I long to see hex You will not 
refuse to do this, mother ? ” 
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“No,” said the old lady, “I will tell her all” And 
pressing her son’s hand affectionately, she hastened from 
the room 

Mr Losbeme and Olivei had remained at another end 
of the apaitment while this hurried conversation was pro- 
ceeding The former now held out his hand to Hairy 
Maylie, and hearty salutations 'were exchanged betwee^ 
them The doctor then communicated, in reply to mulh 
furious questions from his young fuend, a precise account 
of his patient’s situation , which was quite as consolatory 
and full of promise, as Oliver's statement had encouraged 
him to hope , and to the whole of which, Mr Giles, who 
affected to be busy about the luggage, listened with gieedy 
ears 

“ Have you shot anything particular, lately, Giles?” in- 
quired the doctor, when he had concluded 

11 Nothing particular, sir,” replied Mr Giles, colouring up 
to the eyes, 

“ Nor catching any thieves nor identifying any house 
breakers ? ” said the doctor 

i( None at all, sir,” replied Mr Giles, with much gravity^ 

u Well,” said the doctor, 41 I am sorry to hear it, because 
you do that sort of thing admirably. Pray, how is 
Bnttles ? ” 

“The boy is very well, sir,” said Mr Giles, recovering 
his usual tone of patronage, “and sends bis respectful 
duty, sir ” 

u That’s well,” said the doctor u Seeing you here, re- 
minds me, Mr Giles, that on the day before that on which 
I was called away so hurriedly, I executed, at the request 
of your good mistress, a small commission in your favoui 
J ust step into this comer a moment, will you ? ” 

Mr Giles walked into the comer with much importance, 
and some wonder, and was honoured with a short whispei 
ing conference with the doctor, on the termination of which, 
he made a great many bows, and retired with steps 
unusual stateliness. The subject matter of this conference 
was not disclosed m the parloui, but the kitchen was speedily 
enlightened concerning it , foi Mr Giles walked straight 
thither, and having called for a mug of ale, announced, with 
an air of majesty, which ^\as higliiy effective, that it had 
pleased his mistress, in consideration of his gallant behaviour 
on the occasion of that attempted lobbery, to deposit, in the 
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local savings-bank the sum of five and twenty pounds, for 
lus sole use and benefit At this, the two women-servants 
lifted up then hands and eyes, and supposed that Mr. Giles 
would begin to be quite proud now , wheieunto Mr. Giles, 
pulling out his shirt-full, replied “No, no,” and that if 
-foey observed that he was at all haughty to his inferiors, 
ae would thank them to tell him so And then he made 
a great many other remarks, no less illustrative of lus 
humility, which weie received "with equal favour and ap- 
plause, and were, withal, as original and as much to the 
purpose, as the remaiks of great men commonly are 
Above stairs, the remainder of the evening passed cheer- 
fully aw ay , for the doctor was in high spirits , and how- 
ever fatigued or thoughtful Harry Maybe might have been 
at first, he was not pioof against the worthy gentleman’s 
good humour, which displayed itself m a great variety of 
sallies and piofessional recollections, and an abundance of 
small jokes, which struck Olivei as being the drollest things 
he had ever heard, and caused him to laugh proportionately 
to the evident satisfaction of the doctor, who laughed im- 
moderately at himself, and made Hairy laugh almost as 
heartily, by the vei-y foice of sympathy So, they were 
as pleasant a party as, under the cn cumstances, they could 
well have been , and it was late before they retired, with 
light and thankful hearts, to take that rest of which, after 
the doubt and suspense they had lecently undergone’ they 
stood much in need 


Oliver lose next morning in bettei heart, and went about 
his usual eaily occupations with more hope and pleasure 
than he had known foi many days The birds were once' 
moie hung out, to sing, in their old places, and the sweetest 
wild flowers that could be found, weie once more gatheied 
to gladden Rose with their beauty The melancholy which 
nad seemed to the sad eyes of the anxious boy to hang 
tor days past, ovei every object, beautiful as all were, was 

fcgSf 1 TLe d T Seemed t0 inore 

°\ the § leen leaves , the air to rustle among them 

W^ V n r C, u Wl Sky ltself t0 look blue 
our E?* S \ lC t h 15 the lnfluence which the condition of 
eSeZ? thoughts, exercises even over the appearance of 

Sen Md f u ,° ^ T ? atnre > and tke * fellow- 

buUi,J ? 7 thnt aU 13 dark gloomy, are in the right, 

' U e sombre colours aie reflections from their own jaun- 
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diced eyes and hearts. The real hues are delicate, and need 
a clearer vision 

It is worthy of remaik, and Oliver did not fail to note 
it at the time, that his mornmg expeditions were no longer 
made alone Harry Maylie, after the very first morning 
when he met Oliver coming laden home, was seized wit^ } 
such a passion for flowers, and displayed such a taste m 
their arrangement, as left his young compamon far behind 
If Olivei were behindhand in these respects, however, he 
knew where the best were to be found , and morning after 
morning they scouied the country together, and biought 
home the fairest that blossomed The window of the young 
lady’s chambei was opened now , for she loved to feel the 
rich summer air stream in, and revive her with its fresh 
nass , but theie always stood in water, just inside the 
lattice, one particulai little bunch, which was made up with 
great care, every morning Oliver could not help noticing 
that the withered dowel’s were never thrown away, although 
the little vase was regularly replenished , noi could he 
help observing, that whenever the doctoi came into the 
garden, he mvauably cast his eyes up to that paiticul^ 
corner, and nodded his head most expressively, as he set 
forth on his morning’s walk Pending these observations, 
the days were flying by , and Pose was rapidly recovering 

Nor did Oliver’s time hang heavy on his hands, although 
the young lady had not yet left her chamber, and there were 
no evening walks, save now and then, for a shoit distance 
with Mrs. Maylie He applied himself, with redoubled 
assiduity, to the instiuctions of the white-headed old gentle 
man, and laboured so hard that his quick progress surprised 
even himself It was while he was engaged m this pursuit, 
that lie was greatly staitled and distressed by a most unex- 
pected occurrence 

The little room m winch he was accustomed to sit, when 
busy at his books, v as on the ground-floor, at the back of 
the house. It was quite a cottage-room, with a lattice 
window around which were clusters of jessamine and 
honeysuckle, that crept over the casement, and filled the 
place with their delicious perfume It looked into a garden, 
whence a wicket-gate opened into a small paddock , all 
beyond, was fine meadow land and wood There was no 
other dwelling near, m that direction , and the prospect 
it commanded was veiy extensne 
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One beautiful evening, when the first shades of twilight 
were beginning to settle upon the earth, Oliver sat at this 
window, intent upon his hooks He had been ponng over 
them, for some time ; and as the day had been uncommonly 
sultry, and he had exerted himself a gieat deal, it is no dis- 
paragement to the authors, whoever they may have been, 
10 say that gradually and by slow degrees, he fell asleep 
There is a land of sleep that steals upon us sometimes, 
which, while it holds the body prisoner, does not free the 
mmd from a sense of things about it, and enable it to 
ramble at its pleasuie So far as an overpowering heavi- 
ness, a prostiation of strength and an utter inability to 
control our thoughts or power of motion, can be called 
sleep tins is it and yet, we have a consciousness of all 
that is going on about us, and, if we dream at such a time, 
words which aie really spoken, or sounds which really exist 
at the moment, accommodate themselves with surprising 
readiness to oui visions, until reality and imagination be- 
come so strangely blended that it is afterwards almost mattei 
of impossibility to separate the two N01 is this, the most 
striking phenomenon incidental to such a state It is an 
undoubted fact, that although our senses of touch and sight 
lie foi the time dead, yet our sleepmg thoughts, and the 
visionary scenes that pass before us, will be influenced and 
materially influenced by the mere silent presence of some 
external object; which may not have been neai us when 
we closed our eyes . and of whose vicinity we have had no 
waking consciousness 

Ohver knew, perfectly well, that he was in his own little 
room , that his books were lying on the table before him 
that the sweet air was stirring among the creeping plants' 
outside. And yet he was asleep. Suddenly, the scene 
changed , the air became close and confined , and he thought 
with a glow of terror, that he was in the Jew’s house amm' 
here sat the hideous old man, m his accustomed comer 
pointing at him, and whispering to another man. with his 
face averted, who sat beside hum 

“,f H r Sh ’ my dear! ” he thought he heard the Jew say 
<< sur© enough Come away 59 

. J 1 -® 6 ! ” ^her man seemed to answer , “ could I mis- 
take him, think you 0 If a crowd of ghosts were to put 
themselves into his exact shape, and he stood amongst them 
there is something that would tell me how to p?mt to 
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out If you buried him fifty feet deep, and took me across 
his grave, I fancy I should know, if theie wasn’t a maik 
above it, that he lay buried there T ” 

The man seemed to say this, with such dreadful hatred, 
that Oliver awoke with the fear, and started up 

Gnod Heaven I what was that, which sent the blood' 
tingling to his heart, and deprived him of his voice, and or 
power to move 1 There — there — at the window — close befoie 
him — so close, that he could have almost touched him before 
he started back with his eyes peering into the room, and 
meet mg his there stood the Jew 1 And beside him, white 
with rage or fear, or both, were the scowhng features of the 
very man who had accosted him in the inn yard 

It was but an instant, a glance, a flash, before his eyes , 
and they were gone. But they had recognised him, and he 

them , and their look was as firmly impressed upon Ins 
memory, as if it had been deeply carved in stone, and set 
before Inm from his birth He stood transfixed for a moment , 

then, leaping from the window into the garden called loudly 
for help 







CHAPTER XXXV 


CONTAINING THE UNSATISFACTORY RESULT OF OLIVER'S 
ADVENTURE , AND A CONVERSATION OF SOME IM- 
PORTANCE BETWEEN HARRY MAYLTE AND ROSE 


"When the inmates of the house, attracted by Oliver's cries, 
hurried to the spot from which they proceeded, they found 
him, pale and agitated, pointing m the direction of the 
meadows behind the house, and scarcely able to articulate 
the words, * The Jew ! the Jew 1 ” 

Mr Giles was at a loss to comprehend what this outcry 
meant , but Harry May he, whose perceptions were some- 
thing quicker, and who had heaid Oliver’s history from Ins 
pother, understood it at once 

* “What dneetion did he take 5 ” he asked, catching up 
a heavy stick which was standing in a comei 
“ That,” replied Oliver, pointing out the course the man 
had taken, “I missed them m an instant” 

“Then, they aie m the ditch' ’ said Harry, “Follow! 
And keep as near me, as you can ” So saying, he sprang 
over the hedge, and darted off with a speed which rendered 
it mnttei of exceeding difficulty for the otheis to keep neai 
him. 


Giles followed as well as he could , and Oliver followed 
too , and m the course of a minute 01 two, Mr Losbeme, 
who had been out walking, and just then returned, tumbled 
o\er the hedge aftei them, and picking himself up with 
more agihty than he could have been supposed to possess, 
§ruck mto the same course at no contemptible speed, 
snouting all the while, most prodigiously, to know uhat 
was the matter 


On they all went , nor stopped they once to breathe, 
until the leader, stinking off into an angle of the field 
h y 01lYer > began to seaich, narrowly, the ditch 
, ]t ~ ,v 6 geodj Pining , which afforded time for the lemaindei 
tLe ? art y to come up , and for Oliver to communicate to 
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Mr Losbeine the circumstances that had led to so vigorous 
a pursuit 

The search wa s all m vain. There Mere not even the 
traces of recent footsteps, to be seen They stood now, on 
the s ummi t of a httle hill, commanding the open fields in 
every direction foi three 01 four miles. There was the 
village m the hollow on the left , but, m ordei to gam tliau^ 
after pursuing the track Oliver had pointed out, the men 
must have made a circuit of open ground, which it was 
impossible they could have accomplished m so short a time. 
A thick wood skirted the meadow-land m another direction , 
but they could not have gamed that covert for the same 
reason 

“ It must have been a dream, Olivei,” said Harry Maybe 

f ‘ 0 h no, mdeed, sir,” replied Oliver, shuddering at the 
very recollection of the old wretch's countenance , “I saw 
him too plainly for that. I saw them both, as p lainl y as 
I see you now ” 

“Who was the other 9 ” inquired Harry and Mr Los 
berae, together 

The very same man I told you of, who came so sudden]^ 
upon me at the inn,” said Olivei “We had oui eyes fixed 
full upon each other , and I could sweai to him ” 

“They took this way?” demanded Harry ‘‘are you 
sure ? ” 

“ As I am that the men were at the window,” replied 
Oliver, pointing down, as he spoke, to the hedge which 
divided the cottage garden from the meadow * The tall 
man leaped o\er, just there , and the Jew, ru nnin g a few 
paces to the right, crept through that gap ” 

The two gentlemen watched Oliver's earnest face as he 
spoke, and looking fiom him to each othei, seemed to feel 
satisfied of the accuracy of what he said Still, in no 
direction were theie any appeaiances of the trampling of 
men m hurried flight The grass was long , but it was 
trodden down nowhere, sa^ve where their own feet had 
crushed it The sides and brinks of the ditches were o 7 
damp clay , but in no one place could they discern the punt 
of men’s shoes, 01 the slightest mark vhich would indicate 
that any feet had pressed the ground foi hours befoie 

“This is strange * ” said Hairy 

“ Strange 9 ” echoed the doctor “ Blathers and Duff, 
themseh es, could make nothing of it ” 
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Notwithstanding the evidently useless nature of their 
seai eh, they did not desist until the coming on of night 
rendered its further pi osecution hopeless ; and even then, 
they gave it up with reluctance. Giles was despatched to 
the different ale-houses m the village, furnished with the 
best desciiption Oliver could give of the appearance and 
flress of the sti angel’s. Of these, the Jew was, at all events, 
sufficiently remaikable to he remembered supposing he had 
been seen drinking, or loitering about , but Giles returned 
without any intelligence, calculated to dispel 01 lessen the 
mystery 

On the next day, fresh search was made, and the inquiries 
lenewed; but with no bettei success. On the day follow- 
ing, Oliver and Mi Haylie repaired to the maiket-town, 
in the hope of seeing or hearing something of the men 
tlieie , but this effort was equally fruitless After a few 
days, the affair began to be forgotten, as most affairs are, 
•when wondei, having no flesh food to support it, dies awav 
of itself 

Meanwhile, Nose was rapidly recoveiing She had left 
^er room was able to go out , and mixing once more with 
the family, earned joy into the hearts of all 

But, although this happy change had a visible effect on 
the little circle , and although cheerful voices and merry 
laughtei were once more heaid in the cottage ; there was at 
fames, an unwonted lestramt upon some there • even upon 
Rose herself : which Oliver could not fail to remark Mrs 
Maybe and her son were often closeted together for a long 
fame ; and more than once Rose appeared with traces of tears 
upon her face After Mr. Losbeme bad fixed a day for bis 
departure to Chertsey, these symptoms increased ; and it 
became evident that something was in piogiess which 

Edes! the PeaCe ° f the young lady > and of somebody else 

v , At le ogtk one morning, when Rose was alone in tbe 
W P T ° U ^ Hairy . Majhe entered ; ™d, with some 
aSmS’ be8ged permisslon to s P eak with her for a few 


‘‘ ^w-a very few-will suffice, Rose.” said the vounn 
? n » dewing his chair towards hei. * What I shall have 

bS,ed a8 h» e " d y >reKDl 1 e<i 5 * *° rS mo's 

the S i h P ,° f my , heart aw uot unknown to you 
hough from my bps you have not yet heard them stated.”’ 
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Rose had been very pale from the moment of his entrance , 
but that might have been the effect of her recent illness. 
She meiely bowed , and bending over some plants that 
stood near, waited in silence for him to proceed. 

“I — I — ought to have left here, before/’ said Harry 

“You should, indeed,” replied Rose “Forgive me for 
saying so, but I wish you had.” * 

“ I was brought here, by the most dreadful and agonising 
of all apprehensions,” said the young man , “the fear ot 
losing the one deal being on whom my every wish and hope 
are fixed You had been dying trembling between earth 
and heaven We know that when the young, the beautiful, 
and good, are visited with sickness, their pure spirits insen- 
sibly turn towards their bright home of lastmg rest , we 
know, Heaven help us I that the best and fairest of our 
kind, too often fade in blooming ” 

There were tears in the eyes of the gentle girl, as these 
words were spoken , and when one fell upon the flowei 
over which she bent, and glistened brightly m its cup, 
making it more beautiful, it seemed as though the out- 
pouring of her fresh young heart, claimed kindred naturally^ 
with the loveliest things m nature 

“A creature,” continued the young man, passionately, 

“ a cieature as fair and innocent of guile as one of God’s 
own angels, fluttered between life and death Oh ! who 
could hope, when the distant world to which she was akin, 
half opened to her view, that she would return to the 
sorrow and calamity of this 1 Rose, Rose, to know that 
you were passing away like some soft shadow, which a light 
from above, casts upon the earth , to have no hope that you 
would be spared to those who linger here , hardly to know 
a reason why you should be , to feel that you belonged to 
that bright sphere whither so many of the fairest and the 
]>est have winged their early flight , and yet to pray, amid 
all these consolations, that you might be restored to those 
who loved you — these were distractions almost too grea^ 
to bear They were mine, by day and night , and with/ 
them, came such a rushing torrent of fears, and apprelien' 
sions, and selfish regrets, lest you should die, and never 
know how devotedly I loved you, as almost bore down 
sense and reason in its course You recovered Bay by 
day, and almost hour by hour, some drop of health came 
back, and mingling with the spent and feeble stream of 
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life ■which, circulated languidly -within you swelled it again 
to a high and rushing tide I have watched you change 
almost from death, to life, with eyes that turned blind with 
their eagerness and deep affection. Do not tell me that 
you wish I had lost this , for it has softened my heart to 
•dl mankind ” 

J “ I did not mean that,” said Rose, weeping , ** I only wish 
you had left here, that you might have turned to high and 
noble pursuits again ; to pursuits well worthy of you ” 

“ There is no pursuit more worthy of me more worthy 
of the highest nature that exists than the straggle to win 
such a heart as yours,’ said the young man, taking hei 
hand “ Eose my own dear Eose 1 F01 years — for yearn — 

I have loved you , hoping to -win my way to fame and then 
come proudly home and tell you it had been pursued only 
for you to share , thinking, m my day-dreams, how I would 
remind you, in that happy moment, of the many silent 
tokens I had given of a boy’s attachment, and claim youi 
hand, as m redemption of some old mute contract that had 
been sealed between us ! That time has not arrived , but 
■Vre, with no fame won, and no young "vision realised 
t offer you the heart so long your own and stake my all 
upon the words with which you greet the offer” 

“Your behaviour has ever been kind and noble” said 
Rose, mastering the emotions by which she was agitated 
‘As you believe that I am not insensible or ungrateful, 
so hear my answer ” 

“ It is, that I may endeavour, to deserve you it is dem 
Rose ? ” 


It is,’ replied Rose, ‘ that jou must endeavoiu to 
torget me , not as your old and dearly-attached companion, 
tor that would wound me deeply , but, as the object of 
your love Look into the world think how many hearts 
you would be proud to gam, are there. Confide some othei 
passion to me, if you will • I will be the truest, warmest 
yd most faithful friend you have.’ 

There v as a pause, during which Eose, who had covered 
uer face with one hand, gave free vent to her tears Harry 
sml retamed the other y 

y° ur reasons Rose, ’ he said, at length in a low 
°ice , your reasons for tins decision? 5 

can ha Tw Tlgl ! t to . J now rejoined Rose. “ You 

^ nothing to alter my resolution It is a duty 
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that I must perform I owe it, alike to others, and to 
myself ” 

“ To yourself ? ” 

“Yes, Hairy I owe it to myself, that I, a friendless, 
portionless girl with a blight upon my name, should not 
give youi friends reason to suspect that I had sordidly ( 
yielded to your first passion, and fastened myself, a cloj; 
on all your hopes and projects. I owe it to you and yours, 
to prevent you from opposing, m the warmth of your 
generous nature, this great obstacle to your pi ogress m the 
world ” 

“ If your inclinations chime with youi sense of duty ” 

Harry began 

ki They do not,” replied Rose, colouring deeply 
“Then you letum my love?” said Hairy “ Say hut 
that, dear Rose , say but that , and soften the bitterness of 
this hard disappointment ! ” 

“ If I could have done so, without doing heavy Wrong to 

hun I loved,” rejoined Rose, “ I could have ” 

“ Have received this declaration very differently ? ” said 
Harry 1 i Do not conceal that from me, at least, Rose ” ^ 

“I could,” said Rose, “Stay’” she added, disengaging 
her hand, “ why should we prolong this painful interview ? 
Most painful to me, and yet productive of lastmg happiness, 
notwithstanding , for it will he happiness to know that 
I once held the high place in your regard which I now 
occupy, and every triumph you achieve m life will animate 
me with new fortitude and firmness Farewell, Harry ! 
As we have met to- day, we meet no more , hut m other 
lelations than those in which this conversation would have 
placed us, we may be long and happily entwined , and may 
every blessing that the prayers of a true and earnest heart 
can call down from the source of all truth and sincerity, 
cheer and prosper you ] ” 

“Another word, Rose,” said Harry “Your reason m 
your own words. From youi own lips let me hear it ! ” - 

“The prospect before you,” answered Rose, firmly, “ i® 
a brilliant one All the honours to which great talents 
and pov erful connexions can help men m public life, are in 
store for you But those connexions are proud , and I will 
neithei mingle with such as may hold in scorn the mother 
Yvho ga'v e me life , nor bring disgrace or failure on the son of 
her who has so well supplied that mother's place In a woid/’ 
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said tlie young lady, turning away, as tier temporary fhm- 
ness forsook hei, “ there is a stain upon my name, which 
the world 'visits on innocent heads I will cany it into no 
blood but my own ; and the reproach shall lest alone 
on me ” 

) “One word more, Rose Dearest Rose! one more’” 
cned Harry, throwing himself before hei “If I had been 
less — loss fortunate, the woild would call it — if some obscure 
and peaceful life had been my destiny — if I had been pool, 
sick, helpless — would you have turned fiom me then ? Oi 
has my probable advancement to nches and honour, given 
this scruple birth 9 ” 

“Do not press me to reply,’ answeied Rose “The 
question does not anse, and never will It is unfair, almost 
unkind, to urge it’’ 

“If your ansyei be what I almost dale to hope it is,” 
retorted Harry, “it will shed a gleam of happiness upon 
my lonely way, and light the path before me It is not an 
idle thing to do so much, by the utterance of a few buef 
voids, for one who loves you beyond all else Oh, Rose ' 
*4 the name of my ardent and endunng attachment, m 
the name of all I have suffered for you, and all you doom 
me to undergo , answer me this one question ! ” 

“Then, if youi lot had been differently cast,” rejoined 
Rose “if you had been even a little, but not so far, above 
me if I could have been a help and comfort to you m any 
humble scene of peace and retirement, and not a blot and 
drawback in ambitious and distinguished crowds , I should 
have been spared this trial I have every reason to be 

happy very happy, now , but then, Hairy, I own I should 
liave been happier * 

Busy recollections of old hopes cherished as a girl Ion? 
ago crowded into the mind of Rose, while maknm this 
avowal but they bi ought teais with them, as old "hopes 
viii when they come back witheied , and they relieved her 
* 1 cannot bel P this weakness, and it makes my puipose 

ext<s " a,n 8 >'« ^ “ I niust’leave 

you novr, indeed 

more ^ ‘ 0nce - onlv once 

™ma^2i? a year nm ? be ^ch soonei- 

speak to you again on this subject, for tlie last time ’ 

Rose r i° f ei V n ,f ht detel -mmation, replied 

’ with a melancholy smile , “ it will lie useless ” 1 
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41 Ho” said Harry , “ to hear you repeat it, if you will — 
finally repeat it 1 I will lay at your feet, whatever of station 
or fortune I may possess , and if you still adhere to your 
piesentf resolution, wall not seek, by word or act, to change 
it ” 

“Then let it- be so” rejoined Bose , “it is but one pan£\ 
the more, and by that time I may be enabled to beai r c 
better ” 

She extended hei hand again But the young man caught 
her to his bosom , and imprinting one kiss on her beautiful 
forehead, hurried from the 100m 



CHAPTER XXXYI 


IS A VERY SHOBT ONE, AND MAY APPEAR OY NO GREAT 
IMPORTANCE IN ITS PLACE. BDT IT SHOULD BE 
READ, NOTWITHSTANDING, AS A SEQUEL TO THE 
LAST, AND A KEY TO ONE THAT WILL FOLLOW 
WHEN ITS TIME ARBIYES 


'And so you aie resolved to be my travelling companion 
his morning , eh ? ” said the doctor, as Harry Maylie joined 
am and Olivei at the breakfast-table “"Why, you are not 
n the same mind or intention two half-hours together ! ” 

1 You will tell me a different tale one of these days,” said 
larry, colouring without any perceptible reason. 

“I hope I may have good cause to do so,” replied Mi. 
hosberne, “though I confess I don’t think I shall But 
yesterday morning you had made up your mind, in a great 
hurry, to stay here, and to accompany your mother, like 
a dutiful son, to the sea-side Before noon, you announce 
that you are going to do me the honour of accompanying 
me as far as I go, on your road to London And at night, 
you urge me, with great mystery, to start, before the ladies 
are stirring , the consequence of which is, that young Oliver 
here is pinned down to his breakfast when he ought to he 
ranging the meadows after botanical phenomena of all lands 
Too bad, isn’t it Oliver?” 


“ I should have been very sorry not to have been at home 
Mr Maybe went away, sir,” rejoined Oliver, 
lhafs a fine fellow,” said the doctor ; “you shall come 
and see me when you return But to speak seriously. 

STJliT 18 communication from the great nobs pro- 
nuced this sudden anxiety on your part to be gone?” 

T great nobs,” replied Harry, “under which designa- 
™n, i presume you include my most stately uncle, have 
not communicated with me at all, since I have been here, 
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nor, at this time of the year, is it likely that anything would 
occur to render necessary my immediate attendance among 
"them,” 

“Well'/’ said the doctor, “you are a queer fellow But 
of course they will get you into parliament at the election 
before Chiistmas, and these sudden shiftmgs and changes^ 
are no bad preparation for political life There’s something 
m that. Good framing is always desirable, whether the race 
be for place, cup, or sweepstakes ” 

Harry Maylie looked as if he could have followed up this 
short dialogue by one or two remarks that would lia\e 
staggered the doctor not a little , but he contented himself 
with saying, “We shall see,” and pursued the subject no 
farther The post-chaise drove up to the door shortly after- 
wards , and Giles coming in for the luggage, the good doctor 
bustled out, to see it packed 

“Oliver,” said Harry Maybe, m a low voice, “let me 
speak a word with you ” 

Oliver walked into the wmdow-iecess to which Mr Maylie 
beckoned him , much surprised at the mixture of sadness 
and boisterous spirits, which his whole behaviour displayed*? 

“You can write v\ ell now ? 99 said Harry, laying his hand 
upon his arm 

“I hope so, sir,” replied Oliver 

“ I shall not be at home again, perhaps for some time , 

I wish you would write to me — say once a fortnight every 
alternate Monday to the General Post Office in London 
Will you? ” 

“Oh 1 certainly, sir , I shall he proud to do it,” exclaimed 
Oliver, greatly delighted with the commission 

“ I should like to know how — how my mothei and Miss 
Maybe are,” said the young man , “ and you can fill up 
a sheet by telling me what walks you take, and what you 
talk about, and whether she — they, I mean — seem happy 
and quite well You understand me^’ 

“Oh T quite, sir, quite,” replied Oliver 

“I would rather you did not mention it to them,” said 
Harry, hurrying over his w r ords , 1 1 because it might make 
my mother anxious to write to me oftener, and it is a tiouble 
and worry to her Let it be a secret betrw een you and me , 
and mind you tell me everything I I depend upon you ” 

Oliver, quite elated and honoured by a sense of his im- 
portance, faithfully piomised to he secret and explicit m his 
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communications Mr Maylie took leave of him, with many 
assurances of his legard and protection 
The doctoi was in the chaise , Giles (who, it had been 
arranged, should be left behind) held the door open m his 
hand , and the women-servants were m the garden, looking 

L I! any cast one slight glance at the latticed window, 
jumped into the carnage 

“Drive on ' ” he cried, “haid, fast, full gallop ! Nothing 
short of flying will keep pace with me, to-day ” 

“Holloa!” cned the doctor, letting down the front glass 
m a gieat huiry, and shouting to the postillion ; “some- 
thing very skoit of flying will keep pace with me. Do you 
heai’” 


Jingling and clattering, till distance lendered its noise 
inaudible, and its lapid progiess only perceptible to the eye, 
the vehicle wound its way along the road, almost hidden m 
a cloud of dust : now wholly disappearing, and now becoming 
visible again, as intervening objects, or the intricacies of the 
way, peimitted It was not until even the dusty cloud was 
no longei to be seen, that the gazers dispel sed 
And there was one looker-on, who lemamed with eyes 
nxed upon the spot where the carnage had disappeared, 
long after it was many miles away ; foi, behind the white 
curtain which had shrouded her from view when Harry 
raised his eyes towaids the window, sat Rose herself 
u ‘ H e seems’ m high spirits and happy,” she said, at length 
“ I feaied for a tune he might lie otherwise I was mistaken. 
I am Aery, veiy glad. ’ f 

Tears aie signs ot gladness as well as grief; but those 
vkicli coursed down Roses face as she sat pensively at the 
window, still gazing in the same direction, seemed to tell 
more of sonow than of joy. 
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1 Are you going to sit snoring there, all day 9 ” inquired 
Mrs Bumble 

“ I am going to sit here, as long as I think proper, ma’am,” 
rejoined Mr Bumble , ‘and although I 'was not snoring, I 
shall snore, gape, sneeze, laugh, or cry, as the humour strikes 
me , such being my preiogative ” / 

“ You) prerogative ! ” sneered Mrs Bumble, with ineffable/ 
contempt 

“I said the word, ma’am,” said Mr Bumble “The 
pieiogative of a man is to command ” 

“And what’s the prerogative of a woman, in the name of 
Goodness 9 ” cued the relict of Mr Coiney deceased 

“To obey, ma’am,” thundered Mi Bumble “Your late 
unfortunate husband should have taught it you , and then, 
perhaps, he might have been alive now I wish he was, 
poor man T ” 

Mrs. Bumble, seeing at a glance, that the decisive moment 
had now arrived, and that a blow struck foi the mastership 
on one side or othei, must necessarily be final and conclusrse, 
no sooner heard this allusion to the dead and gone, than she 
dropped into a chair, and with a loud scream that Mr Bumbl£; 
was a hard-hearted brute, fell into a paroxysm of tears. 

But, tears were not the things to find their way to Mr 
Bumble’s soul , his heart was watei proof Like washable 
beavei hats that improve with rain, his nerves wei e rendered 
stouter and moie vigorous, by showers of teal’s, which, being 
tokens of weakness, and so far tacit admissions of his own 
power, pleased and exalted him He eyed his good lady 
with looks of great satisfaction, and begged, m an encou 
1 aging mannei, that she should cry her haidest the exercise 
being looked upon, by the faculty, as stiongly conducive 
to health 

‘ It opens the lungs, washes the countenance, exercises 
the eyes, and softens down the tempei,” said Mr Bumble 
“ So cry away ” 

As he dischaiged himself of this pleasantry, Mr Burnbl^ 
took his hat from a peg, and putting it on, rather rakishly, 
on one side, as a man might, ’who felt he had asserted his 
supenonty m a becoming manner, thrust his hands mto his 
pockets, and sauntered towaids the dooi, with much ease 
and waggishness depicted m his whole appearance 

Now, Mrs Comey that was, had tned the tears, because 
they were less troublesome than a manual assault , but, she 
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was quite prepaied to make trial of the latter mode of 
proceeding, as ]\lr Bumble was not long m discovering 
The first proof he experienced of the fact, was convey ed 
in a hollow sound, immediately succeeded by the sudden 
flying off of his hat to the opposite end of the room* This 
wehminary proceeding laying baie Ins head, the expert 
lady, clasping him tightly round the throat with one hand 
inflicted a shower of blows (dealt with singular vigour and 
dexterity) upon it with the other This done, she created 
a little variety by scratching his face, and teai mg his hair 
and, having, by this tune, inflicted as much punishment 
as she deemed necessary for the offence, she pushed him 
over a chan, which was luckily well situated foi the pur- 
pose and defied him to talk about his prerogative again, 
if he dared 

“ Get up 1 ” said Mrs Bumble, in a voice of command 
“And take yourself away from heie, unless you want me 
to do something desperate ” 

Mr Bumble rose with a very rueful countenance . wonder- 
ing much what something desperate might he* Picking up 
^jis hat, he looked towaids the door 
“ Are you going ? ” demanded Mrs Bumble 
“Certainly my dear, certainly,” rejoined Mr Bumble, 
making a quicker motion towards the door “I didn’t 
intend to — I m going, my dear T You are so very violent, 
that really I — ” 

At this instant, Mrs Bumble stepped hastily forwaid to 
replace the carpet, which had been kicked up m the scufile 
Mr Bumble immediately darted out of the 100m, without 
bestowing another thought on his unfinished sentence . 
leaving the late Mrs Corney in full possession of the field 
Mr Bumble was fairly taken by surprise, and fairly 
beaten He had a decided propensity for bullying * derived 
no inconsiderable pleasure from the exercise of petty cruelty, 
and consequently, was (it is needless to say) a coward 
Jflns is by no means a disparagement to bis character ; for 
many official personages, who are held m high respect 
and admiration, aie the victims of similar infirmities The 
remark is made, indeed, rather in ins favoui than othei- 
and with a view of impressing the reader with a just 
^nse of his qualifications for office 
But, the measure of his degradation was not yet full 
Alter making a tour of the house, and thinking, foi the 
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first time, that the poor Ians leally were too hard on 
people , and that men who ran away from their wives, 
leaving them chaigeable to the parish, ought, m justice, 
to he visited with no punishment at all, but rather rewarded 
as meritorious individuals who had suffered much , Mr 
Bumble came to a room where some of the female pauper^ 
were usually employed in washing the parish linen whence 
the sound of voices m conversation now proceeded 

“ Hem ? ” said Mr Bumble, summoning up all his native 
dignity “These women at least shall continue to respect 
the prerogative Hallo ! hallo there ’ What do you mean 
by this noise, you hussies ? ” 

With these words, Mr Bumble opened the door, and 
walked m with a very fieice and angry manner which 
was at once exchanged for a most humiliated and cowermg 
air, as his eyes unexpectedly rested on the form of his 
lady wife 

“My dear,” said Mi Bumble, “I didn’t know you were 
heie” 

1 Didn’t know I was heie T ” repeated Mrs Bumble 
“What do you do here?” £ 

“ I thought they were talking rathei too much to be 
doing their work properly, my dear,” leplied Mr Bumble 
glancmg distractedly at a couple of old women at the 
wash tub, who were compaiing notes of admiration at the 
workhouse-mastei ’s humiht y 

“ You thought they were talking too much?” said Mrs. 
Bumble “ What business is it of yours ? ” 

* Why, my dear — ” urged Mr Bumble submissively 
“ What business is it of yours ?” demanded Mrs Bumble, 
again 

“Its very true, you’re matron hern, my deal,” submitted 
Mr Bumble , “ but I thought you nnghtn t be m the way 
just then ” 

“I’ll tell you what, Mi Bumble,’ letumed hrs lady 
“We don’t want any of your interference You’re ft great* 
deal too fond of poking your nose into things that don t 
concern you, making everybody in the house laugh, the 
moment youi back is turned, and making yourself look like 
a fool eveiy houi m the day Be off , come ! ” 

Mi Bumble, seeing with exciuciatmg feelings, the delight 
of the two old paupeis, who were tittering togethei most 
rapturously, hesitated foi an instant Mrs. Bumble, whose 
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patience brooked no delay, caught up a bowl of soap suds, 
and motioning him towards the door, oidered him instantly 
to depart, on pain of receiving the contents upon his portly 
person. 

What could Mi Bumble do 9 He looked dejectedly 
’jund, and slunk away ; and, as he reached the door, the 
titterings of the paupers broke into a shrill chuckle of 
irrepressible delight It wanted but this. He was degraded 
in their eyes , he had lost caste and station before the very 
paupers ; he had fallen from all the height and pomp of 
beadleship, to the lowest depth of the most snubbed lien- 
peckery 

“All m two months’” said Mi Bumble, filled with 
dismal thoughts “Two months’ No moie than two 
months ago, I was not only my own master, but everybody 
else’s, so far as the porocbial workhouse was concerned, 
and now ’ — ” 


It was too much Mr Bumble boxed the ears of the 
boy who opened the gate for him (for he had reached the 
portal m his reverie) , and walked, distractedly, into the 
Street. 

He walked up one street, and down another, until exercise 
bad abated the first passion of his gnef, and then the 
revulsion of feeling made him thirsty. He passed a great 
many public-houses , but, at length paused before one m 
a by-way, whose pailour, as he gathered from a hasty peep 
over the blinds, was deserted, save by one solitary customei 
It began to ram, heavily, at the moment This determined 
mm. Mr Bumble stepped in , and ordering something to 
annk, as lie passed the bai, enteied the apartment into 
^vhich he had looked from the street 
The man who was seated there was tall and dark, and 
wore a large cloak He had the air of a stranger.’ and 
seemed by a certain haggardness in his look, as well as by 
e dusty soils on Ins diess, to have travelled some distance 
e eyed Bumble askance, as he entered, but scarcely deimied 
0 a °d Ins hmd m acknowledgment of his salutation. ° 

eienfW?i ble ^ ?P lty enough for Wo * supposing 
L m * } stranger had been more famihai so he drank 

Z^fZ r f Sllenc \ and ^ad the paper with great 
now of pomp and circumstance 6 

*hen S ™n P fn ed ’ f Wver as * m happen very often, 
on men fall into company under such circumstances 
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that Mi Bumble felt, every now* and then, a powerful 
inducement, which he could not lesist, to steal a look at 
the stranger and that whenever he did so, he withdrew 
his eyes, in some confusion, to find that the stringer was 
at that moment stealing a look at him Mr Bumbles 
awkwardness was enhanced by the \ery remarkable expreg; 
sion of the stranger’s eye, which was keen and bnghr, 
but shadowed by a scowl of distrust and suspicion, unlike 
anything he had ever observed befoie, and repulsne to 
behold 

When they had encountered each other's glance seierol 
times in this way, the sti anger, m a harsh, deep voice, broke 
silence 

“ Were you looking for me,” he said, “when you peered 
m at the window ? ” 

“Not that I am aw r are of, unless you re Mi ” Here 

Mi Bumble stopped short , for he was curious to know the 
stranger's name, and thought in his impatience, he might 
supply the blank 

“I see you were not,” said the stranger , an expression of 
quiet sarcasm playing about his mouth, “or you w ou)£ 
have known my name You don’t know it I would 
recommend you not to ask for it ’ 

“I meant no haim, young man ” observed Mi Bumble, 
majestically 

“And have done none, 9 said the stiangei 

Another silence succeeded this short dialogue winch was 
again broken by the stranger 

“I have seen you before, I tlnnk?” said be “You 
w r ere differently dressed at that time, and I only passed 
you m the stieet, but I should know* you again You were 
beadle here, once, w r ere you not?” 

“I was,” said Mr Bumble, m some suipnse , “poioclual 
beadle ” 

“Just so,” rejoined the othei, nodding his head “It 
w r ns in that character I saw you What are you now ? ” j] 

“Master of the workhouse,” lejomed Mi Bumble, slowly 
and impressively, to check any undue familiarity the 
strangei might otherwise assume. “ Mastei of the woik 
house, young man T ” 

“You have the same eye to youi own intei est, that you 
ahvays had, I doubt not?” resumed the strangei, looking 
keenly into Mi Bumble’s eyes, as he raised them iR 
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astonishment at the question “ Don’t scruple to answer 
freely, man. I know you pietty well, you see 5 ’ 

“ I suppose, a married man,” replied Hr Bumhle, shading 
Ins eyes w lth his hand, and surveying the stranger, from 
head to foot, in evident perplexity, “is not more averse to 
iuraing an honest penny when he can than a single one 
Porochial officers are not so well paid that they can afford 
to refuse any little extra fee, when it comes to them m 
a civil and proper mannei 55 

The stranger smiled, and nodded Ins head again • as much 
as to say he had not mistaken his man , then rang the hell. 

“Pill this glass again,” he said, handing Hr Bumhle’s 
empty tumhlei to the landlord “ Let it he strong and hot 
You like it so, I suppose ? 55 

“Not too stiong, 5 replied Mr Bumble, with a delicate 
cough 

“You understand what that means, landlord ' ” said the 
stranger, drily 

The host smiled, disappeared, and shortly afterwards 
returned w lth a steaming jorum of 'which the first gulp 
brought the water into Mr Bumbles eyes 

“Now listen to me,” said the stranger, after closing the 
door and window. “ I came down to this place to day, to 
find you out , and, by one of those chances which the devil 
throw s m the way of his fnends sometimes, you walked 
into the very 100m I was sitting m, while you were uppei- 
niost m my mind I want some mfoimation from you. 
I don’t ask you to give it for nothing, slight as it is Put 
up that, to begin with ” 

i io S be s P oke > h® pushed a couple of sovereigns across the 
table to his companion, carefully, as though unw-illmg that 
the chinking of money should he heaul wuthout When 
' « t Bumble ba<1 scrupulously examined the coins, to see 
that they were genuine, and had put them up, with much 
sausiactum, m Ins waistcoat-pocket, he went on 

^last wmter y ”° Ur m6mory back ~ let me see-twelie yeais, 

donefi.” ] ° ng Mr Bumble ‘ Very good I’ve 

,v The scene, the workhouse ” 

“Good 1 ” 
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“And the place, the crazy hole, wherever it was in 
which miserable drabs brought forth the life and health 
so often denied to themsehes — gave birth to puling children 
for the parish to rear , and hid their shame, rot 'em, m 
the grave f 99 

“The lying-in room, I suppose?" said Mr Bumble, no^ 
quite following the stranger's excited description 

“ Yes," said the stranger “ A boy was bom there " 

“A many boys,” observed Mr Bumble, shaking his head 
despondingly 

“A murrain on the young devils ! " cried the stranger, 

1 I speak of one , a meek-lookmg, pale faced boy, who was 
apprenticed down here, to a coffin-maker — I wish he had 
made his coffin, and screwed his body m it — and who 
afterwards ran away to London, as it was supposed ” 

“Why, you mean Oliver I Young Twist * " said Mr 
Bumble, “I remembei him, of course There wasn't a 

obstmater young rascal ” 

“It's not of him I want to hear, I've heard enough of 
him," said the stranger, stopping Mr Bumble m the outset 
of a tirade on the subject of poor Olrvers vices “It's ofc 
a woman , the hag that nursed his mother Where is she?" 

“Where is she?" said Mi Bumble, whom the gin-and- 
vatei had rendered facetious “It would be hard to tell 
Theie’s no midwifery there, whichever place she's gone to T 
so I suppose she’s out of employment, anyway ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” demanded the stranger, sternly 
“ That she died last winter," rejoined Mr Bumble 
The man looked fixedly at him when he had given this 
information, and although he did not withdraw his eyes 
for some time aftenvaids, his gaze gradually became ^cant 
and abstracted, and he seemed lost in thought For some 
time, he appeared doubtful whether he ought to he relieved 
or disappointed by the intelligence , but at length he breathed 
more freely , and withdrawing his eyes, observed that it 
was no great mattei With that he rose, as if to depart ^ 
But Mr Bumble was cunning enough , and he at once 
saw that an opportunity was opened, for the lucrative 
disposal of some secret in the possession of his better half 
He well remembered the night of old Sally's death, which 
the occurrences of that day had given him good reason to 
recollect, as the occasion on which he had proposed to 
Mrs. Comey , and although that lady had nevei confided 
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to him the disclosure of which she had been the solitary 
witness, he had heaid enough to know that it related to 
something that had occurred in the old woman’s attendance, 
as workhouse nurse, upon the young mother of Oliver 
Twist Hastily calling this circumstance to mind, he 
informed the strangei, with an air of mystery, that one 
woman had been closeted with the old hairidan shortly 
before she died , and that she could, as he had reason to 
beheve, throw some light on the subject of his mquny 
“ How can I find her 5 ” said the stranger, thrown off his 
guard , and plainly showing that all his fears (whatevei 
they were) were aroused afresh by the intelligence 
“ Only through me,” lejoined Mr. Bumble. 

“When 9 ” cried the stranger, hastily. 

“To-morrow,” lejoined Bumble. 

“At nine m the evening,” said the stranger, producing 
a scrap of paper, and writing down upon it, an obscure 
address by the water-side, m characters that betrayed his 
agitation , “ at nine m the evening, bring her to me there 
I needn’t tell you to be secret It’s your interest.’’ 

5 With these words, he led the way to the door, after stop- 
ping to pay for the liquoi that had been drunk. Shortly 
remarking that then roads were different, he departed, with- 
out more ceremony than an emphatic repetition of the horn 
of appointment for the following night 
On glancing at the address, the parochial functionary 
observed that it contained no name The stranger had not 
gone fai, so he made after him to ask it 

“What do you want 9 ” cned the man, turning quicklv 
round, as Bumble touched him on the arm “Following 

“ Only to ask a question,” said the other, pointing to the 
scrap of paper “ What name am I to ask for 9 ” 

Monks ' ’ rejoined the man , and stiode hastily away 



CHAPTER XXXVHI 

CONTAINING AN ACCOUNT OF W HAT PASSED BETWEEN 
MR AND MRS BUMBLE, AND MR MONKS, AT THEIR 
NOCTURNAL INTERVIEW 

It was a dull, close, oveicast summer e\emng The clouds, 
which had been threatening all day, spread out in a dense 
and sluggish mass of vapour, alxeady yielded large drops of 
ram, and seemed to presage a violent thunder-storm, when 
Mr and Mrs Bumble, turning out of the main stieet of the 
towm, directed then course towards a scattered little colony 
of ruinous houses, distant fiom it some mile and a half, or 
thereabouts, and erected on a low r unwholesome swanipj 
bordering upon the liver 

They were both v r rapped in old and shabby outer garments, 
which might, peihaps, serve the double purpose of protecting 
their persons from the ram, and shelteiing them from obser- 
vation The husband earned a lantern, fiom which, how- 
ever, no light yet shone, and tiudged on, a few paces m 
front, as though — the w r ay being dirty — to give his wufe the 
benefit of treading in his heavy foot prints. They w r ent on, 
in profound silence, every now and then, Mr Bumble ie- 
laxed his pace, and turned his head as if to make suie that 
his helpmate was following , then, discovering that she was 
close at his heels, he mended his rate of walking, and pio- 
ceeded, at a considerable increase of speed, towards their 
place of destination 

This was far from being a place of doubtful character , 
foi it had long been Lnow r n as the residence of none but low 
ruffians, who, under various pretences of living by their 
labour, subsisted chiefly on plundei and ciime It was a 
collection of mere hovels some, hastily built wuth loose 
bricks others, of old w r orm eaten ship timber jumbled 
together without any attempt at order 01 arrangement, and 
planted, for the most part, within a few feet of the nver’s 
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bank A few leaky boats diawn up on the mud and made 
fast to the dwarf wall which skirted it . and here and theie 
an oai or coil of lope appealed, at first to indicate that 
the inhabitants of these miseiable cottages pm-sued some 
avocation on the river , but a glance at the shattered and 
j^eless condition of the aiticles thus displayed, would have 
led a passei-by without much difficulty, to the conjectuie 
that they weie disposed theie, rather for the preservation of 
appearances, than with any view to their being actually 
employed 

In the heart of this clustei of huts, and slutting the 
river, which its upper stones oveihung , stood a large build- 
ing, formeily used as a manufactory of some land It had 
111 its day, probably furnished employment to the inhabitants 
of the sunoundmg tenements But it had long since gone 
to rum The rat, the worm, and the action of the damp 
had weakened and lotted the piles on which it stood , and 
a considerable phrtion of the building had already sunk down 
into the watei , while the remainder, tottering and bending 
over the dark stream, seemed to w ait a favourable opportunity 
Jjf following its old companion, and involving itself in the 
same fate 

It was before this ruinous building that the wort hy couple 
paused, as the first peal of distant thunder reverberated m 
the air, and the ram commenced pouring violently down. 

“The place should be somewhere here,” said Bumble, 
consulting a scrap of paper he held m bis band. 

“Halloa theie 1 ’ cued a voice fiom above 
Following the sound, Mr Bumble raised his head, and 
descried a man looking out of a door, bieast-high, on the 
second story 

“Stand still, a minute,” cried the voice, “I’ll be with 
jou directly,’* With which the head disappeared, and the 
dooi closed 

“Is that the man?” asked Mr Bumble’s good lady 
) Mr Bumble nodded m the affirmative. 

“Then, mind what I told you, ' said the mation. ‘ and 

)e ireful to say as little as you can. or you’ll betvav us at 
once ” J 

Mr Bumble, who had eyed the building with very lueful 
jeohs, was apparently about to express some doubts lelative 
to tlie advisability of proceeding any furthei with the enter- 
prise just then, when be was pi evented by the appearance of 
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Monks who opened a small door, neai which they stood, 
and beckoned them lmvaids 

k Come in 1 ” he cued impatiently, stamping his foot upon 
the giound “ Don’t keep me here ! ” 

The w 7 oman, who had hesitated at first, walked boldly in, 
without any othei invitation Mr Bumble, who w as ashame/ 1 ' 
or afraid to lag behind, followed obviously Aery ill at ea & 
and wnth scarcely any of that lemaihable dignity which wns 
usually his chief characteristic 

“ What the devil made you stand lingering there, in the 
wet?’ said Monks, turning lound, and addiessing Bumble, 
after he had bolted the door behind them 

“We — we w r ere only cooling ourselves,” stnmmeied 
Bumble, looking apprehensively about him 

“Cooling yourselves 1 ” retoited Monks “Not all the 
ram that ever fell, 01 ever wall fall, will put as much of 
hell’s fire out, as a man can cairy about with him You 
won’t cool yourselves so easily , don’t thmk it 1 ” 

With this agreeable speech, Monks turned short upon the 
mation, and bent lus gaze upon her, till e\en she, who was 
not easily cowed, was fam to withdraw 7 her eyes, and turf' 
them towards the ground 

“ This is the woman, is it 9 ” demanded Monks 
“ Hem 1 That is the woman,” replied Mi Bumble, mindful 
of his wife’s caution 

“You thmk women nevei can keep secrets, I suppose?” 
said the mation, interposing, and letuming, as she spoke, 
the seal clung look of Monks 

“I know they wall ahvays keep one till it’s found out,” 
said Monks 

“ And what may that be ? ” asked the matron 
u The loss of then own good name,” replied Monks “ So, 
by the same rule, if a woman’s a paity to a secret that 
might hang or transport her, I’m not afraid of her telling 
it to anybody , not I ! Do you understand, mistress ? ” 
“No,” rejoined the matron, slightly colouring as she, 
spoke r 

“Of course you don’t 1 ” said Monks “How should 
you?” 

Bestowing something half way betw een a smile and a frown 
upon his two companions, and agam beckoning them to 
follow him, the man hastened across the apartment, which 
was of considerable extent, but low m the roof He was 
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preparing to ascend a steep staircase, or rather ladder, lead- 
So another floor of warehouses above: when a bright 
fl(Sh of hghtning streamed down the aperture, and a peal 
of thunder followed, which shook the crazy buildmg to its 

'i" Hear it ! ” he cned, shnnkmg back. “ Heai it ! Eolling 
and crashing on as if it echoed through a thousand caverns 
where the devils were hiding from it I hate the sound _ 

He remained silent for a few moments , and then, removing 
his bands suddenly from Ins face, showed, to the unspeakable 
discomposure of Mr Bumble, that it was much distorted, 

and discoloured , , T , 

“These fits come over me, now and then, said iuonks, 
observing his alarm, “and thunder sometimes bungs t em 
on. Don’t nnnd me now , it’s all over for this once 
Thus spealang. he led the way up the ladder ; and hastily 
closing the window-shutter of the room into which it led, 
lowered a lantern which hung at the end of a rope and 
pulley passed through one of the heavy beams in the ceiling : 
and which cast a dim light upon an old table and three 
cijWs that were placed beneath it. 

“ Now,” said Monks, when they had all thiee seated them- 
selves, “ the sooner we come to our business the bettei foi 
all The woman knows what it is, does she ? ” 

The question w T ns addressed to Bumble , but his wife 
anticipated the leply, by intimating that she was perfectly 
acquainted with it. 

“ He is right m saying that you were with this hag the 
mght she died , and that she told you something — ” 

“ About the mother of the boy you named,” replied the 
matron, interrupting him “ Yes 
“The first question is, of what natuie was hei communi- 
cation'! 1 ” said Monks 

“That's the second.” observed the woman with much 
deliberation “The first is, what may the communication 
worth?” 

“ Who the devil can tell that, without knowing of what 
hind it is’” asked Monks 

“Nobody better than you, I am persuaded,’’ answered 
Hrs Bumble who did not want for spirit, as her yokefellow 
could abundantly testify 

"Humph 1 ” said Monks significantly, and with a look of 
eager inquiry , “ there may he money s worth to get, eh 9 ” 
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a Pei haps theie may,” was the composed reply 
“ Something tliat was taken from her,” said Monks. 
f Something that she wore Something that — ” 

“You had better bid,” interrupted Mrs Bumble “I 
have heard enough, already, to assure me that you are the 
man I ought to talk to ” ^ 

Mr Bumble, who had not yet been admitted by his better 
half into any greater share of the seciet than he had origin 
ally possessed, listened to this dialogue with outstretched 
neck and distended eyes which he directed towards his 
wife and Monks, by turns, in undisguised astonishment , in 
cieased, if possible, when the latter sternly demanded what 
sum was regun ed for the disclosure 

“What’s it worth to you?” asked the woman, as col 
lectedly as before 

“ It may be nothing , it may be twenty pounds,” replied 
Monks “ Speak out, and let me know which ” 

“ Add five pounds to the sum you have named , give me 
five-and twenty pounds m gold,” said the woman , “ and 111 
tell you all I know Not before ” 

“ Five-and-twenty pounds I ” exclaimed Monks, drawl J 3 
back 

“ I spoke as plainly as I could,” replied Mrs Bumble 
“ It’s not a large sum, eithei ” 

“Not a large sum for a paltry seciet, that may be nothing 
when it’s told ! ” cried Monks impatiently , “ and winch has 
been lying dead for twelve years past 01 more ! ” 

“ Such matters keep well, and, like good wine, often double 
then value m course of time,” answered the matron, still 
preserving the lesolute indifference she had assumed “As 
to lying dead, there are those who will he dead for twelve 
thousand years to come, or twelve million, for anything you 
or I know, who will tell strange tales at last f ” 

“What if I pay it for nothing ? ” asked Monks, hesitating 
“You can easily take it away again,” leplied the matron 
u I am but a woman , alone here , and unpi otected ” 

“Not alone, my dear, nor unprotected neither,” submitted 
Mi Bumble, in a voice tremulous with feaT “ I am here, 
my dear And besides,” said Mr Bumble, Ins teeth chatter 
mg as he spoke, “Mi Monks is too much of a gentleman to 
attempt any violence on porochial persons Mr Monks is 
aware that I am not a young man, my deal, and also that 
I am a little lun to seed, as I may say , but he has heerd 
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I say I have no doubt Mi. Monks has keerd, my dear that 
I am a very detei mined officei, -with very uncommon strength, 
if I’m once roused I only -want a little lousing; tbats 
alL” 

As Mr Bumble spoke, be made a melaneboly feint of 
grasping bis lantern with fierce determination ; and plainly 
showed, by the alarmed expression of every feature, that he 
did want a little rousing, and not a bttle prior to making 
any iery warlike demonstration unless, indeed, against 
paupers or otbei person 01 persons trained down foi the 
purpose. 

“You are a fool,” said Mis Bumble, in reply; “and bad 
better bold your tongue.’ 

“He bad better have cut it out before he came, if lie 
can’t speak m a lower tone ’ said Monks, grimly. “ So ! 
He s youi husband, eh ? ” 

“ He my husband ! ” tittered the matron, parrying tlie 
question 

“ I thought as much, when you came m ' 1 ©joined Monks, 
marking the angry glance which the lady darted at hei 
Spouse as she spoke “ So much the better , I have less 
hesitation m dealing with two people, when I find that 
there’s only one wall between them I’m in earnest. See 
here ! ” , 


He thrust his hand into a side-pocket , and producing 
a canvas bag, told out twenty-five sovereigns on the table, 
and pushed, them over to the woman 
“Now ’ he said “gather them up , and when this cursed 
peal of thunder, which I feel is coming up to break o\ ei the 
house-top, is gone, let’s hear youi stoiy ’ 

The thunder, which seemed in fact much nearer, and to 
shiver and break almost over their heads, having subsided 
Monks raising lus face fiom the table bent forward to hsten 
to what the woman should say. The faces of the three 
nearly touched, as the two men leant over the small table in 
flaeir eagerness to hear, and the woman also leant forward 
to rendei her whisper audible The sickly lays of the 
£f €d laDt t m falI ^g directly U pon them, aggravated 
JHr, anxiety of then countenances, winch, en- 

£ 5 ? extreme ** g darkness > look *d ghastly 

this woman, that we called old Sally died ’ the 
matron began “she and I were alone” ’ 
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41 Was there no one by ? ” asked Monks in the same hollow 
whisper , 41 no sick wretch or idiot in some other bed 9 No 
one who could hear, and might, by possibility, understand ? ” 
14 Not a soul,” replied the woman, 4 we were alone 
I stood alone beside the body when death came o^r it” 
il Good,” said Monks, regarding her attentively “ Go on 
“She spoke of a young creature,” resumed the matron, 
44 who had brought a child into the world some years before , 
not merely m the same room, but m the same bed, m which 
she then lay dying ” 

“ Ay 9 ” said Monks, wuth quivering lip, and glancing over 
his shoulder, “ Blood ! How things come about T ” 

“ The child was the one you named to lnm last night ” 
said the matron, noddmg carelessly towards her husband , 
“the mother this nurse had robbed” 

* In life?” asked Monks 


“In death,” replied the woman, wuth something like a 
shuddei “She stole from the corpse when it had hardly 
turned to one, that which the dead mother had prayed her, 
with her last breath, to keep for the infant s sake ” 

“She sold it?” cried Monks, with desperate eagerness^ 
did she sell it 9 Where 9 When ? To wffiom ? How 
long before ? ’ 

“As she told me, with great difficulty, that she had done 
this, ’ said the matron 44 she fell back and died ” 

“Without saying more?” cried Monks, in a voice which, 
from its very suppression, seemed only the more furious, 
“It’s a lie 1 I’ll not be played wntli She said more I’ll 
tear the life out of you both, but I’ll know what it w as ” 
“She didn’t utter another word,” said the woman, to all 
appearance unmoved (as Mr Bumble was very far from being) 
by the strange man’s violence , “ but she clutched my gown, 
violently, with one hand, w r hich was partly closed , fi and when 
I saw that she was dead, and so remo"\ ed the hand by force, 

I found it clasped a scrap of dirty paper ” 

“ Which contained — ” inteiposed Monks, stretchings 
forwaid 

“ Nothing,” replied the woman, “it was a pawnbrokers 
duplicate ” 


“ For what 9 ’’ demanded Monks 
44 In good tune I’ll tell you,” said the woman 


“ I judge 
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had saved or scraped together money to pay the pawnbroker's 
interest year by year, and prevent its running out ; so that 
if anything came of it, it could still be redeemed. Nothing 
had come of it ; and, as I tell you, she died with the scrap 
of paper, all worn and tattered, m her hand The time was 
out m two days , I thought something might one day come 
?f it too , and so redeemed the pledge. ’ 

“ Where is it now ? ” asked Monks quickly. 

“ Z7<eie,” replied the woman. And, as if glad to be lelieved 
of it, she hastily threw upon the table a small kid bag scaicely 
large enough for a French watch, which Monks pouncing 
upon, tore open with trembling hands. It contained a little 
gold locket: in which whre two locks of hair, and a plain 
gold w eddmg-nng 

“It has the word ‘Agnes’ engraved on the mside, ' said 
the woman “There is a blank left foi the surname, and 
then follows the date , which is within a year before the 
child was born. I found nut that ” 

“And this is all 9 ” said Monks, after a close and eagei 
scrutiny of the contents of the httle packet 
3 “ All,” replied the w oman 

Mr Bumble drew a long breath, as if he were glad to find 
that the story was over, and no mention made of taking the 
five-and-twenty pounds back again , and now he took courage 
to wipe off the perspiration which had been trickling over 
his nose, unchecked, during the whole of the previous 
dialogue 

“I know nothing of the story, beyond what I can guess 
at, said his wife, addressing Monks after a short silence 
and I want to know nothing; foi it’s safer not But I 
may ask you two questions, may I ? ” 

y°u may ask,” said Monks, with some show of surprise 
« ^, etlier 1 ans ' ver or not is another question ” ? 

„ m akes three, ’ observed Mr Bumble, essaying 

a stroke of facetiousness. J s 

4“* t hat wbat y° u ejected to get from me 9 ” demanded 
matron 

“ *$3” mphed Monks “ The other question 9 ” 
agamst me 9 ™ Pr ° P ° Se *° d ° ^ Can lfc be "sed 


here^ eV Rnt Monks ,’ “ agamst me either. See 

worth o bita£ L » m0Ve a Step forward > or y our Me u not 
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With these woids, he suddenly wheeled the table asi 
and pulling an m>n ung m the boarding, threw back a large 
trap door which opened close at Mr Bumble’s feet, and caused 
that gentleman to retire seveial paces backwnid, with great 
precipitation, 

“Look down,” said Monks, lowering the lantern into the 
gulf “Don’t feai me I could ha\e let you down, quietly 
enough, when you weie seated over it, if that had been my 
game ” 

Thus encouraged, the matron drew near to the bnnh , and 
even Mr Bumble himself, impelled by cuiiosity, ventured 
to do the same The tuibid water, swollen by the heavy 
ram, was rushing rapidly on below , and all other sounds 
w r ere lost in the noise of its plashing and eddying against 
the green and slimy piles There had once been a water 
mill beneath , the tide foaming and chafing round the few 
lotten stakes, and fiagments of machinery that yet remained, 
seemed to dart onward, with a new impulse, when freed 
from the obstacles which had imavailmgly attempted to 
stem its headlong course 

“If you flung a man’s body dowm there, where would 
be to morrow morning ? ” said Monks, swinging the lantern 
to and fro in the daik well 

“Twelve miles down the uvei, and cut to pieces besides,” 
lephed Bumble, recoiling at the thought 

Monks drew the little packet from his bieast, where lie 
had hurriedly thrust it , and tying it to a leaden w f eight, 
which had formed a pait of some pulley, and was lying on 
the floor, dropped it into the stream It fell straight^ and 
true as a die , clove the w atei wnth a scarcely audible splash , 
and was gone 

The three looking into each other’s faces, seemed to bieathe 
more freely 

^ There I” said Monks, closing the tiap-dooi winch fell 
heayily back mto its foimer position “If the sea evei 
gives up its dead, as books say it will, it vnll keep its gold-,, 
and silvei to itself, and that trash among it We have 1 f 
nothing more to say, and may break up oui pleasant party ” 

“ By all means,” observed Mi Bumble, with great alacrity 

“You’ll keep a quiet tongue m your head, will you 9 ” 
said Monks, with a thieatenmg look “I am not afraid of 
your wife ” 

“You may depend upon me, young man,” answered 
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With these w r oids, he suddenly w heeled the table aside, 
and pulling an iron ung m the boarding, threw back a large 
trap door which opened close at Mr Bumble’s feet, and caused 
that gentleman to retne several paces backwaid, with great 
precipitation. 

“Look down,” said Monks, lowering the lantern into the 
gulf “Don’t feai me I could have let you down, quietly 
enough, when you were seated over it, if that had been mj 
game ” 

Thus encouraged, the matron drew near to the blink , and 
even Mr Bumble lumself, impelled by cunosity, ventured 
to do the same The tuibid water, swollen by the heavy 
lain, was rushing rapidly on below , and all other sounds 
were lost in the noise of its plashing and eddying against 
the green and slimy piles There had once been a water- 
mill beneath , the tide foaming and chafing round the few 
lotten stakes, and fragments of machinery that yet remained, 
seemed to dart onward, wath a new impulse, when freed 
from the obstacles which had unavailingly attempted to 
stem its headlong course 

“If you flung a man’s body dowm there, w here would lj 
be to morrow morning ? 5 said Monks, svnngmg the lantern 
to and fro in the daik w^ell 

“Twelve miles down the uvei, and cut to pieces besides/* 
replied Bumble, recoiling at the thought 

Monks drew the little packet from Ins breast, where he 
had hurriedly thrust it , and tying it to a leaden weight, 
which had formed a pait of some pulley, and was lying on 
the floor, dropped it into the stream It fell straight^ and 
true as a die , clo\e the water wnth a scarcely audible splash , 
and was gone 

The three looking into each other’s faces, seemed to breathe 
more freely 

w There I” said Monks, closing the trap-dooi, which fell 
heayily back into its foimei position. “If the sea evei 
gives up its dead, as books say it will, it will keep its gold L 
and silver to itself, and that trash among it We have 
nothing more to say, and may break up oui pleasant party ” 

“ By all means,” observed Sir Bumble, with great alacrity 

“You’ll keep a quiet tongue m your head, wall you 9 ” 
said Monks, wutli a thieaterong look “I am not afraid of 
your wife ” 

“You may depend upon me, young man,” answered 
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Mr Bumble, bowing himself gradually towards the ladder, 
with excessive politeness “ On everybody’s account, young 
man , on my own, you know, Mr Monks ” 

“I am glad, for youi sake, to hear it,” remarked Monks 
“Light your lantern * And get away fiom hem as fast as 
no u can ” 

* It was fortunate that the com ersation terminated at this 
point, or Mr Bumble, who had bowed himself to within six 
inches of the ladder, would infallibly have pitched headlong 
into the room below He hghted his lantern from that 
which Monks had detached from the lope, and now earned 
in lus hand , and making no effoit to prolong the discourse, 
descended m silence, followed by his w ife Monks bi ought 
up the rear, after pausmg on the steps to satisfy himself 
thnt there were no other sounds to be heard than the 
beating of the rain without, and the rushing of the water 
They traversed the lower room slowly, and with caution , 
for Monks started at every shadow , and Mr Bumble, holding 
lus lantern a foot above the ground walked not only -with 
remarkable care, but with a marvellously light step for a 
fjntleman of his figure looking nervously about him for 
hidden trap-doors. The gate at which they had entered 
was softly unfastened and opened by Monks , merely ex- 
changing a nod with their mysterious acquaintance, the 
married couple emerged into the wet and daikness outside 
They were no sooner gone, than Monks, -who appeared to 
entertain an im mcible repugnance to being left alone, called 
to a boy who had been hidden somewhere below Bidding 
bun go first, and bear the hght, he returned to the chamber 
he had just quitted. 



CHAPTER XXXIX 


INTRODUCES SOME RESPECTABLE CHARACTERS WITH 
WHOM THE READER IS ALREADY ACQUAINTED, AND 
SHOWS HOW MONKS AND THE JEW LAID THEIR 
WORTHY HEADS TOGETHER 

On the evening following that upon which the three 
worthies mentioned in the last chapter, disposed of their 
little matter of business as therein narrated, Mi William 
Sikes, awakening from a nap, diowsily growled forth an 
inquiry what time of mght it was 

The room m which Mr Sikes propounded this question, 
was not one of those he had tenanted, preMOUS to th$ 
Chertsey expedition, although it 'was m the same quarter 
of the town, and was situated at no great distance from his 
formei lodgings. It was not, in appearance, so desirable 
a habitation as his old quarters being a mean and badly 
furnished apartment, of very limited size , bghted only by 
one small window in the shelving roof, and abutting on 
a close and dirty lane Noi were theie wanting other 
indications of the good gentleman’s having gone down m 
the world of late , for a great scarcity of furniture, and 
total absence of comfort, together with the disappearance of 
all such small moveables as spare clothes and linen, bespoke 
a state of extreme poverty , while the meagre and attenuated 
condition of Mi Sikes himself would lia^ve fully confhmed 
these symptoms, if they had stood in any need of corrobora 
tion 

The house-breaker was lying on the bed, wrapped m nS 
white great-coat, by way of diessmg-gown, and displaying 
a set of featuies m no degree impxoved by the cadaverous 
hue of illness, and the addition of a soiled nightcap, and 
a stiff, black beard of a week’s gi owtln The dog sat at the 
bedside now eyeing his master with a wistful look, and 
now pricking his ears, and uttering a low grovel ns some 
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noise in the street, or m the lower part of the house, 
attracted his attention Seated by the window, busily 
engaged m patching an old. waistcoat which formed a portion 
of the robber’s ordinary dress, was a female • so pale and 
reduced with watching and pnvation, that there would have 
been considerable difficulty in recognising her as the same 
$fancy who has alieady figured m this tale, but for the voice 
in v hich she rephed to Mi Sikes’s question. 

“ Not long gone seven,” said the girl “ How do you feel 
tonight, Bill?” 

“As weak as water,” rephed Mr. Sikes, with an impreca- 
tion on his eyes and limbs “ Heie , lend us a hand, and 
let me get off this thundering bed anyhow.” 

Illness had not improved Mr Sikes’s tempei , foi, as the 
girl raised him up and led him to a chair, he mutteied 
various curses on her awkwardness, and struck her 
“■Whining, are you ? ” said Sikes “ Come 1 Don’t stand 
snivelling there If you can t do anything better than that, 
cut off altogether D’ye hear me ? ” 

“I hear you,” replied the gill, turning her face aside, and 
[^rcing a laugh “What fancy have you got in your head 
now ? ” 

“Oh! you’ve thought better of it, have you?” growled 
Sikes, marking the tear which trembled m her eye “ All 
the better foi you, you have ” 

“Why, you don’t mean to say, you’d he hard upon me 
to-night, Bill,” said the girl, laying hei hand upon his 
shoulder 


“ No ! ” cried Mr Sikes “ Why not ? ” 

“Such a number of nights,” said the gul, with a touch 
of woman’s tenderness, which communicated something like 
sweetness of tone, even to her voice “such a numbei of 
nights as I’ve been patient with you, musing and caring foi 
you, as if you had been a child and this the first that I ve 
you like yourself , you wouldn’t have served me as vou 
£ d J ust now, rf you’d thought of that, would you? Come 
^ome , say you wouldn’t ” ’ 

“Well, then,” rejoined Mr Sikes, “I wouldn’t. Whv 
damme, now, the girl’s whining again 1 ” y ’ 

«j3f notlmi g>” said the girl, throwing herself into a chair 

y ?m T m to mmd rae 1111 s °on be over ” 

Aoice ‘‘ Wb,f r?’” demanded Mr Sikes « a savage 
What foolery are you up to, now, again ? Get up 



OLIVER TWIST 


356 

and bustle about, and don't come over me with your woman's 
nonsense ” 

At any other time, this remonstrance, and the tone in 
which it was dehveied, would have had the desired effect , 
but the girl being leally weak and exhausted, dropped her 
head ovei the back of the chair, and fainted, before Mr Siker 
could get out a few of the appropriate oaths with which, on 
similar occasions, he was accustomed to garnish his threats 
Not knowing, very well, what to do, in this uncommon 
emergency , for Miss Nancy’s hysterics vere usually of that 
violent kind which the patient fights and struggles out of, 
without much assistance , Mr Sikes tried a littlo blasphemy 
and finding that mode of treatment wholly ineffectual, called 
for assistance 

“ What’s the matter here, my dear?” said Fagin, look- 
ing in 

“Lend a hand to the girl, can’t you?” replied Sikes 
impatiently “Don’t stand chattering and grinning at 
me I ” 

With an exclamation of surprise, Fagin hastened to the 
girl’s assistance, while Mi J ohn Dawkins (otherwise th£ 
Artful Dodger), who had followed his venerable friend into 
the room, hastily deposited on the flooi a bundle with which 
he was laden, and snatching a bottle fiom the grasp of 
Master Charles Bates who came close at Ins heels, uncorked 
it m a twinkling with his teeth, and poured a portion of its 
contents down the patient’s throat previously taking a taste, 
himself, to prevent mistakes 

u Give her a whiff of fresh air vith the bellows, Charley,” 
said Mr Dawkins , “ and you slap hei hands, Fagin, while 
Bill undoes the petticuts ” 

These united restoratives, administered with great energy 
■especially that department consigned to Master Bates, vho 
appeared to consider bis share in the proceedings, a piece of 
unexampled pleasantry were not long m producing the 
desired effect The girl gradually lecovered her senses 
and staggering to a chan by the bedside, lnd her face upon 
the pillow leaving Mi Sikes to confront the new comers, 
m astonishment at their unlooked-for appeal ance 

“Why, what evil wind has blowed you heie? ” he asked 
Fagin 

“ No evil wind at all, my dear, for evil winds blow nobody 
any good , and I’ve bi ought something good with me, that 
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you’ll be glad to sea Dodger, my deal, open the bundle , 
and give Bill the little trifles that we spent all our money 
on, this morning” 

In compliance with Mr Fagm’s request, the Artful untied 
his bundle, which was of large size, and formed of an old 
'able-clotli , and handed the aiticles it contained, one by one, 
to Charley Bates who placed them on the table, with 
various encomiums on their rarity and excellence 

“Si tch a rabbit pie, Bill,” exclaimed that young gentleman 
disclosing to view a huge pasty ; “ sitch delicate creeturs, 
with sitch tender limbs, Bill, that the wery bones melt in 
your mouth, and there’s no occasion to pick ’em , half a 
pound of seven and sixpenny green, so precious strong that 
if you mix it with bilmg water, it’ll go nigh to blow the lid 
of the tea-pot off , a pound and a-kalf of moist sugar that 
the niggers didn’t work at all at afore they got it up to 
sitch a pitch of goodness — oh no 1 Two half-quartern 
brans , pound of best fresh , piece of double Glo’ster , and, to 
Wind up all, some of the richest sort you ever lushed ! ” 

Uttering this last panegyric, blaster Bates produced, from 
C$ne of his extensive pockets, a full-sized wine-bottle, carefully 
corked , while Mr Dawkins, at the same mstnnt, poured out 
a wine glnssful of raw spirits from the bottle he earned : 
which the invalid tossed down his throat without a moment’s 
hesitation 


“Ah!” said Fagm, rubbing his hands with gi-eat satisfac- 
tion ‘ You’ll do, Bill , you’ll do now. ’ 

, l exclaimed Mi Sikes , “ I might have been done 
jor, twenty times over, afore you’d have done anyth mg to 
kelp me What do you mean by leaving u man m this 
state three weeks and more, you false-hearted vagabond O’ 
Only hear him, hoys ’ ’ said Fagm shrugging 1 his 
things US C ° mG t0 krin g him all these beau-ti-ful 

vr 1S toU enough m tlieir way,’ observed 

fikes a little soothed as he glanced ov<J the table • 

ehould W have y° u S ot to Sa 7 ** yourself, whv you 
and i f? me d T n m the m outh, health, blunt 
thrs m „rH ? g * ^ d T take n0 more notice of me all 
down 03011 lf 1 was dog?-Duve him 

do2 n n ?i l See m f a 3 f y d ?f 03 th&i ” cne d Master Bates, 
8 05 he ^ as desired “Smelling the grub hke a old 
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lftdv a going to market f He'd make his fortun on the stage 
that dog would, and revive the drayma besides ” 

“Hold your din,” cried Sikes, as the dog letreated under 
the bed still growling angrily “ Wlmt have you got to 
say for yourself, you withered old fence, eh ? ” 

“I was away from London, a 'week and more, my dear, 
on a plant/’ replied the Jew 

“ And what about the other foitmght 9 ” demanded Sikes 
“What about the other fortnight that you’ve left me lying 
here, like a sick rat in his hole?” 

“I couldn’t help it, Bill I can’t go into a long expla- 
nation before company , but I couldn’t help it, upon my 
honoui ” 

“Upon youi wlmt?” growled Sikes, with excessne 
disgust “Heie ! Cut me off a piece of that pie, one of 
you boys, to take the taste of that out of my mouth, or it’ll 
choke me dead ” 

“Don’t be out of temper, my dear,” uiged Fagm, sub- 
missively “ I have never foigot you, Bill , never once ” 
“No! I’ll pound it that you han’t,” replied Sikes, with 
a bitter grin “ You’ve been scheming and plotting aw r ay^ 
every horn that I have laid shivering and burning heie , antf 
Bill was to do this , and Bill w as to do that , and Bill was 
to do it all, dirt cheap, as soon as he got well and 
was quite poor enough foi your woik. If it hadn’t been for 
the gnl, I might have died ” 

“Theie now, Bill,” remonstrated Fagm, eagerly catching 
at the w r oid “If it hadn’t been for the girl I Who hut 
poor ould Fagm was the means of your having such a handy 
girl about you , 9 ” 

“He says true enough there f ” said Nancy, coming hastily 
forward “ Let him be , let him be ” 

Nancy’s appearance gave a new turn to the conversation , 
for the boys, receiving a Bly wink from the w r ary old Jew, 
began to ply hei with liquor of winch, however, she took 
veiy sparingly , while Fagm, assuming an unusual flow ofj 
spirits, gradually brought Mr Sikes into a better temper, by 
affecting to legard his threats as a little pleasant banter, 
and, moreover, by laughing veiy heartily at one or two 
lough jokes, which, aftei lepeated applications to the epint- 
bottle, he condescended to make 

‘It’s all veiy well,” said Mi Sikes, “but I must have 
some blunt from you to night ” 



MB. SIKES REQUIRES MONEY 

“I haven t a piece of com about me ” replied the Jew 
“Then you’ve got lots at home,” retorted Sikes , “and 
I must have some fiom there 

“Lots 1 ” cried Fagm holding up his hands u I haven’t 
so much as would ” 

v “ I don’t know how much you’ve got, and I daie say you 
aardly know yourself, as it would take a pietty long time 
to count it,” said Sikes j ‘hut I must have some to-night , 
and that’s flat ” 

“Well, well,” said Fagm, with a sigh “Til send the 
Artful round presently 

“You won't do nothing of the kind ” rejoined Mi Sikes 
“The Artful’s a deal too artful, and would forget to 
come or lose his way, or get dodged by traps and so 
be peiwented, 01 anything for an excuse, if you put him 
up to it Nancy shall go to the ken and fetch it, to 
make all sure ; and Fll lie down and ha\ e a snooze while 
she’s gone ” 

After a great deal of haggling and squabbling, Fagm 
beat down the amount of the reqiuied advance from five 
(Jounds to three pounds four and sixpence protesting with 
many solemn asseverations that that would only leave him 
eighteenpence to keep house with , Mr Sikes sullenly remark- 
ing that if he couldn’t get any more he must be content 
with that, Nancy prepared to accompany him home , while 
the Dodger and Master Bates put the eatables in the cup- 
board The Jew then, taking leave of his affectionate friend, 
returned homeward, attended by Nancy and the hoys 
Mr Sikes, meanwhile, flinging himself on the bed, and 
composing himself to sleep away the time until the young 
lady’s return 

In due course, they arrived at Fagin’s abode, where they 
found Toby Crackit and Mr Chitling intent upon their 
fifteenth game at cnbbage, which it is scarcely necessary to 
the latter gentleman lost, and with it, his fifteenth and 
sixpence much to the amusement of his young friends 
Mr Crackit, appaiently somewhat ashamed at being found 
relaxing lnmself with a gentleman so much Ins inferior in 
station and mental endowments, yawned, and inquiring after 
kAes took up Ins hat to go 

Has nobody been, Toby ? ” asked Fagm 
“Xot a living leg,” answered Mr Crackit, pulling up his 
collar, “ itrs been as dull as swipes. You ought to stand 
U * m 3 
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something handsome, Fagm, to recompense me for keepmg 
house so long Damme, I’m as fiat as a juryman , and 
should have gone to sleep, as fast as Newgate, if I hadn't 
had the good natur* to amuse this youngster Horrid dull, 
I'm blessed if I an't I * J 

With these and other ejaculations of the same km(L 
Mr Toby Crackit sw ept up his winnings, and crammed theii 
into his waistcoat pocket with a haughty air, as though such 
small pieces of silver were wholly beneath the consideration 
of a man of his figuie , this done, he swaggeied out of the 
100m, with so much elegance and gentility, that Mi Chitling, 
bestowing numeious admiring glances on his legs and boots 
till they were out of sight, assured the company that lie 
considered his acquaintance cheap at fifteen sixpences an 
interview, and that he didn't value his losses the snap of his 
little fingei 

“Wot a rum chap you are, Tom 1 ” said Mastei Bates, 
highly amused by this declaration 

“ Not a bit of it, ” replied Mr Chitling “ Am I, Fagin ? ” 
“A very clever fellow, my dear,” said Fagin, patting him 
on the shoulder, and winking to Ins other pupils 

“ And Mr Crackit ts a heavy swell , an’t he, Fagin r 
asked Tom 

“No doubt at all of that, my dear ” 

“And it is a creditable thing to have his acquaintance, 
an't it, Fagin ? ” pursued Tom 

“Very much so, indeed, my deal They’re only jealous, 
Tom, because he won't give it to them ” 

“Ah f ” cried Tom, triumphantly, “that's where it is I 
He has cleaned me out. But I can go and earn some more, 
when I like , can't I, Fagm ? ” 

“ To be sure you can, and the soonei you go the better, 
Tom , so make up youi loss at once, and don't lose any 
more time Dodgei 1 Charley ! It's time you w ere on the 
lay Come! It's near ten, and nothing done }et” 

In obedience to this hint, the boys, nodding to Nancy 
took up their hats and left the room , the Dodgei and hr ' 
vivacious fuend indulging, as they went, m many witticisms 
at the expense of Mr Chitling , m wdiose conduct, it is but 
justice to say, there was nothing very conspicuous or 
peculiai inasmuch as there are a great numbei of spmted 
young bloods upon town, who pay a much higher price than 
Mr Chitling for being seen in good society and a great 
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number of fine gentlemen (composing the good society 
aforesaid) who establish their reputation upon very much the 
same footing as flash Toby Crackit UT . 

“Now,” said Fagin, when they had left the room, ILL 
go and get you that cash, Nancy This is only the key of 
a little cupboard wheie I keep a few odd things the boys 
thet, my dear I never lock up my money, for I’ve got none 
to lock up, my dear — ha ' ha 1 ha 1 — none to lock up It s 
a poor trade, Nancy, and no thanks , but I'm fond of seeing 
the young people about me \ and I heai it all, I hear it all. 
Hush ! ” he said, hastily concealing the key m his breast , 

1 who’s that ? Listen I ” 

The gnl, who was sitting at the table with her aims 
folded, appeared m no way interested in the arrival • or to 
care whether the person, whoever he was, came or went 
until the muimur of a man’s voice Teaclied her ears The 
instant she caught the sound, she tore off her bonnet and 
shawl, with the rapidity of lightning, and thrust them under 
the table. The Jew, turning round immediately afterwards, 
she muttered a complaint of the heat, in a tone of languor 
that contrasted, very lemarkably, with the extreme haste and 
Violence of this action . which, however, had been unobserved 
by Fagin, who had his hack towards hei at the time 

“ Bah 1 ” he whispered, as though nettled by the interrup- 
tion ; “ its the man I expected before , he’s coming down 
stairs Not a word about the money while he’s heie, Nance 
He won’t stop long Not ten minutes, my deal ” 

Laying lus skinny forefinger upon his lip, the Jew carried 
a candle to the door, as a man’s step was henid upon the 
stairs without He reached it, at the same moment as the 
visitor, who, coming hastily into the room, was close upon 
the girl before he observed her 
It was Monks 


* Only one of my young people,” said Fagin, observing 
that Monks drew back, on beholding a strangei “ Don’t 
mo\ e, Nancy ” 

^ The girl drew closer to the table, and glancing at Monks 
with an air of careless levity, withdrew hei eyes , hut as he 
turned his towaids Fagin, she stole another look so keen 
and searching, and full of purpose, that if tlieie had been any 
bystander to observe the change, he could liaidlyhave believed 
the two looks to have proceeded from the same person 
"Any news?” lnquned Fagin 
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“ Gieat ” 

“And— and— good?” asked Fagin, hesitating as though 
lie feared to vex the other man by being too sanguine 

“Not bad, any uay,” replied Monks with a smile “I 
have been prompt enough this time Let me ha\e a word 
with you ” ^ 

The girl diew closer to tlie table, and made no offer to v 
leave the loom, although she could see that Monks was 
pointing to her The Jew peihaps feanng she might say 
something aloud about the money, if he endeavoured to get 
nd of her pointed upw ard, and took Monks out of the room - 
“Not that infernal hole we were m before,” she could 
hear the man say as they went up stairs Fagin laughed, 
and making some reply which did not reach her, seemed, 
by the creaking of the boaids, to lead his companion to 
the second story 

Before the sound of their footsteps had ceased to echo 
thiough the house, the gill had shpped off hei shoes , and 
drawing her gown loosely over hei head, and muffling her 
arms m it, stood at the door, listening with bieathless 
interest. The moment the noise ceased, she glided from the^ 
room , ascended the stairs with incredible softness ancf 
silence , and was ldst in the gloom above 

The room remained deserted for a quarter of an hour or 
more , the girl glided back with the same unearthly tread , 
and, immediately afterwards, the two men were heard 
descendmg Monks went at once into the street , and 
the Jew crawled up stairs again for the money When he 
returned, the gul was adjusting her shawl and bonnet, as if 
preparing to be gone 

“Why, Nance,” exclaimed the Jew, staiting back as he 
put down the candle, “ how pale you are ! ” 

“ Pale 1 ” echoed the girl, shading her eyes with her hands, 
ns if to look steadily at him 

“Quite honible What have you been doing to your 
self?” 

“ Nothing that I know of, except sitting in this close place" 
for I don’t know how long and all,” leplied the gul caie- 
lessly “ Come I Let me get hack , that’s a dear ” 

With a sigh for every piece of money, Fagm told the 
amount into her hand They parted without more conversa- 
tion, merely interchanging a “good night” 

When the gnl got into the open street, she sat down 
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upon n doorstep , and seemed, for a few moments, wholly 
bewildered and unable to pursue her way Suddenly she 
arose , and hurrying on, in a direction quite opposite to that 
in which Sikes was awaiting her return, quickened her pace, 
until it gradually resolved into a violent run After com- 
pletely exhausting herself, she stopped to take bieath and, 
as if suddenly recollecting herself, and deploring her 
inability to do something she was bent upon, w rung her 
hands, and burst into teal’s. 

It might be that her tears relieved her, 01 that she felt 
the full hopelessness of her condition , but she turned back , 
and hurrying with nearly as great rapidity m the contrary- 
direction partly to recover lost time, and paitly to keep 
pace with the violent current of her own thoughts soon 
reached the dwelling where she had left the house-bieaker. 

If she betrayed any agitation, when she presented herself 
to Mr Sikes, he did not observe it ; for merely inquiring if 
she had brought the money and receiving a reply m the 
affirmative, he uttered a grow 1 of satisfaction, and replacing 
his head upon the pillow, resumed the slumbers -which her 
Arrival had interrupted. 

It was fortunate for her that the possession of money 
occasioned lnm so much employment next day in the way 
of eating and dunking, and withal had so beneficial an 
effect in smoothing down the asperities of Ins temper , that 
lie had neither time nor inclination' to be very critical upon 
her behaviour and deportment That she had all the 
abstracted and nervous manner of one who is on the eve 
of some bold and hazardous step which it has regimed no 
common struggle to resolve upon, would have been obvious 
to the lynx-eyed Fagin, who would most probably have 
taken the alarm at once , but Mi Sikes lacking the niceties 
of discrimination, and being tioubled with no more subtle 
misgivings than those which resolve themselves into a doueed 
roughness of behaviour towards everybody, and bernj? 
furthermore, m an unusually amiable condition) as has been 
aheady obseived saw nothing unusual in her demeanouT 
and indeed, troubled himself so little about her that had 
her agitation been fai more perceptible than it was it would 

nnrt xS * day ? Ios * d ln > the § ld s excitement increased 
u5'i ien , m ^ ht came on > and she sat by, watching until 
the house-breaker should dnnk himself ssleep, Ls “ 
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unusual paleness m her cheek, and a fire in her eye, that 
even Sikes observed with astonishment 

Mr Sikes being weak from the fever, was lying in bed, 
taking hot water with Ins gm to render it less inflammatory , 
and had pushed his glass towards Nancy to be replenished 
foi the thud or fourth time, when these symptoms first 
struck him 

“ Why, burn my body ? ” said the man, raising hunself on 
his hands as he stared the girl in the face “You look like 
a corpse come to life again What’s the matter ? ” 

“ Mattel 1 replied the girl “Nothing What do you 
look at me so hard for?” 

“ What foolery is this 9 ” demanded Sikes, grasping her by 
the arm, and shaking her roughly “What is it? What 
do you mean? What are you thinking of 9 ” 

“Of many things, Bill,” replied the girl, shivering, and as 
she did so, pressing her hands upon her eyes “But, Loid I 
What odds in that?” 

The tone of forced gaiety m which the last words were 
spoken, seemed to produce a deeper impression on Sikes^ 
than the wild and ngid look which had preceded them 
“ I tell you wot it is,” said Sikes , “ if you haven’t caught 
the fevei, and got it comm’ on, now? there’s something more 
than usual in the wind, and something dangerous too 

You’re not a-going to No, damme ! you wouldn’t do 

that * ” 

“ Do what ? ” asked the girl 

“ There ain’t,” said Sikes, fixing his eyes upon her, and 
muttering the words to himself , “there ain’t a stauncher- 
hearted gal* gomg, or I’d have cut her throat three months 
ago She’s got the fever coming on , that's it ” 

Fortifying himself with this assurance, Sikes drained the 
glass to the bottom, and then, with many grumbling oaths, 
called for his physic The girl jumped up, with great 
alacuty , poured it quickly out, but with her back towards 
him , and held the vessel to his bps, while he diank off th<£ 
contents 

“Now,” said the robber, “come and sit aside of me, and 
put on your own face , or I’ll alter it so, that you won’t 
know it agam when you do want it ” 

The girl obeyed Sikes, locking her hand in his, fell back 
upon the pillow turning his eyes upon her face They 
closed , opened agam , closed once more , again opened* 
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He shifted his position restlessly , and, after dozing again, 
and again, foi two or thiee minutes, and as often springing 
up with a look of teiror, and gazing vacantly about lum, 
was suddenly stucken, as it were, while m the very attitude 
of using, into a deep and heavy sleep The grasp of his 
^and lelaxed , the upraised arm fell languidly by Ins side , 
and he lay like one in a profound trance 

“The laudanum has taken effect at last/' muimured the 
girl, as she rose fiom the bedside “I may be too late, 
even now’' 

She hastily diessed herself m her bonnet and shawl 
looking fearfully round, from time to time, as if, despite the 
sleeping draught, she expected every moment to feel the 
pressure of Sikes’s heavy hand upon her shoulder, then, 
stooping softly over the bed, she kissed the robber’s lips , 
and then opening and closing the room-dooi with noiseless 
touch, hurried fiom the house. 

A watchman was crying half-past nine, down a dark 
passage thiough which she had to pass, m gaming the mam 
thoroughfare 

3 u Has it long gone the half-hour 9 5 asked the girl 

“ It’ll strike the hour m another quarter ” said the man 
raising his lantern to liei face 

“And I cannot get there in less than an hour or more/’ 
muttered Nancy brushing swiftly past him, and gliding 
rapidly down the sheet 


Many of the shops were already closing in the hack lanes 
ana avenues through which she tracked her way, an making 
from Spitalfields. towards the West-End of London The 
clock struck ten, mcreasmg her impatience She tore along 
the narrow pavement elbowing the passengers fiom side to 
side and darting almost under the hoises’ heads, crossed 
crowded streets, where clusters of persons were eagerlv 
watching their opportunity to do the like. 

“ The woman is mad I" said the people, turning to look 
^aitei her as she rushed away 

When she leached the moie wealthy quarter of the town 

£Li 3 Were com P ara tively deserted, and here her 
headlong progress excited a still gieater curiosity in the 

be)nnd h °»?f? be paS ? Some h^ened their 

K/ n/’ th ,° Ugi / t0 £ee , ^ Iuther she was hastening 
?Ji\^ ? nu , sual ; and a few made head upon her 
and looked hack, surprised atier undimmished s/ed but 
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they fell off one by one , and when she neared her place of 
destination, she was alone 

It was a family hotel in a quiet but handsome street near 
Hyde Park As the brilliant light of the lamp which burnt 
before its dooi, guided her to the spot, the clock struck 
eleven She had loitered for a few paces as though irresolute^, 
and making up her mind to advance , but the sound deter- 
mined her, and she stepped into the hall The porter’s seat 
was vacant She looked round with an air of mceititude, 
and advanced towards the stairs 

“ Now, young woman T ” said a smartly dressed female, 
looking out from a door behind her, “who do you v»ant 

here ? 77 , ,, 

“ A lady who is stopping in this house , 77 ansvered the 

girl 

“A lady ! 77 was the reply, accompanied with a scornful 
look “ What lady ? 77 

“Miss Maybe , 77 said Nancy 

The young woman, who had by this time noted her 
appearance, replied only by a look of vntuous disdain , and 
summoned a man to answer hei To him, Nancy repeated^ 


her request 

“ What name am I to say 77 asked the waiter 
“ It 7 s of no use saying any , 77 replied Nancy 
“ Nor business ? 77 said the mam 

“No, nor that neither , 77 rejoined the girl “I must see 
the lady 77 

“ Come ! 77 said the man, pushing her towards the door 
“None of this Take yourself off 77 

“I shall be earned out, if I go 1 77 said the girl violently , 
“and I can make that a job that tv\o of you Mon't like to 
do Isn't there anybody here , 77 she said, looking round, 
“that will see a simple message earned for a poor wretch 
like me 9 77 

This appeal produced an effect on a good-tempered -faced 
man cook, who with some other of the servants was looking^ 
on, and who stepped forward to intei fere 

“Take it up for her, Joe , can't you 9 77 said this person 
“What's the good?” replied the man “You don't 
suppose the young lady will see such as her , do you ? 77 

This allusion to Nancy’s doubtful character, raised a vast 
quantity of chaste wrath m the bosoms of four housemaids, 
who remarked, with great fervoui, that the cieature was a 
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disgrace to her sex , and strongly advocated her being 
thrown, ruthlessly, into the kennel 

“ Do what you like v ith me,” said the girl, turning to the 
men again , “ but do what I ask you first, and I ask you to 
give this message for God Alm ighty’s sake ” 

^ The soft-hearted cook added his intercession, and the 
result was that the man who had first appeared undertook 
its delivery 

“ What’s it to be 9 ” said the man, with one foot on the 
staiis 


"That a young woman earnestly asks to speak to Miss 
Maybe alone,” said Nancy , “ and that if the lady will only 
hear the first word she has to say, she will know whether to 
hear her business, or to have her turned out of doors as an 
impostor.” 

“ I say,” said the man, " you're coming it strong ! ” 

“You give the message,” said the gnl firmly, “and let 
me hear the answer ” 

The man ran up stairs Nancy lemamed, pale and almost 
bieathless, listening with quivenng lip to the very audible 
Impressions of scorn, of which the chaste housemaids were 
\ery prolific , and of which they became still more so, when 
the man returned, and said the young woman was to walk 
up stairs. 

"It's no good being proper in this world,” said the first 
housemaid 


“Brass can do bettei than the gold what has stood the 
frre, said the second 

The thud contented herself with wondering “ what ladies 

” nnc i, the , fouith took the first in a quartette 
ot Shameful 1 with which the Dianas concluded 

Regardless 0 f all this: for she had weightier matters at 
heart Nancy followed the man, with trembling limbs to a 
small antechamber, lighted by a lamp from the ceiling 
Here he left her, and retired. g * 

$ 
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surely murder me, if they knew I had been here, to tell 
you what I have overheard. Do you know a man named 
Monks ? ” 

“ No,” said Rose 

“ He knows you,” replied the girl , “and knew you were 
here, for it was by hearing him tell the place that I foun^ 
you out” 

“I never heard the name,” said Rose 

u Then he goes by some othei amongst us,” rejoined the 
girl, “which I moie than thought before Some time ago, 
and soon after Oliver was put into your house on the night 
of the robbery, I — suspecting this man — listened to a con 
versation held between him and Fagin in the dark. I found 
out, from what I heard, that Monks — the man I asked jou 
about, you know — ” 

“ Yes,” said Rose, “ I understand ” 

u — That Monks,” pursued the girl, “had seen t him acci 
dentally with two of our boys on the day w e first lost him, 
and had known him directly to be the same child thaf he 
was watching for, though I couldn’t make out "why A 
baigam was strack with Fagin, that if Ohvei was got baclfv 
ho should have a ceitain sum , and he was to have more for 
making him a thief, which this Monks w anted for some pur- 
pose of his own ” 

“ For what purpose ? ” asked Rose 

“ He caught sight of my shadow on the wall as I listened, 
in the hope of finding out,” said the girl, “and theie are 
not many people besides me that could have got out of their 
way in time to escape discovery But I did , and I saw him 
no more till last night.” 

“And what occurred then?” 

“I’ll tell you, lady Last night he came again Again 
they went up stall's, and I, WTapping myself up so that my 
shadow should not betray me, again listened at the door 
The first words I heard Monks say w r ere these i So the 
only pi oofs of the boy’s identity he at the bottom of the(J 
nyer, and the old hag that received them from the mother 
is lotting m her coffin ’ They laughed, and talked of his 
success in doing this , and Monks, talking on about the boy, 
and getting very wild, said that though he had got the 
young devil’s money safely now, he’d rather have had it 
the other’ Avay, for, what a game it would have been to 
have brought dowm the boast of the father’s will, by driving 
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him through every jail m tovn, and then hauling him up 
for some capital felony which Fagin could easily manage, 
after having made a good profit of him besides ” 

“ What is all this 1 ” said Rose 

“The truth, lady, though it comes from my lips,” replied 
the girl “Then, he said, with oaths common enough m 
liy ears, but strange to yours, that if he could gratify Ins 
haired by taking the boy’s life without bunging his own 
neck m danger, he would , but, as he couldn’t, he’d be upon 
the watch to meet him at every turn m life, and if he 
took advantage of his birth and history, he might harm 
him yet ‘In slioit Fagin,’ he says, ‘Jew as you are, you 
nei er laid such snares as I’ll contrive for my young brother, 
Oliver’” 

“His brother 1 ’ exclaimed Rose * 

“Those nere his words,” said Nancy, glancing uneasily 
round, as she had scarcely ceased to do, since she began to 
speak, for a vision of Sikes haunted hei perpetually. “ An d 
more. When he spoke of you and the other lady, and said 
it seemed conti ned by Heaven, or the devil, against him, 
^iat Oliver should come into your hsmds, he laughed, and 
said there was some comfort in that too, for how many 
thousands and hundreds of thousands of pounds would you 
not give, if you had them, to know who your two-leaned 
spaniel was.” 06 


\ou do not mean,’ said Rose, turning very pale, “to 
tell me that this was said in earnest 9 ’ 

“He spoke m hard and angry earnest, if a man ever did ” 
repked the girl, shaking her head “ He is an earnest man 
wtien Ins hatred is up I know many who do worse tilings , 
ut I d rather listen to them all a dozen times, than to that 
JUonks once It is growing late, and I have to reach home 
nthout suspicion of having been on such an errand as this. 
I must get back quickly ” 

“But what can I do?” said Rose “To what use can 
t turn fyis communication without you ? Back » Why do 

cZiZf t r/ etUni t0 c TP am ° DS y° u P aint m such terrible 
S°“ j If y ° U repP : at thls ^formation to a gentleman 

Jan t rT nSUn T\ 0n m an “ stant from the °ext room, you 

Sfy S ° me P 6 ° f Saf6ty mthout 

“I msh to go back,” said the girl. “I must wi- 
because how can I tell such things to an innocfnt lady 
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like you ? — because among the men I have told you of, 
there is one the most desperate among them all that 
I can’t leave , no, not ei en to he saved from the life I am 

leading now '* }J 

“ Your having interfered in this dear boy's behalf before, 
said Rose , “ your coming here, at so great a risk, to tell 
me what you have heard , your mannei, which comincCi 
me of the tiutli of what you say , your evident contrition, 
and sense of shame , all lead me to believe that you might 
be yet reclaimed Oh ! ” said the earnest girl, folding her 
hands as the tears coursed down her face, “ do not turn 
a deaf ear to the entreaties of one of your own sex, the 
fast — the first, I do believe, who ever appealed to you in 
the voice of pity and compassion Do hear my words, ana 
let me save you yet, for better things,” 

“Lady,” cned the girl, sinking on her knees, “dear, 
sweet, angel lady, you aic the first that ever blessed me 
with such woids as these, and if I had heard them years 
ago, they might have turned me from a life of sin and 
sorrow, but it is too late, it is too late 1 ” 

“It is nevei too f late,” said Rose, “for penitence and 
atonement,” 

“ It is,” cued the girl, wri thing m the agony of hei mind , 
“ I cannot leave him now ! I could not be his death ” 


“ Why should you be ? ” asked Rose 

“Nothing could save him,” cried the girl “ If I told 
others what I have told you, and led to their being taken, 
he would be sure to die He is the boldest, and has been 
so cruel ] ” 

“ Is it possible,” cned Rose, u that for such a man as tins, 
you can resign every futuie hope, and the certainty of im 
mediate rescue ? It is madness,” 

“ I don't know what it is,” answered the girl , “ I only 
know that it is so, and not with me alone, hut with hun 
dreds of others as bad and wretched as myself I must go 
back. Whether it is God's wrath for the wrong I have 
done, I do not know, but I am drawn hack to him througf 
every suffering and ill usage , and I should be, I believe, 
if I knew that I was to die by his hand at last ” 

“What am I to do ?'' said Rose “ I should not let you 


depart from me thus.” 

“You should, lady, and I know you will,” rejoined tb& 
girl, rising “You will not stop my going because I have 
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trusted in your goodness, and forced no promise from you, 
as I might have done ” 

“Of what use, then, is the communication you have 
made?” said .Rose “This mystery must he investigated, 
or how will its disclosuie to me benefit Oliver, whom you 
«re anxious to serve?” 

J “You must have some land gentleman about you that 
will hear it as a secret, and advise you what to do,” rejoined 
the girl 

“ But where can I find you agam when it is necessary ? ” 
asked Rose. “I do not seek to know where these dreadful 
people live, but where will you be walking or passing at 
any settled penod from this time ? ” 

“Will you promise me that you will have my secret 
strictly kept, and come alone, 01 with the only other 
person that knows it , and that I shall not be watched 01 
followed?” asked the gill 

“ I promise you solemnly,” answered Rose 
“ Every Sunday night, from eleven until the clock strikes 
twelve,” said the girl without hesitation, “ I will walk on 
jiondon Bridge if I am alive ” 

“Stay another moment,” interposed Rose, as the girl 
moved hurriedly towards the door. “Think once again on 
your own condition and the opportunity you have of 
escaping from it You have a claim on me not only as 
the voluntary bearer of this intelligence, but as a woman 
lost almost beyond redemption. Will you return to this 
gang of robbers, and to this man, when a woid can save 
you? What fascination is it that can take you back, and 
make you clmg to wickedness and misery 9 Oh 1 is there 
no chord in your heart that I can touch ' Is there 
nothing left, to which I can appeal against this temble 
infatuation 1 ” 

“When ladies as young, and good, and beautiful as you 
are,” replied the girl steadily, “give away your heaits, love 
carry you all lengths — even such ns you, who have 
mome, friends, other admners, everything, to fill them 
When such as I, who have no ceitnm loof but the coffin- 
hd, and no fuend in sickness or death but the hospital 
nurse, set our rotten hearts on any man, and let him fill 
the place that has been a blank thiougk all our wretched 
nes, who can hope to cure us? Pity us, lady — pity us 
tor having only one feeling of the woman left, and for 
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having that turned, by a heavy judgment, from a comfort 
and a pride, into a new means of violence and suffering ” 

“ You will,” said Rose, aftei a pause, “take some money 
from me, which may enable you to live without dishonesty 
— at all events until we meet again?” 

“ Not a penny,” leplied the girl, v\aving her hand . 

“Do not close your heart against all my efforts to help 
you,” said Rose, stepping gently forward “I wish to sene 
you indeed ” 

“You would serve me best, lady,” replied the girl, wring 
ing her hands, “if you could take my life at once, for 
I have felt moie grief to think of v\liat I am, to-night, than 
I ever did before, and it would be somethmg not to die 
in the hell m which I have lived God bless you, sweet 
lady, and send as much happiness on >oui head as I have 
brought shame on mine 1 ” 

Thus speaking, and sobbing aloud, the unhappy creature 


turned away , while Rose Maybe, overpoweied by this extra 
ordinary interview, which had more the semblance of a rapid 
dieam than an actual occurrence, sank into a chair, and 
endeavoured to collect her wandering thoughts 



CHAPTER. XLI 


CONTAINING FRESH DISCOVERIES, AND SHOEING THAT 
SURPRISES, LIKE MISFORTUNES, SELDOM COME ALONE 

Her situation was, indeed, one of no common tnal and 
difficulty Wlnle she felt the most eager and burning 
desire to penetrate the mystery m which Oliver’s history 
uas enveloped, she could not hut hold sacred the confidence 
which the miserable woman with whom she had just con- 
versed, had reposed m her, as a young and guileless girl 
Her w ords and mannei had touched Rose May lie s heart , 
and, mingled with hei love for hei young charge, and 
scarcely less intense in its tiutli and feivour, was her fond' 
"Jsh to win the outcast hack to repentance and hope 
They purposed remaining m London only tlnee days, 
pnor to departing foi some w'eeks to a distant pait of the 
coast It was now midnight of the fiist day What course 
of action could she determine upon, which could he adopted 
m eight-and-forty hours? Or how could she postpone the 
journey without exciting suspicion ? 

Mr Losberne was with them, and would be for the next 
wo days, hut Rose was too well acquainted with the 
excellent gentleman’s impetuosity, and foresaw too cleailv 
the wrath with which, in the fiist explosion of Ins indigna- 
tion, he would regard the instrument of Oliver’s le capture 
to trust him with, the secret, when hei representations m 
girls behalf could he seconded by no experienced person 
-these were all reasons for the greatest caution and most 
'rcumspect behaviour m communicating it to Mrs. Mavhe 
r STn firSt ™ uld lnfaUlW y be to hold a conference 

to ai? T ? y d ° 1 ° n , tbe sub J ect As ^ resenting 
o any legal ndvisei, even if she had known how to do so 

5 hf t0 ^ ° f t for tbe reasons’ 

W l W ° CCU i r€d \° A® 1 ° f seekm S assistance from 

wy , but tins awakened the lecollection of tlieir last 
parhng, and it seemed unworthy of her to call him hack, 
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when — the tears rose to her eyes as she pursued this train 
of reflection — he might have by this time learnt to forget 
hei, and to be happier away 

Disturbed by these different reflections , inclining now to 
one course and then to anothei and again recoiling from 
all, as each successive consideration piesented itself to her 
mind , Rose passed a sleepless and anxious night Aft*/ 
more communing with herself next day, she ai rived at the 
desperate conclusion of consulting Harry 

“If it bo painful to him,” she thought, “to come bach 
here, how painful it will be to me ! But peihaps he will 
not come , he may write, or he may come himself, and 
studiously abstain from meeting me — he did when he went 
aw ay I hardly thought he w ould , but it was better for us 
both ” And here Rose dropped the pen, and turned awa>, 
as though the very paper which was to he her messenger 
should not see her weep 

She had taken up the same pen, and laid it down again 
fifty times, and had considered and reconsidered the first 
line of her letter without w nting the first word, when 
Oliver, who had been w alking m the streets, with Mr Gil-jp 
foi a body-guard, entered the room in such breathless haste 
and violent agitation, as seemed to betoken some new cause 
of alarm 

“What makes you look so fiurned 0 ” asked Rose, ad 
vancmg to meet him. 

“ 1 hardly know how , I feel as if I should be choked, 3 * 
replied the boy “ Oh dear ! To think that I should see 
him at last, and you should he able to know that I June 
told you all the tiuth ! ” 

“I nevei thought you had told us anything hut the 
truth, said Rose, soothing him “ But w r hat is this ? — of 
whom do you speak?” 

I have seen the gentleman/’ replied 01i\er, scarcely able 
to articulate, “the gentleman who was so good to me — 
Mi Brownlow, that we have so often talked about” 

“ Where ? 99 asked Rose 

Getting out of a coach,” replied Oliver, shedding tear3 
of delight, “ and going into a house I didn’t speak to him 
I couldn t speak to him, for he didn’t see me, and I 
tiembled so, that I w T as not able to go up to him But 
Giles asked, for me, whetliei he lived there, and they said 
he did Look here,” said Olivei, opening a scrap of paper, 
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'‘here it is , here’s wheie he lives — I’m going there directly 1 
Oh, dear me, deal me * "What shall I do when I come to 
see him and hear him speak again 1 ” 

"With her attention not a little distracted by these and 
n great many othei mcolieient exclamations of joy, Rose 
^ad the address, which was Oiaven Street, m the Strand 
She -very soon detei mined upon turning the discovery to 
account 

‘‘Quick'” she said “Tell them to fetch a hackney- 
coach, and be ready to go with me I w ill take you there 
directlj , without a minute’s loss of time I will only tell 
my aunt that we are going out for an hour, and be ready 
ns soon as you are ” 

Oln er needed no prompting to dispatch, and m little 
more than five minutes they were on then way to Craven 
Street "When they arrived there, Rose left Oliver m the 
conch, under pietence of pieparing the old gentleman to 
receive him , and sending up hei card by the servant, 
requested to see Mr Brownlow on very pressing business. 
The servant soon returned, to beg that she would W’alk up 
* airs , and following him into an upper room, Miss Maylie 
was presented to an elderly gentleman of benevolent appear- 
ance, in a bottle-green coat. At no gieat distance from 
whom, was seated another old gentleman, m nankeen 
breeches and gaiters j who did not look particularly benevo- 
lent, and who was sitting with Ins hands clasped on the 
top of a thick stick, and his chin propped thereupon. 

“Dear me,” said the gentleman, m the bottle-green coat, 
hastily using with great politeness. “I beg your pardon, 
young lady— I imagined it was some importunate person 
who— I beg you will excuse me. Be seated, pray ” 

‘Mr Biownlow, I believe sn ?” said Rose, glancing 
nm! 1 ° ier 8 en t]emnn to the one who had spoken ~ 

That is my name,” said the old gentleman “This is 
niy friend, Mr Gnmwig. Gnmvig, will you leave us for 
■f few minutes 

“ I believ e” interposed Miss Maybe, “ that at this period of 
our interview, I need not gne that gentleman the trouble 

of fliwF ^ ^ riIT1 correctly informed, he is cognizant 

me business on which I wish to speak to you ” 
tr Brow nlow r inclined his head Mr. Grimwie who h id 
2? one rery staff W, nncl men from to mode 

other very stiff bow, and diopped mto it again. ’ 
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“I shall surprise you xery much, I hn\e no doubt/’ said 
Eose, naturally embanassed , “but you once showed great 
benevolence and goodness to a very dear young friend of 
mine, and I am sure you will take an interest in hearing of 
him again ” 

“ Indeed 1 ” said Mr Biownlow 
“ Oliver Twist you knew him as,” replied Eose 
The words no sooner escaped her lips, than Mr Grimwig, 
who had been affecting to dip into a large book that lay on 
the table, upset it with a great crash, and falling back in 
his chair, discharged from his features every expression but 
one of unmitigated wonder, and indulged in a prolonged and 
vacant stare, then, as if ashamed of ha\ing betrayed so 
much emotion, he jerked himself, as it were, by a convulsion 
into his former attitude, and looking out straight before 
him emitted a long deep whistle, which seemed, at last, not 
to he discharged on empty air, but to die away in the 
innermost recesses of his stomach 

Mr Brownlow was no less surpnsed, although his astonish 
ment was not expressed 111 the same eccentric manner He 
drew his chair nearer to Miss Mayhe’s, and said, £ 

“Do me the favoui, my deal young lady, to leave entirely 
out of the question that goodness and benevolence of vhich 
you speak, and of which nobody else knows anything , and 
if you have it m your powei to produce any evidence vlnch 
will alter the unfavourable opinion I was once induced to 
entertain of that poor child, in Heaven’s name put me in 
possession of it ” 

“A bad one 1 I’ll eat my head if ho is not a bad one,” 
growled Mr Gnmwig, speaking by some ventriloquial power, 
without moving a muscle of his face 

“He is a child of a noble nature and a warm heart,” said 
Eose, colouring , “ and that Pov^ei which has thought fit to 
try him beyond his years, has planted in his breast affections 
and feelings which w ouJd do honour to many who have 
numbered his days six times over ” ^ 

1 I m only sixty -one,” said Mr Glim wig, with the same 
rigid face “ And, as the devil’s in it if this Oliver is not 
twelve years old at least, I don’t see the application of that 
lemaik ” 

“Do not heed my fnend, Miss Maylie,” said Mi Brown 
low , “he does not mean what he says ” 

“Yes, he does/’ giowled Mi Gnmwig 
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'•No, ho does not,*’ said Mr Brownlow obviously using 
in wrath as he spoke 

“He’ll eat his head if he doesn’t,” growled Mr Gnmwig 

“ He would deseiwe to have it knocked off, if he does, ’ 
said Mr Brownlow 

^ “And he’d uncommonly like to see any man offer to do it, ’ 
responded Mr Gnmwig, knocking Ins stick upon the fiooi 

Having gone thus far, the two old gentlemen severally 
took snuff, and ofterwaids shook hands, according to their 
invariable custom 

“Now, Miss Maybe,” said Mi Bibwnlow, “to letum to 
the subject m which your humanity is so much interested 
"Will you let me know what intelligence you Ime of this 
poor child allowing me to premise that I exhausted every 
means m my powei of discovering him, and that since 
I have been absent from this country, my first impression 
that he had imposed upon me, and had been persuaded 
by his former associates to rob me, has been considerably 
shaken ” 

Bose, who had had time to collect her thoughts, at once 
jplated, in a few natural woids, all that had befallen Olivei 
since he left Mr Brownloiv’s house , leservmg Nancy’s 
information foi that gentleman’s private ear, atid concluding 
with the assurance that his only sonow, for some months 
past, had been the not being able to meet with his former 
benefactor and fuend 

“ Thank God ! ” said the old gentleman. “ This is great 
happiness to me, great happiness. But you have not told 
niewhere 13 now f Miss Maylie You must pardon my 
finding fault with you, — but why not have hi ought him?” 

“He is waiting in a coach at the door,” replied Bose 

‘ At this door ! ” cned the old gentleman. "With which 
ne burned out of the room, down the stares, up the coach- 
steps, and into the coacli, without another word 

Vo j n Toom ‘d° or closed behind him, Mr. Gnmwig 
Jilted up his head, and converting one of the hind le^s of 
ms chare into a pivot, described thiee distinct cucles with 

he assistance of Ins stick and the table sitting m it all 

, A ? er P eiformin S this evolution, he rose and 
uraped as fast as he could up and down the room at least 

fastrw ,ne fi s f 0 PP m S suddenly before Bose, 

he without the slightest preface. 

‘Hush he said, as the young lady lose m some alarm 
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at this unusual proceeding “ Don’t be afiaid I'm old 
enough to be your grandfathei You’re a sweet girl I 
like you Here they are 1 ” 

In fact, as he threw r himself at one dexterous dive into 
his formei seat. Hr Biownlow returned, accompanied by 
Oliver, whom Hr Gnmwig received \ery graciously, and 
if the gratification of that moment had been the only rewarh 
foi all her anxiety and care in Oln er’s behalf, Rose Hayhe 
would have been well repaid 

“ There is somebody else 'who should not be forgotten, 
by the by,” said Hr Brownlow, ringing the bell “Send 
Mrs Bedwm heie, if you please ” 

The old housekeeper answered the summons with all 
dispatch, and dropping a curtsey at the door, waited for 
orders 

“Why, you get blinder every day, Bedwin,” said Hr 
Brownlow, rather testily 

“Well, that I do, sir,” replied the old lady “People’s 
eyes, at my time of life, don’t impiove with age, sir” 

“I could have told you that,” lejoined Hr Biownlow, 
“but put on youi glasses, and see if you can’t find out whf^ 
you were wanted for, will you?” 

The old lady began to rummage m her pocket for her 
spectacles But Oliver's patience w as not proof against this , 
new tual , and yielding to his first impulse, he sprang into 
her aims. 

“God be good to me!” cued the old lady, embracing 
him , “ it is my innocent boy ! ” 

“ Hy dear old nurse ! ” cried Olivei 

“He would come back— I knew' he would,” said the old 
lady, holding bun m her arms “ How w'ell he looks, and 
how like a gentleman’s son he is diessed again » Where 
have you been, this long, long wdiile * Ah I the snme sw'eet 
face, but not so pale , the same soft oye, but not so sad 
I have never forgotten them or his quiet smile, but have 
seen them every day, side by side wnth those of my own, 
dear children, dead and gone since I w r as a lightsome young 
creature Running on thus, and now holding Oliver from 
her to mark how he had growm, now r clasping him to her 
and passing her fingers fondly through his hair, the good 
soul laughed and wept upon his neck by turns. 

Leaving her and Oliver to compaie notes at leisure, 
Hr Brownlow led the way into another room , and there, 
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Beard from Rose a full narration of her interview with. 
Nancy, which occasioned lnm no little surprise and l per- 
plexity. Rose also explained her reasons for not confiding 
in her friend Mr Losberne m the first instance lhe old 
gentleman considered that she had acted prudently, and 
readily undeitook to hold solemn conference with the 
Worthy doctor himself To afford him an early oppor- 
tunity for the execution of this design, it was arianged ha 
he should call at the hotel at eight o’clock that evening, and 
that in the meantime Mrs Maybe should be cautiously 
informed of all that had occurred These prebminanes 
adjusted, Rose and Oliver returned home 

Rose had by no means overrated the measure of the good 
doctors w rath, Nancy’s history was no sooner unfolded to 
him, than he poured forth a shower of mingled threats and 
execrations , threatened to make her the first victim of the 
combined ingenuity of Messrs Blathers and Buff; and 
actually put on his bat preparatory to sallying forth to 
obtain the assistance of those worthies. And, doubtless, 
he would, in this first outbreak, have earned the intention 
jpto effect -without a moment’s consideration of the con- 
sequences, if he had not been restrained, in part, by corre- 
sponding nolence on the side of Mr Brownlow, who was 
himself of an irascible temperament, and partly by such 
arguments and representations as seemed best calculated 
to dissuade him from Ins hotbramed purpose 

“Then what the devil is to be done?” said the impetuous 
doctor, wdien they hnd rejoined the two ladies, “ Are we to 
pass a vote of thanks to all these vagabonds, male and female, 
and beg them to accept a hundred pounds, or so, apiece, as 
a trifling mark of our esteem, and some slight acknowledg- 
ment of their kindness to Oliver?” 

"Not exactly that,” rejoined Mr Brownlow, laughing, 
“hut we must proceed gently and with great care.” 

"Gentleness and caie,” exclaimed the doctor. "I’d send 
■jtkem one and all to ” 

* "Never mind where,” interposed Mr, Brownlow "But 
reflect whether sending them anywhere is likely to attain 
the object we have in view ” 

“What object?” asked the doctor 

“ Simply, the discovery of Oliver’s parentage, and regaining 
for lum the inheritance of w Inch, if this story be true, he 
has been fraudulently deprived.” 
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heard from Rose a full narration of her interview with 
Nancy, which occasioned him no little surprise and per- 
plexity. Rose also explained her reasons for not confiding 
m her friend Mr Losberne in the first instance The old 
gentleman considered that she had acted prudently, and 
readily undeitook to hold solemn conference with the 
’woithy doctor himself To afford him an early oppor- 
tunity for the execution of this design, it was arranged that 
he should call at the hotel at eight o’clock that evening, and 
that m the meantime Mrs Mayhe should he cautiously 
informed of all that had occurred. These prelimmaiies 
adjusted. Rose and Oliver returned home 
Rose had by no means overrated the measure of the good 
doctor's wroth Nancy’s history was no sooner unfolded to 
him, than he pouied forth a shower of mingled threats and 
execrations , threatened to make her the first victim of the 
combined ingenuity of Messrs Blathers and Duff , and 
actually put on Ins hat preparatory to saltymg forth to 
obtain the assistance of those worthies And, doubtless, 
he would, in this fiist outbreak, have earned the intention 
jfito effect without a moment’s consideration of the con- 
sequences, if he had not been restiained, in part, by corre- 
sponding violence on the side of Mr Browmlow, who was 
himself of an irascible temperament, and parity by such 
arguments and representations as seemed best calculated 
to dissuade him from Ins hotbramed purpose 
“Then what the devil is to he done 9 ” said the impetuous 
doctor, when they had rejoined the two ladies. “ Are we to 
pass a vote of thanks to all these vagabonds, male and female, 
and beg them to accept a hundred pounds, or so, apiece, as 
a trifling mark of our esteem, and some slight acknowledg- 
ment of their kindness to Oliver 9 ” 

‘ Not exactly that,” rejoined Mr. Brownlow, laughing; 
"but we must proceed gently and with great care ’ 
“Gentleness and care,” exclaimed the doctor “I’d send 
jthem one and all to ” 

* ‘ Never mind where,” interposed Mr Brownlow. “But 
reflect whether sending them anywhere is likely to attain 
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‘‘"What object?” asked the doctor 

“ Simply, the discovery of Oliver’s parentage, and regaining 
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“ Ah ! ” said Mr Losbeme, cooling himself wnth his pocket 
handkerchief , “ I almost foigot that ” 

“You see,” puisued Mr Browailow r , “placing this poor 
gnl entnely out of the question, and supposing it were 
possible to bring these scoundrels to justice without com 
promising her safety, what good should we bring about 9 ” 
“Hanging a few of them at least, in all probability, 
suggested the doctor, “and transporting tho rest ” 

“Very good,” replied Mr Brownlow smiling, “but no 
doubt they will bring that about for themselves m the 
fulness of time, and if we step m to forestall them, it seems 
to me that we shall be performing a \ery Quixotic act, m 
dnect opposition to our own interest — or at least to Oliver’s, 
which is the same thing ” 

“How?” inquired the doctor 

“Thus It is quite clear that we shall ha^e extreme 
difficulty m getting to the bottom of this mystery, unless 
we can bring this man, Monks, upon his knees That can 
only be done by stratagem, and by catching him when he 
is not sunounded by these people For, suppose he were 
apprehended, we have no proof against him He is no| 
even (so far as we know, or as the facts appear to us) con 
cerned wath the gang in any of their robberies If he were 
not discharged, it is very unlikely that he could receive any 
further punishment than being committed to prison as a 
rogue and vagabond , and of course ever afterwards his 
mouth would be so obstinately closed that he might as 
well, for our purposes, be deaf, dumb, blind, and an idiot ” 
“Then,” said the doctor impetuously, “I put it to you 
again, whether you tlnnk it reasonable that this pro mis e to 
the girl should be considered binding , a promise made with 

the best and kindest intentions, but leally ” 

Do not discuss the point, my dear young lady, pray,” 
said Mi Browmlow, interrupting Bose as she was about to 
speak “The promise shall be kept I don’t think it will, 
m the slightest degiee, mterfei e wnth our proceedings BuC 
before we can resolve upon any precise course of action, ib 
will be necessary to see the girl , to ascertain from her 
whether she wall point out this Monks, on the undei standing 
that he is to be dealt with by us, and not by the law , or, if 
she wall not, or cannot do that, to procure from hei such an 
account of his haunts and description of his person, as wall 
enable us to identify him She cannot he seen until next 
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Sunday night , this is Tuesday. I would suggest that m 
the meantime, we remain perfectly quiet, and keep these 
matters secret even from Oliver himself.” 

Although Mi Losbeme received with many wry faces 
a proposal involving a delay of five whole days, he was fain 
to admit that no better course occurred to him just then , 
■?nd as both Rose and Mrs May lie sided very strongly w ith 
Mr. Brownlow, that gentleman’s proposition was earned 
unanimously 

“ I should like,” he said, “ to call m the aid of my friend 
Grimwig He is a strange creature, but a shrewd one, and 
might prove of matenal assistance to us ; I should say that 
he was bred a lawyei, and quitted the Bar in disgust because 
he had only one buef and a motion of course, m twenty 
years, though whether that is a recommendation or not, you 
must determine for yourselves ” 

“I have no objection to your calling in your fiiend if 
I may call m mine,” said the doctoi. 

"We must put it to the vote,” leplfed Mr Brownlow, 
"who may he be?” 


" That lady’s son, and this young lady’s — very old friend,” 
said tli© doctoi, motioning towaids Mrs Maybe, and con- 
cluding with an expressive glance at her niece 

Rose blushed deeply, but she did not make any audible 
objection to this motion (possibly she felt m a hopeless 
minority) , and Harry Maylie and Mr. Gumwig weie accord- 
ingly added to the committee. 

‘ We stay in town, of course,” said Mrs. Maybe, “while 
there remains the slightest piospect of prosecuting this 
inquiry with a chance of success I will spare neither 
trouble nor expense m behalf of the object in which we 
are all so deeply interested, and I am content to remain 
here, if it be for twelve months, so long as you assure me 
that any hope lemams ” 

" Good ! ” rejoined Mr Brownlow “ And as I see on the 
f* ces a *>out me, a disposition to inquire how it happened that 
i uas not in the w r ay to eorroboiate Ohvei’s tale, and had so 
suddenly left the kingdom, let me stipulate that I shall he 
asked no questions until such time as I may deem it expedient 
to tores tal them by telling my own story Believe me, I make 

wJT? V th g00< ? T Son ' for 1 mi S ht otherwise excite 

culbL d f^ ed n6V V° b « T Ilsed - a ”d only increase diffi- 
culties and disappointments already quite numeious enough. 
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Come ! Suppei has been announced, and young Oliver, who 
is all alone in the next room, will have begun to think, by 
this time, that we have weaned of his company, and entered 
into some dark conspiracy to thrust him forth upon the 
woild ” 

With these Mords, the old gentleman gave his hand tp 
Mrs Maybe, and escorted her into the supper-room Mi 
Losberne followed, leading Rose , and the council was, for 
the present, effectually broken up 



CHAPTER XLH 

AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE OF OLIVER S, EXHIBITING DECIDED 
MARKS OF GENIUS, BECOMES A PUBLIC CHARACTER 
IN THE METROPOLIS 

Upon the night when Nancy, having lulled Mr Sikes to 
sleep, hurried on her self-imposed mission to Eose Haylie 
there advanced towards London, by the Great North Eoad, 
two persons, upon whom it is expedient that this history 
should bestow some attention. 

They were a man and woman , or perhaps they would be 
better described as a male and female for the former was 
one of those long-limbed, knock-kneed, shambling, bony 
^sople, to whom it is difficult to assign any precise age, — 
looking as they do, when they aie yet boys, like undeigiown 
men, and when they are almost men, like overgrown boys 
The woman was young, but of a robust and haidy make, as 
she need have been to bear the weight of the heavy bundle 
which was strapped to her back. Hei companion wag not 
encumbered wnth much luggage, as there merely dangled 
from a stick which he carried over his shoulder, a small 
parcel ivrapped in a common handkerchief, and apparently 
light enough This circumstance, added to the length of 
his legs, winch were of unusual extent, enabled him with 
much ease to keep some half-dozen paces m advance of his 
companion, to whom he occasionally turned with an im- 
patient jerk of the head as if reproaching her tardiness, 
and urging her to greatei exertion 
s ) Thus, they had toiled along the dusty road, taking little 
teed of any object within sight, save when they stepped 
aside to allow a wider passage for the mail-coaches which 
were whirling out of town, until they passed through 
Highgate archway; when the foremost traveller stopped 
and called impatiently to his companion. 

Come on can t yer ? ^Yhat a lazybones yer are. 
Charlotte.” 


UI«1 1 

Suuiic 

U3U 
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“It's a heavy load, I can tell you,” said the female, 
coming up, almost breathless 'with fatigue 

“Heavy! What are yer talking about? What are yer 
made for^” rejoined the male traveller, changing his own 
little bundle as he spoke, to the other shoulder “Oh, 
there yer are, lestmg again I Well, if yer ain't enough tj> 
tire any body’s patience out, I don't know what is 1 ” 

“Is it much farther?” asked the woman, resting herself 
against a bank, and looking up with the perspiration stream 
mg from her face 

“Much farther! Yer as good as there,” said the long 
legged tramper, pointing out before him “ Look there 1 
Those are the lights of London ” 

“They'ie a good two mile off, at least,” said the woman 
despondmgly 

“Never mind whether they're two mile off, or twenty,” 
said Noah Claypole, foi he it was, “but get up and come 
on, 01 I’ll kick yer, and so I grve yer notice ” 

As Noah’s led nose grew redder with anger, and as he 
crossed the road while speaking, as if fully prepared to put 
his thi eat into execution, the woman rose without an^, 
further lemark, and trudged onward by his side 

“ Where do you mean to stop foi the night, Noah ? ” she 
asked, after they had walked a few r hundred yards 

“How should I know r ?” replied Noah, whose temper had 
been considerably impaired by walking 
“Near, I hope,” said Charlotte 

“No, not near,” replied Mr Claypole “There! Not 
near , so don't think it” 

“Why not ? ” 

“When I tell yer that I don't mean to do a thing, that'f 
enough, without any why or because either,” replied Mr 
Claypole with dignity 

“Well, you needn't be so cross,” said his companion 
“ A pretty thing it would be, wouldn't it, to go and stof 
at tlie very hist public house outside the tow r n, so tha 1 
Sovrerberry, if he come up after us, might poke in his ole 
nose, and have 11s taken back in a cart with handcuffs on/ 
said Mr Claypole m a jeering tone “No I I shall go and 
lose myself among the narrowest sheets I can find, and not 
stop till we come to the very out-of-tlie wayest house I cafl 
set eyes on 'Cod, yer may thank yei stars I've got a head , 
for if we hadn’t gone, at first, the w r rong road a purpose, and 
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come back across country, yer’d have been locked up hard 
and fast a week ago, my lady And serve yer right for being 
a fool ” 

“I know I ain’t as cunning as you aie,” replied Charlotte , 
“ but don’t put all the blame on me, and say I should have been 
picked up You would have been if I had been, any way ” 
“Yer took the money from the till, yer know yer did,” 
said Mi. Claypole 

“I took it foi you, Noah, dear,” rejoined Chailotte 
“ Did I keep it ? ” asked Mr Claypole 
“ No ; you trusted in me, and let me carry it like a deal, 
and so you aie,” said the lady, chucking him under the chm, 
and drawing her arm through his. 

This was indeed the case , but as it was not Mr. Claypole’s 
habit to repose a blind and foolish confidence m anybody, it 
should be observed, in justice to that gentleman, that he had 
trusted Chailotte to this extent, m order that, if they were 
pursued, the money might be found on her: which would 
leai e him an opportunity of assei tmg his innocence of any 
theft, and would greatly facilitate his chances of escape. Of 
itourse, he entered at this juncture into no explanation of 
his motives, and they walked on very lovingly together 
In pursuance of this cautious plan, Mi Claypole went on, 
without halting, until he arrived at the Angel at Islington, 
where he wisely judged, fiom the crowd of passengers and 
number of vehicles, that London began m earnest Just 
pausing to observe which appeared the most crowded streets, 
and consequently the most to lie avoided, he crossed into 
Saint John’s Road, and was soon deep m the obscunty of 
the intricate and dirty ways, which, lying between Gray’s 
Inn Lane and Smithfield, rendei that part of the town one 
of the lowest and worst that improvement has left in the 
midst of London 


Tlnough these streets, Noah Claypole walked, dragging 
Lharlotte after hun , now stepping into the kennel to ein- 

vT 1 a glaiice ""’hole external charactei of some small 
public-house , now jogging on again, as some fancied an- 
pearanee induced him to believe it too public foi his purpose 
At length, lie stopped in front of one, more humble in' 

E™ nC6 nn ! d more than an y he had yet seen , and, 
aung crossed over and surveyed it from the opposite pave- 

K: rrtgi r ounced mu,Dtm ° f ^ 
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“So give us the bundle,” said Noah, unstrapping it from 
the woman's shoulders, and slinging it over his own , “and 
don t yer speak, except when yer spoke to What's the 
name of the house — t-li-r — three w hat ? ” 

“Cripples,” said Charlotte 

“Three Cripples,” repeated Noah, “and a very good sig^ 
too Now, then 1 Keep close at my heels, and come 
along ” With these injunctions, he pushed the rattling 
door with his shoulder, and entered the house, followed by 
his companion 

There was nobody in the bar but a young Jew, who, with 
his two elbows on the counter, was reading a dirty news- 
paper He stared very hard at Noah, and Noah staled very 
hard at him 

If Noah had been attired in his chanty-boy's dress, there 
might have been some reason for the Jew opening his eyes 
so wide , but as he had discarded the coat and badge, and 
wore a short smock frock over his leathers, there seemed no 
paiticular reason for his appearance exciting so much atten 
tion in a public house 

“Is this the Three Cripples?” asked Noah 

“ That is the dabe of this ouse ” replied the Jew 

“A gentleman we met on the road, coming up from the 
country, recommended us here,” said Noah, nudgmg 
u Charlotte, perhaps to call liei attention to this most in 
) genious device for attracting respect, and perhaps to warn 
’ her to betray no surprise “We want to sleep heie to- 
night ” 

“ I'b dot certaid you cad,” said Barney, wno was the 
attendant sprite , “ but I’ll ldquire ” 

“Show us the tap, and give us a bit of cold meat and 
a drop of beer while jer inquiring, will yer?” said Noah 

Barney complied by ushering them into a small back- 
room, and setting the required viands before them , having 
done which, he informed the travellers that they could 
be lodged that night, and left the amiable couple to then/ 
refreshment. 

Now, this back-room was immediately behind the bar, 
and some steps lower, so that any person connected* with 
the house, undrawnng a small curtain which concealed a 
single pane of glass fixed m the wall of the last-named 
apartment, about five feet from its flooring, could not only 
look down upon any guests m the back-ioom without any 
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great hazard of being observed (tlie glass being in a daik 
angle of the wall, between which and a large upught beam 
tlie obsen-er had to thrust bnnselfj, but could, by applying 

lnseai to the partition, ascertain with tolerable ^tinctness^ 

their subject of conversation Tlie landlord of the house 
iad not withdrawn Ins eye from this place of espial foi fhe 
minutes, and Barney had only just returned from making 
the communication above related, w hen Fagm, in the course 
of his evening’s business, came into the bar to inquire nftei 

some of his young pupils , „ 

“Hush ' ” said Barney : ‘ stradegers id the next rooD 
“ Strangers 1 ” repeated the old man in a whispei 
‘Ah! Ad rub uds too,” added Barney. Fiob the 
cuttry, but subtlng in your nay, or I’b bistaked ” 

Fagm appealed to receive this communication with great 
interest Mounting a stool, he cautiously applied his eye 
to the pane of glass, from which seciet post lie could see 
Mr Claypole taking cold beef fiom the dish, and porter 
from the pot, and administering homoeopathic doses of both 
to Charlotte, who sat patiently by, eating and drinking at 
displeasure 

“ Alia ! ” he whispered, looking lound to Barney, 1 like 
that fellow "s looks He’d be of use to us , he knows how 
to tram the girl already Don’t make as much noise as 
a mouse, my dear, and let me hear em talk let me hear 
’em.” 

He again applied his eye to the glass, and turning Ins ear 
to the partition, listened attentively w ith a subtle and eagei 
look upon lus face, that might have appertained to some old 
goblin 

“So I mean to be a gentleman,” said Mr Claypole, kicking 
out his legs, and continuing a com ersation, the commence- 
ment of which Fagm had armed too late to heai. “Ho 
more jolly old coffins, Charlotte, but a gentleman’s life foi 
mo and, if yer like yer shall be a lady ” 
t > “I should like that well enough, dear,” replied Chnilotte; 
"but tills ain’t to be emptied every day, and people to get 
dear off after it.” 

“ Tills be blow ed ' ” said Mr Claypole, “there’s more 
, things besides tills to be emptied ” 

“ What do you mean 9 ” asked his companion 
, * ‘ Pockets, women’s ridicules, houses, mail-conches, banks ! ” 

i said Mr Claypole, rising with the porter. 
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“But you can't do all that, dear,” said Charlotte 
“ I shall look out to get mto company with them as can,” 
replied Noah, “They 11 he able to make us useful some 
May or another Why, you yourself are worth fifty women , 
I never see such a piecious sly and deceitful creetur as yer 
can be when I let yer ” ^ 

“Lor, how nice it is to hear you say so T ” exclaimed 
Chailotte, imprinting a kiss upon his ugly face 

u Theie, that 11 do don’t yei be too affectionate, m case 
Ini cioss with yer,” said Noah, disengaging himself with 
great gravity “I should like to be the captain of some 
band, and have the whopping of 'em, and. follermg 'em 
about, unbeknown to themselves That would suit me, if 
theie was good profit , and if we could only get m with 
some gentlemen of this soit, I say it would be cheap at that 
twenty-pound note you’ve got, — especially as we don’t very 
w r ell know how to get rid of it ourselves ” 

After expressing this opinion, Mr Claypole looked into the 
portei pot wnth an aspect of deep wisdom , and having well 
shaken its contents, nodded condescendingly to Charlotte, 
and took a draught, wherewith he appeared greatly lefreshed^. 
He was meditating nnotliei, when the sudden opening ot 
the door, and the appearance of a stranger, interrupted him 
The stranger was Mr Fagm And veiy amiable he looked, 
and a very low bow he made, as he advanced, and setting 
i himself down at the nearest table, ordered something to 
drink of the grinning Barney 

u A pleasant night, sir, but cool for the time of year,” 
said Fagm, rubbing Ins hands “ From the country, I see, 
sir’” 

“How do yer see that?” asked Noah Claypole 
“ We have not so much dust ns that in London/' replied 
Fagm, pointing from Noah’s shoes to those of his companion, 
and from them to the two bundles. 

“Yer a sharp feller,” said Noah “Hal ha 1 only hear 
that, Chailotte 1” ^ 

“Why, one need be sharp in tins towm, my deal/' repbed 
the Jew, sinking his voice to a confidential whispei , “ and 
that’s the tiutk” 

Fagm followed up this remark by stiikmg the side of 
Ins nose wntli his right forefinger, — a gesture which Noah 
attempted to imitate, though not with complete success, in 
consequence of his own nose not being huge enough for the 
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purpose. However Mi Fagm seemed to interpret the en- 
deavour as expressing a perfect coincidence with Ins opinion, 
and put about the liquor which Barney re-appeared with, m 
a very friendly mannei 

“Good stuff that,” observed Mr Claypole, smacking Ins 

if 3 

“Dear 1 ” said Fagm. “A man need be always emptying 
a till, or a pocket, 01 a woman’s reticule, or a house, or 
a mail-coach, 01 a bank, if he drinks it regularly ” 

Mr Claypole no sooner heard this extract from his cwn 
lemarks than he fell back m Ins chair, and looked fiom the 
Jew to Charlotte with a countenance of ashy paleness and 
excessive teiror 

“Don’t mind me, my deai,” said Fagm, drawing his chan 
closer “Hal ha’ it was lucky it was only me that heai d 
}ou by chance. It was very lucky it was only me ” 

“I didn’t take it,” stammered Noah, no longer stretching 
out Ins legs like an independent gentleman, but coiling them 
up as well as he could under his chair; “it was all her 
doing yer’ve got it now, Charlotte, yer know yer have ” 

>} “ No matter who’s got it, or who did it, my dear > ” re- 
plied Fagm, glancing, neveitheless, with a hawk’s eye at 
the girl and the two bundles “ I’m m that way myself, 
and I hke you foi it ” 

“In what way?” asked Mr. Claypole, a little recovering 

‘ In that way of business,” rejoined Fagm, “and so are 
the people of the house You’ve hit the light nail upon 
the head, and are as safe here as you could be There is 
not a safei place in all this town than is the Cnpples , that 
is, when I like to make it so And I have taken a fancy 
to 3 ou and the young woman , so I've said the word, and 
you may make your minds easy ” 

Noah Claypole’s mind might have been at ease after this 
assurance, but Ins body certainly was not , for he shuffled 
and wntlied about, into various uncouth positions • eyeing 

iiwT fnend rneaiwhlle ATlfch mingled fear and suspicion 
tell you more,” said Fagm, after he had reassured 
tne girl, by dint of friendly nods and muttered encourage- 
ments. “ I have got a fuend that I thmk can gratify your 
darling wish, and put you m the right way, where you can 
take w hatever department of the business you think will 
suit jou best at first, and be taught all the others ” 
ler speak as if yer weie in earnest,” replied Noah 


OLIVER TWIST 


39 6 

“What advantage would it be to me to be anything 
else?” inquned Fagin, shrugging Ins shoulders “Herel 
Let me have a word with you outside ” 

“Theie’s no occasion to trouble ourselves to move,” said 
Noah, getting Ins legs by gradual degrees abroad again, 
‘She’ll take the luggage up stairs the while Charlotte, 
to them bundles 1 ” 

This mandate, which had been delivered with great majesty, 
was obeyed without the slightest demur , and Chailotte 
made the best of her way off with the packages while Noah 
held the door open and watched her out 

“She’s kept tolerably well under, ain’t she?” he asked 
as he resumed his seat in the tone of a keeper who has 
tamed some wild animal 

“ Quite perfect,” rejoined Fagin, clapping him on the 
shoulder “You’re a genius, my deal ” 

“ Why, I suppose if I wasn’t, I shouldn’t be here/’ repbed 
Noah “ But, I say, she’ll be back if yer lose time ” 

“Now, what do you think 9 ” said Fagin “If you was 
to like my friend, could you do bettei than join him?” 

“Is he m a good way of business? that s where it lsJf 
responded Noah, winking one of his little eyes 

“The top of the tiee , employs a power of hands } has the 
very best society in the profession ” 

“ Regular to wn-niaders ? ” asked Mr Claypole 
“ Not a countryman among ’em , and I don’t think he’d 
take you, even on my recommendation, if he didn’t run 
rather short of assistants just now,” replied Fagin 

“Should I have to hand over?” said Noah, slappinghis - 
breeches-pockeh 

“ It couldn’t possibly be done without/’ replied Fagin, in 
a most decided manner 

“ Twenty pound, though,— it’s a lot of money ! ” 

“Not when it’s in a note you can’t get nd of,*’ retorted 
Fagin u Number and date taken, I suppose ? Payment 
stopped at the Bank ? Ah f It’s not worth much to hirg 
It’ll have to go abroad, and he couldn’t sell it for a great 
deal m the market ” 

“ When could I see him ? ” asked Noah doubtfully* 

“ To morrow morning ” 

“Where?” 

“ Here ” 

“ Um ! ” said Noah “ What’s the wages ? ” 
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“Live like a gentleman— board and lodging, pipes and 
spirits free — half of all you earn, and half of all the young 
woman earns,’’ replied Mr Fagm 
Whether Noah Claypole whose rapacity was none of the 
least comprehensive, would have acceded even to these 
Rowing terms, had he been a perfectly free agent, is very 
doubtful , but as he recollected that, in the e-v ent of Ins 
refusal it was m the power of his new acquaintance to give 
him up to justice immediately (and moie unlikely things 
had come to pass), he gradually relented, and said he 
thought that would suit him 

“ But, yer see ” observed Noah, “ as she will be able to do 
a good deal, I should like to take something very light ” 

“A little fancy work 9 ’ suggested Fagm 
“ Ah 1 something of that sort,” replied Noah “"What do 
you think would suit me now ? Something not too trying 
for the strength, and not very dangerous, you know That’s 
the sort of thing ! ” 

“ I heai-d you talk of something m the spy way upon the 
others, my dear,” said Fagm. “ My friend wants somebody 
Jho would do that well, very much ” 

“Why, I did mention that, and I shouldn’t nnnd turning 
my hand to it sometimes,” rejoined Mr Claypole slowly , 
“but it wouldn’t pay by itself, you know” 

" That’s true 1 ” observed the J ew, ruminating or pretend- 
ing to ruminate “ No, it might not.” 

“What do you think, then?” asked Noah, anxiously 
regarding him “ Something in the sneaking way, where it 
was pretty sure work, and not much more nsk than being 
at home ” 

“What do you think of the old ladies? ’ asked Fagin 
“There’s a good* deal of money made in snatching then- 
bags and parcels, and running round the comei ” 

Don t they holler out a good deal, and scratch some- 
times 9 ’ asked Noah, shaking his head “I don’t think 
) <hat would answer my purpose Ain’t there any other line 
open 9 ” 

, “ St0 P ’ ” said Fagm, laying his hand on Noah’s knee 
“The kinchin lay ” 

“ What’s that ? ” demanded Mr Claypole 
“The kinchins, my dear,” said Fagin, “is the voung 
children that’s sent on errands by their mothers,’ with 
sixpences and shillings ; and the lay is just to take 4 
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money away — they've ahvays got it ready in their hands, — 
then knock 'em into the kennel, and walk off ’very slow, as 
if there were nothing else the mattei but a child fallen 
down and hurt itself Ha I ha * ha ? ” 

“Ha 1 ha ! ” roaied Mi Claypole, kicking up his legs in 
an ecstasy “Lord, that’s the very thing! ” « 

“To be sure it is,” lephed Fagin, “and you can ha\e 
a few good beats chalked out in Camden Town, and Battle 
Bridge, and neighborhoods like that, where they’re always 
going errands , and you can upset as many kinchins as you 
want, any houi in the day Ha f ha ? ha ’ ” 

With this, Fagm poked Mr Claypole in the side, and they 
joined in a burst of laughter both long and loud 

“Well, that’s all right I ” said Noah, when he had re- 
coveied lumself, and Charlotte had returned “What time 
to-monow shall we say ? ” 

“Will ten do?” asked Fagin, adding, as Mr Claypole 
nodded assent, “What name shall I tell my good friend ?” 

“Mi Bolter,” replied Noah, who had prepared himself 
for such an emergency “Mr Moms Boiler This is 
Mrs Bolter ” ^ 

“Mrs Bolter’s humble servant,” said Fagm, bowing with 
grotesque politeness “ I hope I shall know her better Aery 
shortly ” 

“Bo you hear the gentleman, Charlotte 9 ” thundered 
Mr Claypole 

“Yes, Noah, dear!” replied Mrs Boltei, extending her 
hand 

“She calls me Noah, as a sort of fond way of talking,” 
said Mr Morns Bolter, late Claypole, turning to Fagm 
“ You understand ? ” 

“ Oh yes, I understand — perfectly,” replied Fagm, telling 
the truth for once. “ Good night » Good night 1 ” 

With many adieus and good wishes, Mr Fagm went his 
way Noah Claypole, bespeaking his good lad} ’s attention, 
proceeded to enlighten her lelative to the arrangement hey 
had made, with all that haughtiness and air of superiority, 
becoming, not only a member of the sterner sex, but a 
gentleman who appreciated the dignity of a special appoint- 
ment on the kinchin lay, m London and its vicinity 



CHAPTER X L TH 


WHEREIN IS SHOWN HOW THE ARTFUL DODGER GOT 
INTO TROUBLE 

"And so it was you that was your own friend, was it 9 ” 
ashed Mi Claypole, otherwise Boltei, when, by virtue of 
the compact entered into between them, he had lemoved 
ne\t day to Fagm’s house “ ’Cod, I thought as much last 
night 1 ” 

‘‘Every man’s his own friend, my dear,” replied, Fagin, 
with his most insinuating grin “ He hasn’t as good a one 
as lumself nnywheie ” 

"Except sometimes,” replied Moms Bolter, assuming the 
t>r of a man of the world “Some people are nobody’s 
enemies but their own, yer know ” 

“Don’t believe that,” said Fagm “"When a man’s lus 
own enemy, it’s only because he’s too much his own friend , 
not because he’s careful for everybody but himself Pooh ' 
pooh 1 There ain’t such a thing in nature ” 

“ There oughtn’t to be, if there is,” replied Mr Bolter 
“ That stands to reason Some conjurers say that numbei 
three is the magic number, and some say number seven 
It’s neither, my fiiend, neither It’s number one ” 

" Ha ' ha 1 ” cried Mr. Bolter “ Number one foi ever ” 
In a little community hke ours, my dear,” said Fagin 
who felt it necessary to qualify this position, “we lme 
n general number one , that is, you can’t consider yourself 
as number one, without considering me too as the same, and 
the other young people ” 

“Oh, the devil ' ” exclaimed Mr. Bolter 
* You see,” pursued Fagm, affecting to disregard this in- 
terruption, “wo are so mixed up together, and identified 
i our interests, that it must be so Foi instance it’s your 
ooject to take care of number one— -meaning yourself ” 

there^ mnly ’” rephed ^ Bolter ‘ “ Yer about right 



OLIVER TWIST 


400 

“Well! You can’t take care of yourself, number one, 
without taking care of me, number one ” 

“Number two, you mean,” said Mr Bolter, who was 
largely endowed with the quality of selfishness 

“No, I don’t I” letorted Fagm “I’m of the same 1 m 
portance to you, as you are to yourself” ^ 

“I say,” interrupted Mr Bolter, “ yer a very nice man, 
and I’m very fond of yer, but ve ain’t quite so thick 
together, as all that comes to ” 

“ Only think,” said Fagm, shrugging his shoulders, and 
stretching out his hands , “ only consider You’ve done 
what’s a very pretty thing, and what I love you for domg , 
but what at the same time would put the cravat round 
your throat, that’s so very easily tied and so very difficult 
to unloose — in plain English, the halter ! ” 

Mr Bolter put his hand to his neckerchief, as if he felt 
it inconveniently tight , and murmured an assent, qualified 
m tone but not in substance 

“The gallows,” continued Fagm, “the gallows, my dear, 
is an ugly finger-post, which points out a very short and 
sharp turning that has stopped many a bold fellow’s career 
on the broad highway To keep m the easy road, and keep 
it at a distance, is object number one with you ” 

“ Of 00111*36 it is,” replied Mr Bolter “ What do yer talk 
about such things for ? ” 

“Only to show you my meaning clearly,” said the Jew, 
raising his eyebiows “ To be able to do that, you depend 
upon me To keep my little business all snug, I depend 
upon you The first is youi number one, the second my 
numbei one The more you value youi number one, the 
more careful you must be of mine , so m e come at last to 
what I told you at first- — that a regard for number one holds 
us all together, and must do so, unless we would all go to 
pieces m company ” 

“That’s true,” rejoined Mi Bolter, thoughtfully “Oh! 
yer a cunning old codger I” * ^ 

Mi Fagin saw, with delight, that this ti'ibute to his 
powers was no meie compliment, but that he had really 
impressed his recruit with a sense of his wily genius, which 
it was most important that he should entertain m the out- 
set of then acquaintance To strengthen an impression so 
desirable and useful, he followed up the blow by acquaint- 
ing him, m some detail, with the magnitude and extent of 
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his operations , blending truth and fiction togethei, as best 
served his purpose , and bunging both to bear, with so 
much art, that Mr Boltei’s respect visibly increased, and 
became tempered, at the same time, with a degree of whole- 
some fear, which it was highly desirable to awaken 
^ “ It’s this mutual trust we have m each othei that con- 
soles me under heavy losses,” said Fagin “ My best hand 
was taken from me, yesteiday morning ” 

“ You don’t mean to say he died ? ” cried Mr Bolter. 

“Ho no,” replied Fagin, “not so bad as that Hot quite 
so bad ” 

“ What, I suppose he was ” 

“Wanted,” interposed Fagin ‘ Yes, he was wanted ” 
“Very particular ? ” inquired Mr. Boltei 
“ Ho,” replied Fagm, “ not very He was charged with 
attempting to pick a pocket, and they found a Bilver smiff- 
box on lnm, — his own, my dear, his own, for he took snuff 
himself, and was very fond of it They remanded him till 
to-day, for they thought they knew the owner Ah 1 he 
was worth fifty boxes, and I’d give the price of as many to 
^jnve lnm back. You should have known the Dodger, my 
dear , you should have known the Dodger ” 

“Well, but I shall know him, I hope: don’t yer think 
so’” said Mr Bolter. 


“ I’m doubtful about it,” replied Fagm, with a sigh “ If 
they don t get any fresh evidence, it’ll only be a summary 
conviction, and we shall have lnm back again after six 
iveeks or so , but if they do, it’s a case of lagging. They 
know what a clever lad he is, he’ll he a lifer. They’ll 
make the Artful nothing less than a lifei ” 

“What do yer mean by lagging and a lifer’” demanded 
Mr - Bolter “What’s the good of talking m that way to 
me , ’why don’t yei speak so as I can understand yer 9 ” 
Fagm was about to translate these mysterious expressions 
mto the vulgar tongue ; and, being interpreted, Mr Bolter 

been , mfo ™ ed they repiesented that com- 
bination of words, “transportation for life,” when the 

hSte Wna r\ 8h °1 by tbe entr y o£ Master Bates, With 

a look nf\ m blS bre ^ lies -P°ckets ; and his face twisted mto 
a look of semi comicAl woe 

‘ 1Vs Ml up. Fagin,” said Charley, when he and his new 
companion had been made known to each other. 

>> hat do you mean? 9 
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“They’ve found the gentleman as owns the box , tvo or 
bhree more’s a commg to ’dentify him , and the Artful’s 
booked for a passage out,” xeplied Master Bates “I must 
have a full suit of mourning, Fagm, and a hatband, to wisit 
him m, afore he sets out upon his travels To think of 
Jack Dawkins — lummy Jack — the Dodger — the Artfi^ , 
Dodger — going abroad for a common twopenny-halfpenn/ 
sneeze box 1 I never thought he’d a done it under a gold 
watch, chain, and seals, at the lowest Oh, why didn’t he 
rob some rich old gentleman of all Ins walables, and go out 
as a gentleman, and not like a common png, without no 
honour nor glory f ” 

With this expression of feeling for his unfortunate friend, 
Mastei Bates sat himself on the nearest chair ith an aspect 
of chagrin and despondency 

“ What do you talk about Ins ha\ing neither honour nor 
glory for?” exclaimed Fagm, daiting an angry look at his 
pupil “Wasn’t he always top sawyer among }ou all 1 Is 
there one of you that could touch lnm or come near him 
on any scent I Eh ? ” 

“ Not one,” replied Master Bates, m a voice rendered 
husky by regret, “not one” 

“Then what do you talk of 9 ” replied Fagin angrily, 
“what are you blubbenng for?” 

“’Cause it isn’t on the record, is it 9 ” said Charley, 
chafed into perfect defiance of his Aenerable fuend b} the 
cuirent of his regrets , “ ’cause it can’t come out in the 
dictment , ’cause nobody will never know half of what he 
Was How will he stand in the Nevgate Calendai ? P raps 
not be there at alL Oh, my eye, my eye, wot a blow 

“Ha! ha f ” cued Fagm, extending his right hand, and 
turning to Mr Bolter m a fit of chuckling which shook him 
as though he had the palsy , “ see what a pride they take 
in their profession, my dear Ain’t it beautiful ? ” 

Mi Boltei nodded assent , and Fagin, after contemplating- 
the gnef of Charley Bates for some seconds with evident* 
satisfaction, stepped up to that young gentleman and patted 
him on the shoulder 

“ Nevei mind, Charley,” said Fagm soothingly , “ it’ll 
come out, it 11 be sure to come out They’ll all know what 
a clever fellow he was , hefil show it lnmself, and not dis- 
grace his old pals and teachers Think how young he is, 
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too » mat a distinction, Charley, to he lagged at his time 
of life ' ” 

« mil, it is a honour that is ’ ” said Charley, a little 
consoled 

‘‘He shall have all he wants,” continued the Jew. He 
•hall lie kept m the Stone Jug, Charley, like a gentleman 
Like a gentleman' With lus beer eiery day, and money 
in his pocket to pitch and toss v ith, if he can't spend it ” 
“Ho, shall he though 9 ” cued Charley Bates 
“Ay, that he shall,” replied Fagm, “and lie’ll have a 
big-wig, Charley one that’s got the gieatest gift of the 
gab to carry on his defence , and he shall make a speech 
for himself too, if he likes , and w e’ll read it all m the 
papers — ‘ Artful Dodger — shrieks of laughtei — here the 
court was convulsed — eh, Charley, eh 9 ” 

“Ha! ha!” laughed Master Bates, 1 what a laik that 
would be, wouldn’t it, Fagm 9 I say how the Artful would 
bother ’em, wouldn’t he ? ” 

“Would ' ” cried Fagm “ He shall — he will ' ” 

“ Ah. to be sure, so he will, ’ repeated Charley, rubbing 
'j>s hands 

“I think I see him now,” cried the Jew, bending his eyes 
upon Ins pupil 

“So do I,” cried Charley Bates “ Ha ' lia 1 ha ' so do I 
I see it all afore me, upon my soul I do, Fagm What 
a game ' What a regular game 1 All the big-wigs trying 
to look solemn, and Jack Davkins addressing of ’em as 
intimate and comfortable as if he was the judge’s own son 
making a speech arter dinner — ha ' ha ' ha ' ” 

In fact, Mr. Fagm had so well humouied his young 
fnend’s eccentric disposition, that Mastei Bates, who had at 
first been disposed to consider the imprisoned Dodgei rather 
in the light of a a lctirn, now looked upon lum as the chief 
actor m a scene of most uncommon and exquisite humour, 
and felt quite impatient for the arrival of the time when lus 
j ,jld companion should have so favourable an opportunity of 
displaying his abilities. 

“ W e must know how he gets on to day, hy some handy 
means or other” said Fagm “ Let me think.” 

“ Shall I go 9 ” asked Charley 

f a ' ^ 0t for tlie v, ' orld >” replied Fagm “Are you mad, my 
dear, stark mad, that you’d walk into the ^ery place where 
< —Ho Charley, no One is enough to lose at a time ” 
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u You don’t mean to go yourself, I suppose ? ” said Charley 
with a humorous Jeer 

“ That wouldn’t quite fit,” replied Fagin, shaking his head, 

“ Then why don’t you send this new co^ e ? ” asked Master 
Bates, laying Ins hand on Noah’s arm “ Nobody knows 
him ” 

“ Why, if he didn’t mmd — ” observed Fagin 

“ Mmd 1 ” mterposed Charley “ What should he haye to 
mind ? ” 

“ Really nothing, my dear,” said Fagin, turning to Mr 
Bolter, “ really nothing ” 

u Oh, I dare say about that, yer know,” observed Noah, 
backing towards the door, and shaking his head with a kind 
of sober alarm, “No, no — none of that It’s not in my 
depai tment, that ain’t ” 

‘ Wot department has he got, Fagin?” inquired Master 
Bates, surveying Noah’s lank form with much disgust 
u The cutting away when there's anything wrong, and the 
eating all the wittles when there's everything right , is that 
his branch 9 ” 

“Never mind,” retorted Mr Bolter, “and don’t yer taka' 1 
liberties with yer superiors, little boy, or yerll find yerself 
in the wrong shop ” 

Master Bates laughed so vehemently at this magnificent 
threat, that it was some time before Fagin could interpose, 
and represent to Mi Bolter that he incurred no possible 
danger m visiting the police-office , that, inasmuch as no 
account of the little affair m which he had been engaged, 
nor any descuption of his person, had yet been forwarded 
to the metropolis, it was very probable that he was not even 
suspected of having resorted to it for shelter , and that, if 
he were properly disguised, it would be as safe a spot for 
him to visit as any in London, inasmuch as it would be, of 
all places, the very last, to which he could be supposed 
likely to lesort of his own fiee wilL 

Persuaded, in part, by these representations, but overborne 
m a much greater degree by his fear of Fagin, Mr Bolter at 
length consented, with a very bad grace, to undertake the 
expedition By Fagm’s directions, he immediately substi 
tuted for his own attire, a waggoner’s frock, velveteen 
bieeches, and leather leggings all of which articles the 
Jew had at hand He was likewise furnished with a felt 
hat well garnished with turnpike tickets , and a carter’s 
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some country fellow from Covent Garden market might he 
supposed to do for the gratification of his curiosity , and 
ns he was as awkwaid, ungainly, and raw-boned a fellow ns 
need be, Mr Bagm had no fear but that he would look the 
^art to perfection 

These arrangements completed, he was informed of the 
necessary signs and tokens by w Inch to recognise the Artful 
Dodger, and was conveyed by Master Bates through dark 
and winding ways to within a very short distance of Bow 
Street Having described the precise situation of the office, 
and accompanied it with copiouB directions liow he was to 
walk straight up the passage, and when he got into the yard 
take the dooi up the steps on the light-hand side, and pull 
off his hat as he went into the 100m, Chailey Bates bade 
him hurry on alone, and promised to bide his return on 
the spot of their parting 

Noah Clay pole, or Moms Bolter as the leader pleases, 
punctually followed the directions he had leceived, which — 
Master Bates being pretty' well acquainted with the locality 

were so exact that he was enabled to gam the magisterial 
presence without asking any question, 01 meeting with any 
interruption by the way He found himself jostled among 
a crowd of people, chiefly women, who weie huddled to- 
gether m a duty frowsy room, at the upper end of which 
a raised platform 1 ailed off from the rest, with a dock 
for the prisoners on the left hand against the wall, a box foi 
the witnesses in the middle, and a desk for the magistrates 
on the right , the awful locality' last uamed, being scieened 
off by a partition which concealed the bench from the 
common gaze and left the ■\ ulgnr to imagine (if they could) 
the full majesty of justice 

There weie only a couple of women in the dock, who weie 
nodding to their admiring friends, while the clerk read some 
depositions to a couple of policemen and a man in plain 
clothes who leant over the table A jailer stood reclining 
against the dock-rail, tapping his nose listlessly with a laige 
xey except when he repressed an undue tendency to convei- 
JS nmong the idlers, by proclaiming silence, or looked 
sternly up to bid some woman “Take that baby out ” when 
he gra\ ity of justice was disturbed by feeble cnes half- 
smothered in the mother s shawl, from some meagre infant 
* e s r 11 close ” nd ™ W holesome , the Ss ™ 
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dirt discoloured , and the ceiling blackened There was an 
old smoky bust over the mantel-shelf, and a dusty clock 
above the dock — the only thing present, that seemed to go 
on as it ought , for depravity, or po^s erty, or an habitual 
acquaintance with both, had left a taint on all the animate 
matter, haidly less unpleasant than the thick greasy scur^ 
on eveiy inanimate object that frowned upon it 

Noah looked eageily about hint for the Dodger, but 
although there u ere several w omen who u ould have done 
very well for that distinguished characters mother or sister, 
and moie than one man who might be supposed to bear 
a strong lesemblance to his father, nobody at all answering 
the description given lum of Mr Dawkins was to be seen 
He waited m a state of much suspense and uncertainty until 
the women, being committed for trial, went flaunting out , 
and then was quickly relieved by the nppea ranee of another 
prisoner who he felt at once could be no other than the 
object of his visit 

It w r as indeed Mr Dawkins, who, shuffling into the office 
with the big coat sleeves tucked up as usual, his left hand 
m his pocket, and lus hat in his right hand, preceded tli^ 
jailer, with a lolling gait altogether mdesciibable, and, taking 
his place in the dock, requested m an audible voice to know 
1 what he was placed m that ’ere disgraceful situation for 
\ u Hold your tongue, wall you ? ” said the jailei 

<( I’m an. Englishman, ain’t I?” rejoined the Dodgei 
“ Where are my pnwileges ? ” 

“You’ll get youi privileges soon enough,” retorted the 
jailer, “ and peppei wnth ’em ” 

“ We’ll see wot the Secretary of State for the Home Affairs 
has got to say to the beaks, if I don’t,” replied Mr Dawkins 
“ Now then * Wot is this here business? I shall thank the 
madg’stiates to dispose of this here little affan, and not to 
keep me while they read the paper, for I’ve got an appoint 
ment wuth a genelman m the City, and as I’m a man of my 
word, and wery punctual in business matters, he’ll go away 
if I ain’t there to my time, and then pr’aps there won’t be 
an action for damage against them as kep me away Oh no, 
certainly not ! ” 

At this point, the Dodgei, with a show of bemg \ery 
particular wnth a view r to proceedings to be had thereafter 
desired the jailer to communicate “ the names of them two 
files as was on the bench ” Which so tickled the spectators, 
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that they laughed nlmost as heartily as Master Bates could 
have done if he had heard the request 
“ Silence there * ” cried the jailer 
“What is this? ” inquired one of the magistrates. 

“A pick-pocketing case, ‘youi worship.” 

^ “Has the boy ever been heie before? ” 

“He ought to have been, a many times,” replied the 
jailer “ He has been pretty well everywhere else I know 
him well, your worship ’ 

“ Oh ! you know me. do you ? ” cried the Artful, making 
a note of the statement “Wery good That’s a case of 
deformation of character, any way ” 

Here there was another laugh, and another cry of silence 
“h T ow then, wheie are the witnesses ?” said the clerk. 
“Ah' that’s right,” added the Dodger “Where are 
they? I should like to see ern ” 

This wish was immediately giatified, for a policeman 
stepped forward who had seen the pnsoner attempt the 
pocket of an unknown gentleman in a crowd, and mdeed 
take a handkerchief therefiom, which, being a very old one, 
*J\e deliberately put back again, after trying it on his own 
countenance For this reason, he took the Dodger into 
custody as soon as he could get near him, and the said 
Dodger, being searched, had upon his person a silver snuff- 
box, with the owners name engiaved upon the lid This 
gentleman had been discovered on refeience to the Court 
Guide, and being then and there present, swore that the 
snuff-box was his, and that he had missed it on the previous 
day the moment he had disengaged himself from the crowd 
before referred to He had also remarked a young gentleman 
m the throng, particularly active m making his way about 
and that young gentleman was the pnsoner before him. 

‘Have you anything to ask this witness, boy?” said the 
magistrate J 


I wouldn t abase myself by descending to hold no con- 
versation with him ” replied the Dodger 
“Have you anything to say at all ?” 

Do J°)\ hear Ins worship ask if you’ve any thing to say ^ ” 
mqrnred the jn.ler, nudg.ng the s,le„t Dodge,' 


“I beg your pardon,” said the Dodger, looW 
™ a, r „f abstract, 0 ,,. «D.d you redresTiJourself tc 


up with 
me. my 
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“ I never see such an out-and out young wagabond, your 
worship,” observed the officer with a gnn “Do you mean 
to say anything, you young shaver?” 

“No,” replied the Dodger, “not here, foi this amt the 
shop foi justice, besides which, my attorney is a break 
fastmg this morning with the Wice Piesident of the Hou^ 
of Commons, but I shall have something to say elsewhere, 
and so will he, and so vull a very numeious and 'spectable 
circle of acquaintance as’ll make them Jjenks wish the) 'd 
never been born, or that they'd got their footmen to hang 
'em up to their ov T n liat-pegs, 'afore they let ’em come out 

this morning to try it on upon me I’ll ” 

“Theie! He’s fully committed * ” interposed the clerk 
“ Take him away ” 

“ Come on,” said the jailer 

“ Oh ah ! I’ll come on,” leplied the Dodger, brushing his 
hat with the palm of Ins hand “Ah ! (to the Bench) it’s 
no use youi looking frightened , I won’t show you no mercy, 
not a ha’porth of it You'll pay for this, my fine fellers. 
I wouldn’t be you for something ! I wouldn't go free, now, 
if you w r as to fall dowm on youi knees and ask me Herqf 
cany me off to prison ! Take me away f ” 

With these lost w r ords, the Dodger suffered himself to be 
led off by the collar , threatening, till he got into the yard, 
to make a parliamentary business of it , and then grinning 
m the officer’s face, with great glee and self-appro^ al 

Havmg seen him locked up by himself m a little cell, 
Noah made the best of his way back to wheie he had left 
Master Bates After Avaiting here some time, he w as joined 
by that young gentleman, who had prudently abstained from 
showing himself until he had looked carefully abroad from 
a snug retreat, and ascertained that Ins new friend had not 
been followed by any impertinent person 

The two hastened back together, to beai to Mr Fagin 
the animating new^s that the Dodgei was doing full justice 
to his bnngingup, and establishing T01 himself a glonou^ 
reputation 



CHAPTER XLIV 


THE TIME ABBTVES FOB KA.KCT TO BEDEEM HEB PLEDGE 
TO BOSE MAYLIE. SHE FAILS 


Adept as slie was, m all the arts of cunning and dissimula- 
tion, the girl Nancy could not wholly ' conceal the effect 
which the knowledge of the step she had taken wrought 
upon her mind She remembered that both the crafty Jew 
and the brutal Sikes had confided to her schemes, which 
had been hidden from all others * m the full confidence that 
she was trustworthy and beyond the reach of their suspicion 
Vile as those schemes were, desperate as were then origi- 
nators, and bitter as were her feelings towards Fngin, who 
had led her, step by step, deeper and deeper down into an 
abyss of enme and misery, whence was no escape, stil l, 
there were times when, even towards him, she felt some 
relenting, lest hei disclosuie should bring him within the 
iron grasp he bad so long eluded, and he should fall at last 
— richly as he mented such a fate — by hei hand. 

But, these were the mere wanderings of a mind unable 
wholly to detach itself fiom old companions and associations, 
though enabled to fix itself steadily on one object, and 
resolied not to be turned aside by any consideration Her 
fears for Sikes would have been more powerful inducements 
to recoil while there was yet time , but she bad stipulated 
that her secret should lie ngidiy kept, she bad dropped no 
ctue which could lead to bis discovery, she bad refused, even 
£r ins sake, a refuge from all the guilt and wretchedness 
that encompassed her— and what more could she do ! She 
vras resolved * 


Though all her mental struggles terminated m this con- 

flmH V^ y fo f ed th f mselves u P° n her, again and again, 
traces too She grew pale and thin, tven 

*** . At tunes > she took no heed of what 
S passm S ,Kifoie 01 no part m conversations where 
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once, she would have been the loudest At other times, she 
laughed without meiriment, and was noisy without cause or 
meaning At others— often within a moment afterwards— 
she sat silent and dejected, brooding with hei head upon her 
hands, while the veiy effort by which she roused herself 
told, more forcibly than even these indications, that she wq" 
ill at ease, and that her thoughts weie occupied with matters 
very different and distant from those m course of discussion 
by her companions 

It was Sunday night, and the bell of the nearest church 
struck the hour Sikes and the Jew were talking, but they 
paused to listen The girl looked up fiom the low seat on 
which she crouched, and listened too Eleven 

u An hour this side of midnight,” said Sikes, raising the 
blind to look out and returning to Ins seat “Dark and 
heavy it is too A good night for business tins ” 

“ Ah f ” replied Fagm “ What a pity, Bill, my dear, that 
there’s none quite ready to be done ” 

“You’re light for once,” leplied Sikes gruffly “It is 
a pity, for I’m m the humour too ” 

Fagm sighed, and shook his head despondingly £ 

“We must make up foi lost time when we’ve got things 
into a good train That's all I know,” said Sikes 

u That’s the way to talk, my dear,” replied Fagm, ven 
turmg to pat him on the shoulder “ It does me good to 
heai you ” 

“ Does you good does it ! ” cued Sikes “ Well, so be it n 
“ Ha 1 ha ! ha ! ” laughed Fagm, as if he were relieved by 
even this concession p“ You're like yourself to-night, Bill! 
Quite like yourself ” 

“ I don't feel hke myself when you lay that withered old 
claw on my shoulder, so take it awny,” said Sikes casting off 
the Jew’s hand 


“It makes you nervous, Bill, — reminds you of being 
nabbed, does it ? ” said Fagin, determined not to be 
offended * 

“Reminds me of being nabbed by the devil,” leturneu 
Sikes. “ There never was anothei man v ith such a face as 
yours, unless it was your fathei, and I suppose he is smgemg 
his grizzled red beard b} this tune, unless you came straight 
from the old ’un without any father at all betwixt you, 
which I shouldn’t wondei at, a bit” 

Fagm offered no reply to this compliment , but pulling 
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Sikes by the sleeve, pointed his finger towards Nancy, who 
had taken advantage of the foiegoing conversation to put on 
her bonnet, and was now leaving the 100m, / 

“ Hallo 1 ” cried Sikes “ Nance. "Where s the gal going 

to at this time of night ? ” 

Not far” 

“ What answer’s that ? ” leturned Sikes “ Where are you 
going 9 ” 

“ I say, not far ” 

“ And I say where ? ” retorted Sikes. “ Do you heai' me 9 
“ I don’t know where,” replied the girl 
“Then I do,” said Sikes, more in the spirit of obstinacy 
linn because he had any leal objection to the girl going 
ivhoie she listed “Nowhere. Sit down” 

“I’m not veil I told you that before,” iej"oined the guL 
‘I want a bieath of ail ” 

w Put your head out of the winder,” replied Sikes 
“There's not enough there,” said the girl “ I want it in 
the street ” 


“Then you won’t have it,” replied Sikes With which 
Jsurance he rose, locked the door, took the key out, and 
pulling hei bonnet fiom her head, flung it up to the top of 
an old pi ess “There,” said the robber “ Now stop quietly 
" here you are, will you ? ” 

“It’s not such a matter as a bonnet would keep me,” said 
the girl turning very pale “What do you mean, Bill 9 
Do you know what you're doing 9 ” 

n “ what I’m Oh 1 ” cried Sikes turning to Pa gin, 

she’s out of her senses, you know, 01 she daien’t talk to 
me in that way.” 

“ ^ ou ’ll drive me on to something desperate,” muttered 
me girl, placing both hands upon hei breast, as though to 
keep down by force some violent outbreak “Let me go 
will 3 ou,— this minute — this instant” ’ 

“No ' ” said Sikes. 


t ;; Tel 3 to let me g0 > He had better It’ll he 

jotter for him Do you hear me 9 ” cned Nancy stamping 
her foot upon the ground. ** ® 

to"rw r y ?V ” rep ( ?! ed , Slkes turnm S round m his chair 
to confront her “Aye! And if I hear you for half 

the dog shftU have such a grip on your 
uroat as 11 tear some of that sci earning a oice out Wot has 
come over you, you jade' Wot is it?” “ 
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“Let me go,” said the girl with great earnestness, then 
sitting herself down on the floor, before the door, she said, 
“Bill, let me go, you don't know what you aie doing 
You don t, indeed For only one hour— do— do 1 ” 

“ Cut my limbs off one by one * ” cried Sikes, seizing her 
loughly by the aim, “ if I don't think the gal's stark ravmf 
mad Get up " 

“ Not till you let me go— not till you let me go— Ne\er— 
never f " screamed the girl Sikes looked on, for a minute, 
watch mg his opportunity, and suddenly pinioning her hands t 
dragged hei, struggling and wrestling with him by the way, 
into a small room adjoining, wheie he sat himself on a bench, 
and thrusting hei into a chair, held her down by force She 
stiuggled and implored by turns until twelve o'clock had 
struck, and then, wearied and exhausted, ceased to contest 
the point any fuitlier With a caution, backed by many 
oaths, to make no more effoits to go out that night, Sikes 
left hei to recover at leisure and rejoined Fagm 

“ Whew } " said the housebreaker, w ipmg the perspiration 
fiom his face “ Wot a precious strange gal that is r *' 

“You may say that, Bill,” replied Fagm thoughtfully 
“You may say that ” 

“Wot did she take it into her head to go out to night for, 
J1 unk?” asked Sikes “Come, you should know 
1 than me Wot does it mean 9 ” 

cy , woman's obstinacy I suppose, my deal ” 

I suppose it is,” giowled Sikes “ I thought I had 
er, but file's as bad as ever ” 
orse,” said Fagm thoughtfully “I never knew her 
this, for such a little cause ” 

“Nor I,” said Sikes “I think she's got a touch of that 
fever m her blood yet, and it won't come out — eh ? ” 

“ Like enough ” 

“ I'll let her a little blood, without troubling the doctor, 
if she's took that way again,” said Sikes 

Fagm nodded an expressive approval of this mode 
treatment 

“ She was hanging about me all day, and night too, when 
I was sti etched on my back , and you, like a blacldiearted 
wolf as you are, kept yourself aloof,” said Sikes “We was 
very poor too, all the time, and I think, one way 01 other, 
it's worried and fretted her , and that being shut up here so 
long has made her lestless — eh ? ” 
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"That's at, my dear,” replied the Jew in a whisper. 
"Hush’” 

As be uttered these words, the girl herself appeared and 
resumed her former seat. Hei eyes were swollen and red , 
she rocked herself to and fro ; tossed her head , and, aftei 
■\httle time, burst out laughing 

^ “ Why, now she’s on the other tack 1 ” exclaimed Sikes, 
turning a look of excessive surprise on his companion 
Fagm nodded to him to take no furthei noface just then . 
and, m a few minutes, the gill subsided into her accustomed 
demeanour. Whispering Sikes that theie was no feai of 
her relapsing, Fagm took up his hat and bade him good 
night. He paused when he reached the room-door, and 
looking round, asked if somebody would light him down 
the dark stairs 


"Light him down,’ said Sikes, who was filling his pipe. 
“It’s a pity he should bieak his neck himself, and disappoint 
the sight-seers. Show him a light ” 

Nancy followed the old man down stall’s, with a candle 
When they reached the passage, he laid his finger on his 
TfP) and d railing close to the girl, said, m a whispei, 

“What is it, Nancy, dear 

“ What do you mean ’ ” replied the girl, in the same tone. 
"The reason of all this,” replied Fagm "If he ’’—he 
pointed with his skinny fore-finger up the stairs— "is so 
hard with you (he’s a brute, Nance, a brute-beast), why 
don’t you — ” 


Well?” said the girl, as Fagm pnused, with his mouth 
almost touching her ear, and his eyes looking into hers. 

"No mntter just now. We’ll talk of tins again You 
have a friend m me, Nance , a staunch friend I have the 
means at hand, quiet and close If you want revenge on 
those that treat you like a dog— like a dog » uorse than his 
dog, for he humours lnm sometimes — come to me. I say 
come to me He is the mere hound of a day, but you know 
^ue of old, Nance.” ** ” « 

“ I know you well,” replied the girl without manifesting 
the least emotion " Good night ” e 

She shrank back, as Fagm offered to lay his hand on hers, 

t said good night again, in a steady yoice, and, answering 

Win them * ° f mteUl g ence > closed the door 


Fagin walked towards his own home, intent upon the 
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thoughts that ^ere working within his brain He hnd 
conceived the idea — not from what had just passod, though 
that had tended to confirm him, but slowly and by degrees 
— that Nancy, wearied of the housebreaker's brutality, had 
conceived an attachment for some new friend Her altered 
mannet, hei lepeated absences fiom home alone, her conj* 
parative indifference to the interests of the gang for whica 
she had once been so zealous, and, added to these, her 
desperate impatience to leave homo that night at a particular 
hour, all favoured the supposition, and rendered it, to him 
at least, almost matter of certainty The object of this 
new liking was not among his myrmidons He would be 
a valuable acquisition with such an assistant as Nancy, and 
must (thus Fagm argued) be secured without delay 

There was anothei, and a darker object, to be gamed 
Sikes knew too much, and his ruffian taunts had not galled 
Fagm the less, because the wounds were hidden The girl 
must know, well, that if she shook him off, she could neier 
be safe from his fury, and that it would be surely wreaked — 
fco the maiming of limbs, or peihaps the loss of life — on the 
object of hei more recent fancy “ With a little persuasion^, 
thought Fagm, “what moie likely than that she would 
consent to poison him? Women ha've done such things, 
and worse, to secure the same object before now There 
would be the dangerous villain the man I hate gone, 
another secured in his plnce , and my influence over the 
girl, with a knowledge of this crime to back it unlimited ” 

These things passed through the mind of Fagm, dunng 
the short time he sat alone, in the housebreaker's room , 
and with them uppermost m his thoughts, he had taken the 
opportunity afterwards afforded him, of sounding the girl in 
the bioken hints he thiew out at parting There was no 
expression of suiprise, no assumption of an inability to 
understand his meaning The girl clearly comprehended it 
Her glance at parting showed that 

But perhaps she would recoil fronf a plot to take the liffy 
of Sikes, and that was one of the chief ends to be attained 
u How,” thought Fagm, as he crept homeward, “can I m 
crease my influence with her? uhat new power can I 
acquire ? ” 

Such brains are fertile in expedients If, without extract 
mg a confession from herself, he laid a watch, discovered 
the object of her altered regard, and threatened to reveal the 
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<vliole history to Sikes (of whom she stood in no common 
fear) unless she entered into his designs, could he not secure 
her compliance ? 

“I can,” said Fagm, almost aloud “ She durst not refuse 
me then Not for her life, not for her life ' I have it all. 
'Jhe means are ready, and shall be set to woik I shall 
ifave you yet!” 

He cast back a dark look, and a threatening motion of 
the hand, towards the spot where he had left the bolder 
villain , and went on his way : busying his bony hands in 
the folds of his tattered garment, w Inch he wrenched tightly 
in his grasp, as though there were a hated enemy crushed 
with every motion of his fingers. 



CHAPTER XLV 


NOAH OLAYPOLE IS EMPLOYED BY FAGIN ON A SECRET 

MISSION 

The old man was up, betimes, next morning, and waited 
impatiently for the appearance of Ins new associate, who 
after a delay that seemed interminable, at length presented 
himself, and commenced a voracious assault on the break 
fast 

“Boltei,” said Fagm, drawing up a chair and seating 
himself opposite Morris Bolter 

“Well, here I am,” returned Noah “What’s the matter? 
Don’t yer ask me to do nn} r thing till I have done eating 
That’s a great fault in this place Yer never get tune 
enough over yei meals ” ^ 

“You can talk as you eat, can’t you ? ” said Fa gin, cursing 
Ins dear young friend’s greediness from the very bottom of 
his heart, 

“ Oh yes, I can talk I get on better when I talk,” 
said Noah, cuttmg a monstrous slice of bread “Where's 
Charlotte?” 

“ Out,” said Fagm “ I sent her out this morning with 
the other young woman, because I wanted us to be alone ” 

“ Oh 1 ” said Noah “I wish yer’d ordered her to make 
some buttered toast first. Well Talk away Yer won’t 
interrupt me ” 

There seemed, indeed, no great fear of anything inter 
rupting him, as he had evidently sat down with a deter 
ramation to do a great deal of business 

“You did well yesterday, my dear,” said Fagm. “Beau 
tiful ! Six shillings and nmepence halfpenny on the very 
first day ! The kinchin lay will he a fortune to you ” 

“ Don’t you forget to add three pint-pots and a milk-can,” 
said Mi Boltei 

“No, no, my dear The pint-pota weie great strokes of 
gemus but the milk can was a perfect masterpiece ” 

“Pretty well, I think, for a beginnei,” remarked Mr 
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Bolter complacently. “The pots I took off airy railings, 
and the milk-can was standing by itself outside a public-house 
I thought it might get rusty with the ram, or catch cold, 
yer know. Eh 9 Ha ! ha 1 ha 1 ” 

Eagin affected to laugh very heaitily , and Hr. Boltei 
having had his laugh out, took a senes of large bites, which 
finished his first hunk of bread and butter, and assisted 
himself to a second 

“I want you, Boltei,” said Fagin, leaning over the table, 
“to do a piece of work for me, my dear, that needs great 
care nnd caution.” 

“ I say,” rejoined Bolter, “ don’t yer go shoving me into 
danger, or sending me to any more 0’ yer police-offices 
That don’t suit me, that don’t , and so I tell yer.” 

“Theie’s not the smallest danger in it — not the very 
smallest,” said the Jew ; “it’s only to dodge a woman.” 

“ An old woman 9 ” demanded Mr. Bolter. 

‘ A young one,” replied Fagin. 

“ I can do that pretty v\ ell, I know,” said Bolter. “ I was 
a regular cunning sneak when I was at school "What am I 
r jp dodge hei for? Hot to — ” 

“Hot to do anything, but to tell me where she goes, who 
she sees, and, if possible, what she says , to remember the 
street, if it is a street, or the house, if it is a house , and to 
bring me back all the information you can ” 

“ What’ll yer give me ? ” asked Hoah, setting down his cup, 
and looking his employer, eagerly, in the face. 

“ If you do it well, a pound, my dear. One pound,” said 
Fagin, wishing to interest him m the scent ns much as 
possible. ** And that’s what I never gave yet, for any job 
of work where there wasn’t valuable consideration to be 
gamed ” 

“ Who is she 9 ” inquired Hoah 
“One of us ” 

“ Oh Lor l ” cried Hoah, curhng up his nose. “ Yer 
doubtful of her, are yer ? ” 

“She has found out some new friends, my dear, and 
I must know who they are,” replied Fagin 
“I see,” said Hoah “Just to have the pleasure of knowing 
them, if they’re respectable people, eh 9 Ha 1 ha ! ha ! I’m 
your man ” 

“I knew you would be,” cried Fagin, elated by the success 
of his proposal 
in. 


o 
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“Of course, of course,” replied Noah “Where is she? 
Where am I to wait for her? Where am I to go ? ” 

“All that, my dear, you shall hear from me I'll point 
her out at the proper time,” said Fagin “You keep ready, 
and leave the rest to me ” 

That night, and the next, and the next again, the spy sal 
booted and equipped in his carter s dress ready to turn ouC 
at a word from Fagm Six nights passed— six long w eary 
nights — and on each, Fagm came home with a disappointed 
face, and briefly intimated that it was not yet time On 
the seventh, he letuined earlier, and with an exultation he 
could not conceal It was Sunday 

“ She goes abroad to-night,” said Fagin, “ and on the 
light errand, Im suie , for she has been alone all day, and 
the man she is afraid of will not be back much before 
daybreak Come with me Quick ? ” 

Noah started up without saying a woid , for the Jew was 
in a state of such intense excitement that it infected him. 
They left the house stealthily, and, hurrying through a 
labyrinth of streets, arrived at length before a public-house, 
which Noah recognised as the same in which he had slepfc 
on the night of his arrival m London. 

It was past eleven o’clock, and the door was closed It 
opened softly on its hinges as Fagm gave a low whistle 
They entered, without noise , and the door was closed behind 
them 

Scaicely ventuimg to whispei , but substituting dumb show 
for words, Fagm, and the young Jew who had admitted 
them, pointed out the pane of glass to Noah, and signed 
to him to climb up and obseive the person in the adjoining 
room. 

“ Is that the woman ? ” he asked, scarcely above his breath 
Fagin nodded yes 

“ I can’t see her face well,” whispered Noah “ She is 
looking down, and the candle is behind hei ” 
t “ Stay there,” whispered Fagm He signed to Barney, whfj 
withdrew In an instant, the lad entered the room adjoining, 
and, under pietence of snuffing the cafidle, moved it in the 
required position, and, spehkmg to the gul, caused her to 
raise her face 

“ I see her now,” cried the spy 

“ Plainly?” 

“ I should know her among a thousand ” 
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He hastily descended, as the room-door opened, and the 
girl came out Fagin drew him behind a small partition 
which was curtained off, and they held their breaths as she 
passed within a few feet of their place of concealment, and 
emerged by the door at which they had entered. 

3“ Hist 1 ” cried the lad who held the door. “Dow.” 

Noah exchanged a look with Fngm. and darted out. 

“To the left,” whispered the lad, “take the left had, 
and keep od the other side ” 

He did so , and, by the light of the lamps, saw the girl’s 
retreating figure, already at some distance before him. He 
advanced as near as he considered prudent, and kept on the 
opposite side of the street, the better to observe her motions 
She looked nervously round, twice 01 thrice, and once stopped 
to let two men who were following close behind her, pass on. 
She seemed to gather courage as she advanced, and to walk 
in tli a .steadier and firmei step The spy preserved the 
same relative distance between them, and followed • with Ins 
ej e upon her. 



CHAPTER XL VI 


THE APPOINTMENT KEPT 

The church clocks chimed three quarters past eleven, as two 
figuies emerged on London Bridge One, which advanced 
with a swift and rapid step, was that of a v\ oman who looked 
eagerly about her as though in quest of some expected object, 
the other figure was that of a man, who slunk along m the 
deepest shadow he could find, and, at some distance, accommo- 
dated his pace to hers stopping when she stopped and as 
she moved again, creeping stealthily on but never allowing 
himself, m the ardour of his pursuit, to gam upon her foot 
steps Thus, they crossed the bridge, from the Middlesex 
to the Surrey shore, when the woman, apparently disappointed 
in her anxious scrutiny of the foot-passengers, turned bacL 
The movement was sudden , but he w ho watched her was 
not thrown off his guard by it , for, shrinking into one of 
the recesses which surmount the piers of the bridge, and 
leaning over the parapet the better to conceal his figure, he 
suffered her to pass on the opposite pavement. When she 
was about the same distance in advance as she had been 
before, he slipped quietly down, and followed her again 
At nearly the centre of the bridge, she stopped The man 
stopped too 

It was a very dark night. The day had been unfavourable, 
and at that hour and place there were few people stirring 
Such as there were, humed quickly past very possibly 
without seeing, but certainly without noticing, either tb# 
woman, or the man who kept her in view Their appearance 
Was not calculated to attract the importunate regards of 
such of London’s destitute population, as chanced to take 
their way over the bridge that night in search of some cold 
arch or doorless hovel wherein to lay their heads , they stood 
there m silence neither speaking nor spoken to, by any one 
who passed 
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A mist liung over the nver deepening the red glare of the 
fires that burnt upon the small craft moored oft the different 
wharfs, and rendering darker and more indistinct the mirky 
buildings on the banks The old smoke-stained storehouses 
on either side, rose heavy and dull from the dense mass of 
jiofs and gables and frowned sternly upon water too black 
<0 reflect even their lumbering shapes. The tower of old 
Saint Saviour's Church, and the spire of Saint Magnus, so 
long the giant-warders of the ancient bridge, were % lsible m 
the gloom , but the forest of shipping below bridge, and the 
thickly scattered spires of churches abo\e were nearly all 
hidden from the sight 

The girl had taken a few restless turns to and fro — closely 
watched meanwhile by her hidden observer — when the 
heavy bell of St. Paul’s tolled for the death of another day 
■MMnight had come upon the crowded city The palace 
the night-cellar, the jail, the madhouse the chambers of 
birth and death, of health and sickness, the rigid face of the 
corpse and the calm sleep of the child * midnight was upon 
them all. 


J The hour had not struck two minutes, when a young lady, 
accompanied by a grey-haired gentleman alighted from a 
hachney-camage within a short distance of the bridge, and 
having dismissed the vehicle, walked straight towards it 
They had scarcely set foot upon its pavement, when the girl 
started, and immediately made towards them 

They walked onward, looking about them with the air of 
persons who entei tamed some very slight expectation which 
had little chance of being realised, when they were suddenly 
jomed by this new associate They halted with an exclama- 
tion of surprise, but suppressed it immediately ; for a man 
m the garments of a countryman came close up — brushed 
•against them, indeed — at that precise moment 

“Not here,” said Nancy hurriedly “lam afraid to speak 
2 T°, u h ere. Come away— out of the public road— down 
pe steps yonder ! ” 

As she uttered these words, and indicated, with her hand, 

onLt!!! , 'T* 110 * 1 she ' vlshed ^em to proceed, the 

countryman looked round, and roughly asking what they 
rook U p the whole pavement for, passed on, " 

on rtl ? epS t0 ^ h \ ch the , had P°hited, were those nhich. 

Sarnt W: m3 ^ b A Dk ‘ T'l ° n th ? 5111116 Slde of th e bridge as 
feamt Saviour s Church form a landing-stairs from the nver 
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To this spot, the man bearing the appearance of a country 
man, hastened unobserved , and aftei a moment's survey of 
the place, he began to descend 

These stairs are a part of the bridge , they consist of three 
flights. Just below the end of the second, going down, the 
stone wall on the left terminates in an ornamental pilastg^ 
facing towards the Thames. At this point the lower steps 
widen so that a person turning that angle of the wall, is 
necessarily unseen by any others on the stairs vjio chance 
to be above him, if only a step The countryman looked 
hastily round when he reached this point , and as there 
seemed no better place of concealment, and, the tide being 
out, there was plenty of room, he slipped aside, ’with his 
back to the pilaster, and there waited pretty certain that 
they would come no lower, and that even if he could not 
hear what was said, he could follow them again, with 
safety 

So tardily stole the time in this lonely place, and so eager 
was the spy to penetrate the motives of an interview so 
different from what he had been led to expect, that he more 
than once gave the matter up for lost, and persuaded hu% 
self, either that they had stopped far above, or had resorted 
to some entirely different spot to hold their mysterious 
conversation He was on the point of emeiging fiom his 
hiding-place, and regaining the road above, when he heard 
the sound of footsteps, and directly afterwards of voices 
almost close at his ear 

He drew himself straight upnglit against the wall, and, 
scaicely breathed, listening attentively 

This is far enough,” said a voice, which was evidently 
that of the gentleman. u I will not suffer the young lady 
to go any farther Many people would have distrusted you 
too much to have come even so far, but you see I am willing 
to humour you ” 

To humour me f 99 cned the voice of the girl whom he 
had followed u You're eonsideiate, indeed, sir To humouij 
me I Well, well, it's no matter ” 

u Why, for what,” said the gentleman in a kinder tone, 
for what pui pose can you have brought us to this strange 
place ? Why not have let me speak to you, above there, 
where it is light, and there is something stirring, instead of 
bringing us to this dark and dismal hole ? ” 

“I told you before,” replied Haney, “that I was afraid 








nancy's forebodings 4 2 5 

to speak to y6u there. I don’t know why it is,” said the 
girl, shuddering, “but I have such a feai and dread upon 
me to-night that I can hardly stand ” 

“ A fear of what ? ” asked the gentleman, who seemed to 
pity her. 

i“I scarcely know of what,” replied the girl “X wish 
I <lid. Horrible thoughts of death, and shrouds with blood 
upon them, and a feai that has made me burn as if I w as 
on fire, ha\e been upon me all day. I was reading a book 
to-night, to wile the time away, and the same things came 
into the print ” 

“ Imagination said the gentleman, soothing her 
“No imagination,” replied the girl in a hoarse voice. 
“I’ll swear I saw ‘coffin’ written m every page of the 
book in large black letters, — aye and they earned one close 
to me, m the streets to-night.” 

“ Tlieie is nothing unusual in that,” said the gentleman 
“They have passed me often.” 

“Real ones, ’ rejoined the gnl. “This was not 5 
Theie was something so uncommon in her manner, that 
'jfce flesh of the concealed hstenei ci ept as he heard the gill 
utter these words and the blood chilled within him He 
had never experienced a gieatei relief than in heating the 
si\ eet voice of the young lady as she begged hei to be calm, 
and not allow herself to become the prey of such fearful 
fancies. 

“ Speak to her kindly,” said the young Indy to her com- 
panion. “ Poor cienture 1 She seems to need it” 

“Your haughty religious people would have held then 
heads up to see me as I am to night, and preached of flames 
and vengeance,” cried the girl “ Oh, dear lady, why ar’n’t 
those who claim to be God’s own folks as gentle and as 
kind to us poor wretches as you, who, having youth, and 
beauty, and all that they have lost, might be a httle proud 
instead of so much humbler ? ” 

y “Ah!” said the gentleman “A Turk turns his face, 
After washing it well, to the East, when he says his prayeis ; 
these good people, after giving their faces such a rub against 
the World as to take the smiles off, turn with no less regu- 
larity, to the darkest side of Heaven. Between the Mussul- 
man and the Pharisee, commend me to the first 1 ” 

These words appeared to he addressed to the young lady 
and were perhaps uttered with the view of affording Nancv 
m. 03 



OLIVER TAVIST 


426 

time to recoil herself The gentleman, snortly afterwards, 
addressed lnmself to hei 

“ You weie not here last Sunday night,” he said 
“I couldn’t come,” replied Nancy “I was kept by force. 
“ By whom ? ” 

“ Him that I told the young lady of before,” ^ 

“ You yere not suspected of holding any communication 
with anybody on the subject which has brought us here to- 
night, I hope ? ” asked the old gentleman 

“No,” replied the gnl, shaking hei head 1 Its not 'sery 
easy for me to leave him unless he knov s why , I couldn’t 
have seen the lady vlien I did, but that I gtne him a drink 
of laudanum before I came away ” 

“Did he nvake before you returned ? ’ inquired the gen 
tlemnn 

“ No , and neithei he nor any of them suspect me ” 

“ Good,” said the gentleman “ Now listen to me ” 
u I am ready,” replied the gill, as he paused for a moment 
“This young lady,” the gentleman began, “has commu 
mcatod to me, and to some otliei friends who can be safely 
tiusted, what you told hei nearly a fortnight since I co^ 
fess to you that I had doubts, at first, whether >011 were 
to be implicitly relied upon, but now I firmly believe you 
are ” 

“I am,” said the gnl earnestly 

“I repeat that I fiimly believe it. To piove to you that 
I am disposed to tiust you, I tell you without reserve, that 
we propose to extort the seciet, whatever it may be, from 
the fears of this man Monks But if— if— 1 ” said the gentle- 
man, l he cannot he secured, oi, if secured, cannot be acted 
upon as v e wish, you must deliver up the Jew ” 

“ Fagin ! ” cried the girl, lecoilmg 

That man must be delivered up by you , 9 said the gen 
tie man 

(i i I Avill not do it ! I will never do it ! ” replied the girl 
Devil that he is, and worse than devil as he has been ttf 
me, I will never do that ” f 

You will not ? ” said the gentleman, who seemed fully 
prepared foi tins answer 
u Never I ’ returned the girl 
11 Tell me why ” 

u For one reason,” rejoined the girl fiimly, “foi one reason, 
that the lady knows and will stand by me in, I know she 
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vail, foi I have her promise ; and for this other reason, 
besides, that, had life as he has lead, I have led a bad life 
too , there are many of us who have kept the same courses 
together, and I’ll not turn upon them, who might — any of 
them — have turned upon me, but didn’t, bad as they are ” 

. “Then,” said the gentleman, quickly, as if this had been 
nie point he had been aiming to attain, “put Monks into 
my hands, and leave him to me to deal with.” 

“ What if he turns against the others 9 ” 

“I promise you that m that case, if the truth is forced 
from him, there the matter will rest , there must be circum- 
stances m Oliver s little history which it would be painful 
to drag before the public eye, and if the truth is once 
elicited, they shall go scot free ” 

“And if it is not ? ’ suggested the girl 
“ Then,” pursued the gentleman, “ this Fagm shall not he 
brought to justice w ltliout youi consent In such a case I 
could show you reasons, I think, which would induce you to 
yield it ” 

“ Have I the Indy’s promise foi that 9 ” asked the gnl 
“ You have,” replied Rose “ My true and faithful pledge ” 
“ Monks w ould never learn how you knew what you do ? ” 
said the girl, aftei a short pause 
“ Never,” replied the gentleman ‘ ‘ The intelligence should 
be so brought to bear upon him, that he could never even 
guess.” 


“ I have been a liar, and among liars from a little child, ’ 
said the girl aftei another interval of silence, “but I will 
take your words ” 

After receiving an assurance from both, that she might 
safely do so, she proceeded in a voice so low that it was 
often difficult for the listener to discover even the purpoit of 
Mhat she said, to describe, by name and situation, the public- 
nouse whence she had been followed that night From the 
wanner m which she occasionally paused, it appeared as if 
-She gentleman were making some hasty notes of the infor- 
toahon she communicated When she had thoroughly 
evplnmed the localities of the place the best position from 
™ l t0 ™ tch at ^t\out exciting observation, and the 
wglit and hour on which Monks was most in the habit of 
bvquenting it, she seemed to consider foi a few moments, 

tor the purpose of recalling his features and appearance 
wore forcibly to her recollection. appearance 
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“ He is tall,” said the girl, “ and a strongly made man, 
but not stout, he has a lurking 'walk, and as he walks, 
constantly looks over his shoulder, first on one side, and 
then on the other Don’t foiget that, for life eyes are sunk 
in his head so much deeper than any other man’s, that you 
might almost tell him by that alone His face is dark, like 
his hair and eyes , and, although he can’t be more than sii 
or eight and twenty, withered and haggaid His lips are 
often discoloured and disfigured with the mniks of teeth , 
for he has desperate fits, and sometimes even bites his hands 
and covers them with wounds — w hy did } ou start 9 ” said 
the girl, stoppmg suddenly 

The gentleman replied, in a humed manner, that he was 
not conscious of having done so, and begged her to proceed 

“Paid; of this,” said the girl, “I’ve drawn out from other 
people at the house I tell you of, for I have only seen him 
twice, and both times he was covered up in a large cloak 
I think that’s all I can give you to know him by Stay 
though,” she added “Upon his tlnoat so high that you 
can see a part of it below his neckei chief when he turn his 
face there is — ” j. 

“A broad red maik, like a bum or scald?” cried the’ 
gentleman, 

“ How’s this ? ” said the girl “ You know him ? ” 

The young lady utteied a cry of surprise, and for a few 
moments they were so still that the listener could distinctly 
hear them breathe 

“I think I do,” said the gentleman, breaking silence “I 
should by your description We shall see Many people 
aie singularly like each other It may not be the same ” 

As he expressed himself to this effect, with assumed care- 
lessness, he took a step or two nearei the concealed spy, as 
the lattei could tell from the distinctness wnth which he 
heard him mutter, “ It must be he ! ” 

“ Now,” he said, returning so it seemed by the sound 
to the spot where he had stood before, “ you have given ua. 
most valuable assistance, young woman, and I wish you to 
be the better for it. What can I do td serve you ? ” 

“ Nothing,” replied Nancy 

“You will not persist m saying that,” rejoined the gentle 
man, with a voice and emphasis of* kindness that might have 
touched a much harder and more obdurate heart “Think 
now Tell me.” 
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“Nothing, sir,” rejoined the girl, -weeping. “ You can do 
nothing to help xne I am past all hope, indeed ” 

“You put yourself beyond its pale,” said the gentleman 
“The past has been a dreary waste with you, of youthful 
energies mis-spent, and such priceless treasures lavished, as 
Ota Creator bestows but once and nevei grants again, but. 
for the future, you may hope I do not say that it is in our 
power to offer you peace of heart and mind, for that must 
come as you seek it , but a quiet asylum, either m England 
or, if you fear to remain here, in some foreign country, it is 
not only within the compass of our ability but our most 
anxious wish to secure you Before the dawn of morning, 
before this nvei wakes to the first glimpse of daylight, you 
shall be placed as entirely beyond the reach of your former 
associates, and leax e ns utter an absence of all trace behind 
you, as if you were to disappear from the earth this moment. 
Come 1 I would not have you go back to exchange one 
word with any old companion, or take one look at any old 
haunt, or breathe the very air which is pestilence and death 
to you. Quit them all, while tlieie is time and opportumty 1 ” 
'I “ She will be persuaded now,” cried the young lady “ She 
hesitates, I am sure ” 

“I fear not, my dear,” said the gentleman 

“No, sir, I do not,” replied the girl, after a short struggle. 
“I am chained to my old life. I loathe and hate it now, 
but I cannot leave it. I must have gone too far to turn 
back — and yet I don’t know, for if you had spoken to me 
so, some time ago, I should have laughed it oft But,” she 
said, looking hastily round, “ this fear conies ovei me again 
I must go home ” 

“ Home 1 " repeated the young lady, with great stress 
upon the word i 

“Home, lady,” rejoined the girl. “To such a home as I 
have raised for myself with the woik of my whole life Let 
us part -I shall be watched or seen. Go J Go 1 If I have 
^lone you any sendee, all I ask is, that you leave me. and 
let me go my way alone ’ 

“It is useless,” said the gentleman, with a sigh. “We 
compromise her safety perhaps, by staying here We may 
have detained her longer than she expected already ” 

“Yes, yes,” urged the girl “You have ” 

“mat,” cried the young lady, « can be the end of tills 
poor creature’s life ! ” 
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“He is tall,” said the girl, “and a strongly made man, 
but not stout, he has a lurking walk , and as he walks, 
constantly looks over his shoulder, first on one side, and 
then on the other Don't foiget that, for life eyes are sunk 
m his head so much deeper than any other man’s, that you 
might almost tell lum by that alone His face is dark, lik£ 
his hair and eyes , and, although he can’t be more than sia 
or eight and twenty, withered and haggaid His lips are 
often discoloured and disfigured with the marks of teeth , 
for he has desperate fits, and sometimes even bites his hands 
and covers them with wounds — why did } 011 start 9 ” said 
the girl, stopping suddenly 

The gentleman replied, in a hurried manner, that he was 
not conscious of having done so, and begged her to proceed 

“Part of this,” said the girl, “I’ve drawn out from other 
people at the house I tell you of, for I have only seen him 
twice, and both times he was covered up m a large cloak 
I think that’s all I can give you to know him by Stay 
though,” she added “Upon Ins thioat so high that you 
can see a part of it below his neckerchief when he turn his 
face there is — ” j. 

“A broad red maik, like a bum or scald?” cried the’ 
gentleman. 

“ How s this ? ” said the girl “ You know r him ? ” 

The young lady uttered a cry of surprise, and for a few 
moments they were so still that the listener could distinctly 
hear them breathe 

“I think I do,” said the gentleman, hie along silence “I 
should by your description We shall see Many people 
are singularly like each other It may not he the same ” 

As he expressed himself to this effect, with assumed care- 
lessness, he took a step or two nearei the concealed spy, as 
the lattei could tell from the distinctness with which he 
heard him mutter, “ It must be he * ” 

“ Now,” he said, returning so it seemed by the sound 
to the spot where he had stood before, “you have given us. 
most valuable assistance, young woman, and I wish you to 
be the bettei for it. What can I do to serve you ? ” 

“Nothing,” replied Nancy 

“You wnll not persist m saying that,” rejoined the gentle- 
man, with a voice and emphasis of* kindness that might have 
touched a much haider and more obdurate heart “Think 
now Tell ma” 
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“Nothing, sir/ 5 rejoined the girl, seeping, “You can do 
nothing to help me X am past all hope, indeed 

“You put yourself beyond its pale,” said the gentleman 
“The past has been a dreary waste with you, of youthful 
energies mis-spent, and such priceless treasures lavished, as 
3he Creator bestons but once and never grants again, but 
for the future, you may hope I do not say that it is m our 
power to offer you peace of heart and mind, for that must 
come as you seek it , but a quiet asylum, either in England 
or, if you fear to remain here, in some foreign country, it is 
not only within the compass of our ability hut our most 
anxious wish to secure you Before the dawn of morning 
before this nvei wakes to the first glimpse of daylight, you 
shall be placed as entirely beyond the reach of your formei 
associates, and leave as utter an absence of all trace behind 
you, as if you were to disappear from the earth this moment, 
Colne I I would not have you go back to exchange one 
word with any old companion, or take one look at any old 
haunt, or breathe the ^ ery air which is pestilence and death 
to you. Quit them all, while there is fame and opportunity T 99 
^ “ She will be persuaded now , y cried the young lady “ She 
hesitates, I am sure 99 

“I fear not, my dear,” said the gentleman 

“No, sir, I do not,” replied the girl, after a short struggle. 
“I am chained to my old life I loathe and hate it now, 
hut I cannot leave it. I must have gone too far to turn 
back, — and yet I don't know, for if you had spoken to me 
so, some time ago, I should have laughed it off But,” she 
said, looking hastily round, “this fear comes over me again 
I must go home ” 

“ Home 1 ” repeated the young lady, with great * stress 
upon the word. 

“Home, lady,” rejoined the girl “To such a home as I 
have raised for myself with the woik of my whole life Let 
us part I shall he watched or seen. Go J Go T If I have 
JBone you any service, all I ask is, that you leave jne, and 
let me go my way alone ” 

“It is useless, 'said the gentleman, ^vith a sigh “We 
compromise her safety perhaps, by staying here We may 
have detained her longei than she expected already ”, 

“Yes, yes,” urged the girl “You have ” 

“What,” cned ' the young lady, “can he the end of this 
poor creature’s life ! ’ , 
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“What!” repeated the girl “Look before you, lady* 
Look at that dark w ater How many times do you read of 
such as I who spring into the tide, and leave no living thing 
to care for or bewail them It may be years hence, or it 
may be only months, but I shall come to that at last” 

“Do not speak thus, pray,” returned the young ladyt 1 
sobbing 

“It will never reach your ears, dear lady, and God forbid 
such horrors should ! ” replied the girl ‘ Good night, good 
night l ” 

The gentleman 'turned away 

“This purse,” cried the young lady “Take it for my 
sake, that you may have some resource in tfn hour of need 
and trouble ” 

“No!” replied the girl “ I have not done this for 
money Let me have that to think of And yet — give me 
something that you have worn I should like to have some- 
thing — no, no, not a ring — your gloves or handkerchief— 
anything that I can keep, as having belonged to you, sweet 
lady There Bless you 1 God bless you Good night, 
good night ! ” 

The violent agitation of the girl, and the appiehension of 
some discovery which would subject' her to ill-usage and 
violence, seemed to determine the gentleman to leave her, 
as she requested The sound of letreating footsteps were 
audible and the voices ceased 

The two figures of the young lady and her companion soon 
afterwards appeared upon the bridge They stopped at the 
summit of the stairs 

“ Hark I ” cried the young lady, listening “ Did she call I 
I thought I heard her voice ” 

“ No, my love,” replied Mr Brownlow, looking sadly bach 
“ She has not moved, and will not till we aie gone.” 

Bose Maylie lingered, but the old gentleman drew her 
arm through his, and led her, with gentle f6rce, .away As 
they disappeared, the girl sunk down neaily at hei tfuljf 
length upon one of the stone stairs, and vented the anguish 
of her heart in bitter tears 

After a time she arose, and with feeble and tottenng steps 
ascended to the street The astonished listener remained 
motionless on his post for some minutes afterwards, and 
having ascertained, with many cautious glances round him, 
that he was again alone, crept slowly from his hiding place, 
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and returned, stealthily and m the shade of the ■wall, in the 
same mannei as he had descended 
Peeping out, more than once, when he leached the top, to 
make sure that he was unobserved, Noah Claypole darted 
au ay at his utmost speed, and made for the Jew’s house as 
J?st as his legs would carry him 
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FATAL CONSEQUENCES 

It was nearly tvo hours before day-break , that tune which 
in the autumn of the year, may be truly called the dead of 
night, when the streets are silent and deserted , when e\en 
sounds appear to slumber, and profligacy and not Ime 
staggered home to dream , it was at this still and silent 
hour, that Pagin sat watching in Ins old lair, with face so 
distorted and pale and eyes so red and bloodshot, that he 
looked less like a man, than like some hidepus phantom, 
moist from the grave, and worried by an e\i 1 spirit. 

He sat crouching over a cold hearth, wrapped m an ol ^ 
toin coverlet, with his face turned towards a wasting candle 
that stood upon a table by his side His right hand was 
raised to his lips, and as, absorbed m thought, he bit Ins 
long black nails, he disclosed among his toothless gums 
a few such fangs as should have been a dog's or rat s 
Stretched upon a mattress on the floor, lay Noah Claypole 
fast asleep Towards him the old man sometimes directed 
his eyes for an instant, and then bi ought them back again 
to the candle, which with a long burnt wick droopmg almost 
double, and hot grease falling down m clots upon the table, 
plainly showed that his thoughts were busy elsewhere 

Indeed they were Mortification at the overthrow of his 
notable scheme , hatred of the girl who had dared to palter 
with strangers , an utter distrust of the sincerity of hei 
refusal to yield him up , bitter disappointment at the loss^i 
of his revenge on Sikes , the fear of detection, and rum and 
death , and a fierce and deadly rage kindled by all , these 
weie the passionate considerations which, following close 
upon each other with rapid and ceaseless whnl, shot through 
the bram of Fagin, as every evil thought and blackest 
purpose lay working at his heart 

He sat without changing his attitude in the least, or 
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appearing to take the smallest heed of time, until his quick 
ear seemed to be attracted by a footstep in the street,' 

“At last,” he muttered, wiping his dry and fevered mouth. 
“At last 1” 

The bell rang gently as he spoke. He crept up stall's to 
$e door, and presently returned accompanied by a man 
muffled to the chin, who carried a bundle under one arm 
Sitting down and throwing back his outer coat, the man 
displayed the burly frame of Sikes 

“ There 1 ” he said, laying the bundle on the table “ Take 
care of that, and do the most you can with it. It’s been 
trouble enough to get , I thought I should have been here 
three hours ago ” 

Fagrn laid his hand upon the bundle, and locking it m 
the cupboard, sat down again -without speaking But he 
did not take his eyes off the robber, for an instant, during 
this action , and now that they sat over against each other 
face to face, he looked fixedly at him, with his lips quiver- 
ing so violently and his face so altered by the emotions 
which had mastered him, that the housebreaker mvolun- 
Mj drew back his chair, and surveyed him with a look of 
real affright. 

‘Wot now?” cried Sikes “ Wot do you look at a man 
so for?” 

Tagin raised his right hand, and shook his trembling 
fore-finger m the air , but lus passion was so great that the 
power of speech was for the moment gone 

“ Damme ! ” said Sikes, feeling m his breast with a 

here ” akrm “ He ’ S gone mad 1 must Iook to myself 


“No, no,!’ rejoined Fagm, finding Ins voice “It’s not— 
you re not the person, Bill I’ve no— no fault to find with 


‘Oh, you lm m \ haven’t you ? ” said Sikes, looking sternlv 

P f Smg a pisto1 mto a more con- 

ft, ao»W y_f0r °" e 0f Whlch «“ 

<( I’ie got that to tell you Bill," said Damn drawinn bis 
nearer, “will make you worse than mT” S 

* W tn Sri Sdv.” She pre% wdl . 6et,W 
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Sikes looked with an aspect of great perplexity into the 
Jew’s face, and reading no satisfactory explanation of the 
riddle there, clenched Ins coat collai in his huge hand and 
shook him soundly 

“Speak, wall you T ” he said , “or if you don’t, it shall be 
for want of breath. Open youi mouth and say wot you’ll 
got to say m plain words Out with it, you thundering old 
cur, out with it ? ” 

“Suppose that lad that’s lying there ” Fagin began 

Sikes turned lound to wlieie Noah was sleeping, as if he 
had not previously observed him “ Well ! ” he said, resuming 
his formei position 

“Suppose that lad,” pursued Fagin, 4 was to peach — to 
blow upon us all — first seeking out the right folks for the 
purpose, and then having a meeting 'with ’em m the street to 
paint our likenesses, describe every mark that they might 
know us by, and the crib where we might be most easily 
taken Suppose he was to do all this, and besides to blow 
upon a plant we’ve all been in, more or less — of his own 
fancy , not grabbed, trapped, tried, earwigged by the parson 
and brought to it on bread and water, — but of his ov n fancjf ] 
to please his own taste , stealing out at nights to find tho^e 
most interested against us, and peaching to them Do you 
hear me?” cried the Jew, his eyes flashing with rage 
“ Suppose he did all this, what then ? ” 

44 What then ! ” replied Sikes , with a tremendous oath 
44 If he was left alive till I came, I’d grind his skull under 
the iron heel of my boot into as many grains as there are 
hairs upon his head ” 

44 What if I did it!” cried Fagm almost in a yell 
44 J, that know so much, and could hang so many besides 
myself ! ” 

44 1 don’t know,” replied Sikes, clenching his teeth and 
turning white at the mere suggestion 4 4 I’d do something 
m the jail that ’ud get me put in irons , and if I was tried 
along with you, I’d fall upon you with them m the opeft 
court, and beat your brains out afore the people I should 
have such strength,” muttered the robber, poising his brawny 
arm, 44 that I could smash your head as it a loaded waggon 
had gone over it ” * 

44 You would ? ” 

“ Would I ! ” said the housebreaker 44 Try me ” 

44 If it was Charley, or the Dodger, or Bet, or ” 
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“ I don t care who,” replied Sikes impatiently, 44 Whoever 
it was, I’d serve them the same ” 

Fngm looked hard at the robber ; and, motioning him to 
be silent, stooped over the bed upon the floor, and shook 
the sleeper to rouse him Sikes leant forward in his chair 
Inking on with his hands upon his knees, as if wondering 
much what all this questioning and preparation was to 
end in, 

“ Bolter, Bolter 1 Poor lad ' ” said Fagin, looking up with 
an expression of devilish anticipation, and speaking slowly 
and with marked emphasis. 4 4 He’s tired — tn ed with watching 
for her so long, — watching for lie), Bill.” 

“Wot d’ye mean?” asked Sikes, drawing back 

Fngm mnde no answer, but bending over the sleeper again, 
hauled him into a sitting posture. "When his assumed name 
had been repeated several times, Noah lubbed his eyes, and, 
giving a heavy yawn, looked sleepily about him. 

“Tell me that again — once again, just for him to hear,” 
said the Jew, pointing to Sikes as he spoke 
. ‘‘Tell yer what?” asked the sleepy Noah, shaking himself 
^ttiahly 

“That about — Nahcy,” said Fagin, clutching Sikes by the 
wrist, as if to prevent his leaving the house before he had 
heard enough 44 You followed hei ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ To London Bridge ? ” 

“Yes” 

“ Where she met two people ? ” 

4 So she did.” 

“A gentleman and a lady that she had gone to of her 
own accord befoie, who asked her to give up all her pals, and 
Monks first, which she did — and to describe him, which she 
aid— and to tell her what house it was that we meet at, and 
go to, which she did— and where it could be best watched 
uom which she did— and what tune the people went theie 
4id all this. She told it all eveiy word 
uitnout a threat, without a murmur— she did— did she not ? ” 
cned Fagin, half mad with fury 

right,” replied Noah, scratching his head. “That’s 
just wnat it was * > 

did they say, about last Sunday? ” 

I myStl ieteeT " teplW ^cons.denng “ Why 
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“ Again Tell it again * ” cried Fagin, tightening his grasp 
on Sikes, and brandishing his other hand aloft, as the foam 
flew from his lips 

“They asked hei,” said Noah, who, as he grew more 
wakeful, seemed to have a dawning perception who Sikes was, 

“ they asked her why she didn’t come, last Sunday, as sK* 
promised She said she couldn’t ” 

“Why— why ? Tell him that” 

“ Because she was forcibly kept at home by Bill, the man 
she had told them of before,” replied Noah 

“ What more of him ? ” cried Fagin “ What more of the 
man she had told them of before ? Tell him that, tell him 
that ” 

“ Why, that she couldn’t very easily get out of doors unless 
he knew where she was going to,” said Noah , “ and so the 
fust time she went to see the lady, she — ha T ha ! ha T it 
made me laugh w hen she said it, that it did — she gave him 
a drink of laudanum ” 

“ Hell’s fiie ! ” cried Sikes, breaking fiercely from the Jew 
“Let me go f ” 

Flinging the old man fiom him, he rushed from the roor£ 
and darted, wildly and furiously, up the stairs 

“ Bill, Bill l ” cried Fagin, following him hastily “A word 
Only a word ” 

The word would not have been exchanged, but that the 
housebreaker was unable to open the door on w hich he was 
expending fruitless oaths and violence, when the Jew came 
panting up 

“Let me out,” said Sikes “Don’t speak to me , it’s not 
safe Let me out, I say ! ” 

“Hear me speak a word,” rejoined Fagin, laying his hand 
upon the lock “ You won’t be — ” 

“Well,” replied the other 

“You won’t be — too — violent, Bill?” 

The day w as breaking, and there was light enough for the 
men to see each other’s faces They exchanged one bne& 
glance , there was a fire in the eyes of both, which could not 
be mistaken 

“I mean,” said Fagin, showing that he felt all disguise 
was now useless, “not too violent for safety Be crafty, Bill, 
and not too bold ” 

Sikes made no reply , but, pulling open the door, of winch 
Fagin had turned the lock, dashed into the silent streets 
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Without one pause, or moment’s consideiation , without 
once turning Ins head to the right or left, or raising his eyes 
to the sky, or lowering them to the ground, but looking 
straight before him with savnge resolution* his teeth so 
tightly compressed that the strained jaw seemed starting 
through his skm ; the robbei held on his headlong course, 
fior muttered a word, nor relaxed a muscle, until he reached 
his own door He opened it, softly, with a key ; strode 
lightly up the stairs ; and entering his own room, double- 
locked the door, and lifting a heavy table against it, drew 
back the curtain of the bed. 

The girl was lying, half-diessed, upon it He had roused 
her from her sleep, for she raised here elf with a burned and 
startled look 

1 Get up ! ” said the man 

“ It is you, Bill 1 ” said the girl, with an expression of 
pleasure at his return 

“It is,” was the reply. “Get up.” 

There was a candle burning, but the man hastily drew it 
from the candlestick, and burled it under the grate Seeing 
faint light of early day without, the girl lose to undraw 
tfie curtain 

( “Let it he,” said Sikes, thrusting his hand before her 
‘ There's light enough for wot I’ve got to do.” 

“Bill,” said the gnl, m the low voice of alarm, “why do 
you look like that at me l ” 

The robber sat regarding her, for a few seconds, with 
dilated nostrils and heaving breast *, and then, grasping her 
by the head and throat, dragged her into the middle of the 
room, and looking once towards the door, placed his heavy 
hand upon her mouth J 

. “ BlP > ? dl 1 ” gasped the gnl, wrestling with the strength 
01 mortal fear, — “ I — I won’t scream or cry — not once — hear 
me— speak to me — tell me what I have done ! ” 

“You know, you she devil 1 ” returned the robber sun- 
pressing his breath “ You were watched to-night • everv 
H'ord you said was heard ” f j 

‘‘3? Spftr !, “ y llfe , fo ! th . 6 love of Heaven, as I spared 
yours, rejoined the girl, clinging to him “ Bill, dear Bill 
Jou cannot have the heart to kill me Oh'Znk of aU 

hat V L^ e V P i 0n V hlS 0Qe xu & t ’ for You shaU 

W and save y ourself this crime , I will not 

loose my hold, you cannot throw me off. Bill, Bill, for 
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dear God's sake, for your own, for mine, stop before you spill 
my blood f I have been true to you, upon my guilty soul 
I have ! ” 

The man struggled violently to release his arms , but 
those of the girl v ere clasped round his, and tear her as he 
would, he could not tear them away * 

“Bill” cried the girl, striving to lay hei head upon 
breast, “the gentleman and that dear lad}”, told me to-night 
of a home m some foreign country where I could end mv 
days in solitude and peace Let me see them again, and 
beg them, on my knees, to show the same mercy and goodness 
to you , and let us both leave this dreadful place, and far 
apart lead bettei lives, and forget how w r e ha^e lived, except 
in prayers, and nevei see each other more It is ne^v er too 
late to repent They told me so — I feel it nov — but we 
must have time — a little, little time ? ” 

The housebreaker freed one arm, and grasped Ins pistol 
The certainty of immediate detection if he fired, flashed across 
his mind eAen in the midst of his fury , and he beat it twice 
with all the force he could summon, upon the upturned face 
that almost touched his own 

She staggered and fell nearly blinded with the blow 
that rained down from a deep gash m her forehead , but 
raising herself, with difficulty, on her knees, drew fiom her 
bosom a white handkerchief — Rose Maylie's own- — and hold 
ing it up, in her folded hands, as high towards Hea\en as her 
feeble strength would allow, breathed one piayei for mercy 
to her Maker 

It was a ghastly figure to look upon The murderer 
staggering backward to the wall, and shutting out the sight 
with his hand, seized a heavy club and struck her down. 



CHAPTER XLVIH 

THE PLIGHT OF SIKES 

Of nil bad deeds that, under cover of the darkness, had 
been committed within wide London’s bounds since night 
hung over it, that w as the worst. Of all the horrors that 
rose with an ill scent upon the morning air, that was the 
foulest «nd most ciuel 

The sun — the blight sun, that bungs back, not Ii£ht 
alone, but new life, and hope, and freshness to man — burst 
upon the crowded city in clear and radiant glory Through 
tostly-colouied glass and papei-mended window, thiough 
‘^itliedral dome and rotten crevice, it shed its equal jay. It 
lighted up the loom where the murdered woman lay. It 
did He tiled to shut it out, but it would stieam m If 
the sight had been a ghastly one m the dull morning, w hat 
was it, now, m all that brilliant liglit ' 

He bad not moved ; be bad been afraid to stir There 
had been a moan and motion of the hand , and, with tenor 
added to rage, he had stiuck and struck again Once he 
threw a rug ovei it ; but it was worse to fancy the eyes, 
and imagine them moving towards him, than to see them 
glaring upward, as if watching the reflection of the pool 
of gore that quivered and danced in the sunlight on the 
ceiling He had plucked it off again. t And there was the 
body — meie flesh and blood, no more — but such flesh, and 
so much blood 1 

He struck a light, kindled a fire, and thrust the club into 
it- There was hair upon the end, which blazed and shrunk 
mto a light cinder, and, caught by the air, whirled up the 
chimney. Even that frightened him, sturdy as he was ; but 
he held the weapon till it broke, and then piled it on the 
coals to bum away, and smoulder mto ashes. He washed 
himself, and rubbed bis clothes; there were spots that 
"Would not he removed, but be cut the pieces out, and burnt 
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them How those stains were dispersed about the room ! 
The very feet of the dog were bloody 

All this time he had never once turned his back upon 
the corpse , no, not for a moment Such preparations 
completed, he moved, backward, towards the door dragging 
the dog with him, lest he should soil his feet anew and 
cairy out new evidences of the crime into the streets He 
shut the dooi softly, locked it, took the key, and left the 
house 

He crossed ovei, and glanced up at the window, to be 
sure that nothing was visible from the outside There was 
the curtain still drawn, which she w ould ha^e opened to 
admit the light she never saw again It lay nearly undei 
there He knew that God, how the sun poured down 
upon the veiy spot! 

The glance was instantaneous It was a relief to have 
got free of the room He whistled on the dog, and walked 
inpidly away 

He went thiough Islington, strode up the hill at High- 
gate on which stands the stone in lionoui of Whittington , 
turned down to Highgate Hill, unsteady of purpose, and 
uncertain where to go , struck off to the light again, almost 
as soon as he began to descend it , and taking the foot path 
across the fields, sknted Caen Wood, and so came out on 
Hampstead Heath Traversing the hollow by the Vale of 
Health, he mounted the opposite bank, and crossing the 
load which joins the villages of Hampstead and Highgate, 
made along the remaining portion of the heath to the fields 
at North End, in one of which he laid himself down undei 
a hedge, and slept. 

Soon he was up again, and away, — not far into the 
country, but back towaids London by the high-road — then 
back again— then ovei another part of the same ground as 
he already traversed — then wandering up and down in 
fields, and lying on ditches’ blinks to rest, and starting up 
to make for some other spot, and do the same, and ramble 
on again. 

Where could he go, that was near and not too public, to 
get some meat and drink? Hendon. That was a good 
place, not fai off, and out of most people’s way Thither 
he directed his steps, — running sometimes, and sometimes, 
with a strange perversity, loitering at a snail’s pace, or 
stopping altogethei and idly bieakmg the hedges with his 
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stick. But when he got there, all the people lie met — 
the very children at the doors — seemed to new him with 
suspicion Back he turned again, without the courage to 
purchase hit or diop, though he had tasted no food for 
many hours, and once more he lmgeied on the Heath 
uncertain where to go 

He wandered over miles and miles of giound. and still 
came back to the old place Morning and noon had passed, 
and the day was on the wane, and still he rambled to and 
fro and up and down and round and round, and still 
lmgeied about the same spot. At last he got away, and 
shaped his course for Hatfield 
It was nine o’clock at night when the man, quite tired 
out and the dog, limping and lame from the unaccustomed 
exercise, turned down the hill by the church of the quiet 
■ullage, and plodding along the little street, crept into 
a small public-house, whose scanty light had guided them 
to the spot. There was a fire m the tap-ioom, and some 
country-lhbourers were drinking before it. They made room 
for the stranger, but he sat down m the furthest comer, and 
and drank alone, or rather with his dog to whom he 
oast a morsel of food from time to time 
The conversation of the men assembled here, turned upon 
the neighbouring land, and farmers , and when those topics 
exhausted, upon the age of some old man who had 
been buned on the previous Sunday, the young men 
present considering him very old. and the old men present 
aeclarmg him to have been quite young — not oldei, one 
white-haired grandfather said, than he was— with ten or 
fifteen year of life m him at least— if he had taken caie 
“ he had taken care 


tow nothing to attract attention, or excite alarm 
“tins The robber, after paying his reckoning, sat silent 
r! a unnoticed in his corner, and had almost dropped asleep 
when he was half wakened by the noisy entrance of a new- 

This was an antic fellow, half pedlar and half mounte- 
nk, who travelled about the country on foot to vend 
IwllT’ raZ °f’ TOishballs, harness-paste, medicine for 

eap r iWry ’ T mehcs < and such-hke 
TOnch he carried m a case slung to his back. TPic 

was the signal for various homely lokes with fPo 
which slackened not nnW Sis 
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them How those stains were dispersed about the room ! 
The very feet of the dog were bloody 

All this time lie had never once turned his back upon 
the corpse , no, not for a moment. Such preparations 
completed, he moved, backward, towards the door dragging 
the dog with him, lest he should soil his feet anew andj 
carry out new evidences of the crime into the streets He 
shut the dooi softly, locked it, took the key, and left the 
house 

He crossed ovei, and glanced up at the window, to be 
sure that nothing was visible from the outside There was 
the curtain still drawn, which she 'would have opened to 
admit the light she never saw again It lay nearly undei 
theie He knew that God, how the sun poured down 
upon the veiy spot 1 

The glance -was instantaneous It was a relief to have 
) got fiee of the room He whistled on the dog, and walked 
' rapidly away 

He went through Islington , strode up the hill at High- 
gate on which stands the stone in honoui of Whittington , 
turned dowm to Highgate Hill, unsteady of purpose, and 
uncertain where to go , struck off to the light again, almost 
as soon as he began to descend it , and taking the foot-path 
across the fields, sknted Caen Wood, and so came out on 
Hampstead Heath Traversing the hollow by the Vale of 
Health, he mounted the opposite bank, and crossing the 
road which joins the villages of Hampstead and Highgate, 
made along the remaining portion of the heath to the fields 
at North End, in one of which he laid himself dowm under 
a hedge, and slept 

Soon he w r as up again, and away, — not far into the 
country, but back towards London by the high-road — then 
back again — then over anothei part of the same ground as 
he alieady traversed — then wandering up and dowm in 
fields, and lying on ditches’ brinks to rest, and starting up 
to moke for some other spot, and do the same, and ramble^ 
on again. 

Where could he go, that was near and not too public, to 
get some meat and drink? Hendon. That was a good 
place, not far off, and out of most people’s way Thither 
he directed Ins steps, — running sometimes, and sometimes, 
with a stiange perversity, loitering at a snail’s pace, or 
stopping altogether and idly breaking the hedges with his 
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stick But when he got there, all the people he met — 
the very children at the doors — seemed to view him with 
suspicion. Back he turned again, without the courage to 
purchase hit or diop, though he hnd tasted no food foi 
many hours , and once more he Lingered on the Heath 
(.^certain where to go 

* He wandered over miles and miles of giound and still 
came back to the old place Morning and noon hnd passed, 
and the day was on the wane, and still he rambled to and 
fro and up and down, and round and round, and still 
lingered about the same spot- At last he got an ay, and 
shaped his course for Hatfield 
It was nine o’clock at night -when the man, quite tired 
out and the dog, limping and lame from the unaccustomed 
exercise, turned down the hill by the church of the quiet 
■nllage, and plodding along the little street, crept into 
A small public-house, whose scanty light had guided them 
to the spot There was a fire m the tap-ioom, and some 
country-lhbourers were drinking before it They made room 
for the stranger, but lie sat down m the furthest comer, and 
and drank alone, or rather with bis dog to whom he 
<»st a morsel of food from time to time 
The conversation of the men assembled here turned upon 
the neighbouring land, and farmers , and when those topics 
wre exhausted, upon the age of some old man who had 
been buried on the previous Sunday, the young men 
present considering him very old, and the old men present 
declaring him to have been quite young — not older, one 
white-haired grandfather said, than he was— with ten or 
ween year of life m him at least— if he had taken care 
a he had taken care ' 


There was nothing to attract attention, or excite alarm 
this The robber, after paying his reckoning, sat silent 
and unnoticed in his corner, and had almost dropped asleep 

nhen he was half wakened by the noisy entrance of a new- 
cyner ■ 

banwT 3 f< ? lo T’ > alf pedlar and ^If mounte- 

hones SL uu C ° Untry on foofc to vend 

doef™?! 1? ’ raZ °?’ wash ^ aUs ’ harness-paste, medicine foi 

™%s AtTi eS ’ Cbea L Pe me17, C , 0Sm6tlc - s * and such-like 
' vluclv lie carried m a case slung to his hack. Hie; 

trance was the signal for various homely iokes with thp 
“TOhroen, whlci slockened not unM a » 



442 OLIVER TWIST 

supper, and opened his box of treasures, when he ingeniously 
contrived to umto business 'with amusement. 

“ And what be that stoof ? Good to eat, Harry ?” asked 
a grinning countryman, pointing to some composition cakes 
in one coiner 

“This,” said the fellow, pioducing one, “this is 
infallible and invaluable composition for removing all sorts 
of stain, rust, dirt, mildew, spick, speck, spot, or spatter, 
from silk, satin, linen, cambric, cloth, crape, stuff, carpet, 
merino, muslin, bombazeen, or woollen stuff Wine-stain*, 
fruit-stams, beer-stains, water stams, paint stains, pitch 
stains, any stains, all come out at one rub with the infallible 
and invaluable composition If a lady stains her honour, 
she has only need to swallow one cake and she’s cured at 
once — for it’s poison If a gentleman vants to pro's© this, 
he has only need to bolt one little square, and he has put 
it beyond question — for it’s quite as satisfactory as a pistol- 
bullet, and a great deal nastier in the flavoui, consequently 
the more credit in taking it One penny a square With 
all these virtues, one penny a square I ” 

There were two buyers directly, and more of the listeners 
plainly hesitated The vendor obseivmg this, mci eased m 
loquacity 

“It’s all bought up as fast as it can be made,” said the 
fellow “ There are fourteen watei mills, six steam-engines, 
and a galvanic battery, always a-woikmg upon it, and they 
can’t make it fast enough, though the men woik so hard 
that they die off, and the widows is pensioned directly, with 
twenty pound a-year foi each of the children, and a premium 
of fifty foi twins One penny a square ! Two halfpence is 
all the same, and four farthings is received with joy One 
penny a squaie f Wine-stains, fruit-stains, beer-stains, vater 
stams, paint-stains, pitch-stams, mud stains, blood stams I 
Here is a stam upon the hat of a gentleman m company, 
that I’ll take clean out, before lie can order me a pint of ale 

“ Hah 1 ” cried Sikes, stnitmg up “ Give that back ” 

“I’ll take it clean out, sir,” replied the man, winking 
to the company, “before you can come across the room to 
get it Gentlemen all, observe the daik stam upon this 
gentleman’s hat, no widei than a shilling, but thicker 
than a half crown Whethei it is a wine stam, fruit-stain, 
beer stam, water-stam, pamt-stam, pitch stain, mud stain, or 
blood-stam — ” 
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The man got no fuither, fox* Sikes with a hideous 
imprecation overthrew the table, and tearing the hat from 
hull, burst out of the house. 

With the same perversity of feeling and mesolution that 
hnd fastened upon him, despite himself, all day, 'the 
^urderer, finding that he was not followed, and that they 
most probably considered him some drunken sullen fellow, 
turned back up the town, and getting out of the glare of 
the lamps of a stage-coach that was standing m the street, 
was walking past, when he xecognised the mail from London, 
and saw that it was standing at the little post-office He 
almost knew what was to come , but lie crossed over, and 
listened 

The guard was standing at the dooi, waiting for the 
letter-hag A man, diessed like a gamekeeper, came up 
at the moment, and he handed him a basket winch lay 
ready on the pavement 

“That’s for yoiu people/’ said the guard, “ Now, < look 
alive m there, will you. Damn that ’ere bag, it wam’t 
ready night afoie last , tins won’t do, you know 1 ” 
^“Anything new up m town, Ben?” asked the game- 
keeper, drawing back to the window-shutters, the better to 
admire the horses. ; 

“No, nothing that I knows on,” replied the man, pulling 
on his gloves, “Coin's up a little I heerd talk of a 
murder, too, down Spitalfields way, but I don’t reckon 
much upon it ” 

“Oh, that’s quite true,” said a gentleman inside, wlio 
^vas looking out of the window “And a dreadful murdei 
it was ” 

“Was it, sir?” rejoined the guard, touching his hat 
'“Han 01 woman, piay, sir?” 

< £ A woman, ” replied the gentleman “ It is supposed 99 

lt Now, Ben,” replied the coachman impatiently 
“ Damn that ’ere bag,” said the guard , “ are you gone to 
v j}eep in there ? ” 

; “ Coming * ” cried the office keeper, running out 
“ Coming/' growled the guard “ Ah, and so’s the young 
’ooman of property that’s going to take a fancy to me, but 
I don’t know when Here, give hold All n — lght 1 ” 

The horn sounded a few cheerful no'tes, and the coach 
1 ^vas gone 

Sikes remained standing in the street, appaiently un- 
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moved by what he had ]ust heard, and agitated by no 
stronger feeling than a doubt where to go At length he 
went back again, and took the road 'which leads from 
Hatfield to St Albans 

He went on doggedly , but as he left the town behind 
him, and plunged into the solitude and darkness of tlji' 
road, he felt a dread and awe creeping upon him whic/i 
shook him to the core. Every object before him, substance 
or shadow, still or moving, took the semblance of some 
fearful thing , but these fears were nothing compared to 
the sense that haunted him of that morning’s ghastly figure 
following at his heels He could trace its shadow m the 
gloom, supply the smallest item of the outline, and note 
how stiff and solemn it seemed to stalk along He could 
hear its garments rustling in the leaves, and every breath 
of wind came laden with that last low cry If he stopped 
it did the same If he lan, it followed — not running too 
that would have been a relief but like a corpse endowed 
with the mere machinery of life, and borne on one slow 
melancholy wind that never lose or fell 

At times he turned, with despeiate determination, resolvqf 1 
to beat this phantom off, though it should look him dead, 
but the hair rose on his head, and his blood stood still, for 
it had turned with him and was behind him then He had 
kept it before him that morning, but it was behind now — 
always He leaned his back against a bank, and felt that 
it stood aboA e him, visibly out agamst the cold mght-sky 
He threw himself upon the road- — on his back upon the 
road At his head it stood, silent, erect, and still — a living 
grave-stone, with its epitaph in blood 

Let no man talk of muiderers escaping justice, and hint 
that Providence must sleep There were twenty score of 
violent deaths in one long minute of that agony of fear 
There was a shed in a field he passed, that offered shelter 
for the night Before the door, were three tall poplar trees 
which made it very dark within , and the wind moan^\ 
through them with a dismal wail He could not walk on, 
till daylight came again , and here he stretched himself 
close to the wall- — to undergo new torture 

For now, a vision came before him, as constant and more 
terrible than that from which he had escaped Those widely 
staring eyes, so lustreless and so glassy, that he had better 
borne to see them than think upon them, appeared in the 



THE TERRORS OF GUILT 


445 

midst of the darkness , light m themselves, hut giving light 
to nothing There weie but two, hut they were everywhere 
If he shut out the sight, there came the room w ith el ery 
well-known object — some, indeed, that he would ha\e for- 
gotten, if he had gone over its contents from memory — each 
ij its accustomed place The body was in its place, and its 
eyes were as he saw them when he stole away He got 
up, and rushed into the field without The figure was 
behind him He re-entered the shed, and shrunk down 
once more The eye3 were there, befoie he had laid himself 
along , 

And here he remained in such tenor as none but he can 
know, trembling m every' limb, and the cold sweat starting 
from every' pore, when suddenly there arose upon the night- 
wind the noise of distant shouting, and the roar of voices 
mingled m alarm and w'onder Any' sound of men in that 
lonely place, even though it com eyed a real cause of alprm, 
was something to him. He regained Ins strength and energy 
at the prospect of personal danger , and springing to lus 
feet, rushed into the open air 

' X.The broad sky seemed on fire Rising into the air wuth 
showers of sparks, and 1 oiling one above the other, were 
sheets of flame, lighting the atmospheie foi miles round, 
and driving clouds of smoke m the direction where he stood’ 
The shouts grew loudei as new voices sw elled the roar, and 
he could hear the cry of Fn e ’ mingled with the ringing 
of an alarm-hell, the fall of heavy bodies, and tbe crackling 
of flames as they twined round some new' obstacle, and shot 
aloft as though refreshed by food The noise increased as 
be looked There were people there— men and women— 
Rght, bustle It was like new life to him. He darted 
onward— straight, headlong— dashmg through brier and 
orake, and leaping gate and fence as madly as his dog, who 
careered with loud and sounding bark before him. 

He came upon the spot There w ere half-dressed figures 
faring to and fro, some endeavouring to drag the frightened 
iorses from the stables, others driving the cattle from the 
CZ and out-houses, and others coming laden from the 
burning pile, amidst a shower of falling -sparks and the 
tumbling down of red-hot beams. The aSmes where 

Zltr: Vlnd 7 S Bt °, 0d aa J our cluXsed a mass of 

S? 7th ’ T i r °? ed J md crumble d into the burning 
eU, the molten lead and iron poured down, white hof 
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upon the ground Women and children shrieked, and men 
encouraged each other with noisy shouts and cheers The 
clanking of the engme pumps, and the spirting and hissing 
of the water as it fell upon the blazing wood, added to the 
tremendous roar He shouted, too, till he was hoarse , and 
flying from memory and himself, plunged into the thickest 
of the throng 

Hither and tluthei he drved that night now working 
at the pumps, and now hiurymg through the smoke and 
flame, but never ceasing to engage himself wherever noise 
and men w r ere thickest. Up and down the ladders, upon 
the roofs of buildings, ovei floors that quaked and trembled 
with his weight, under the lee of falling bricks and stones, 
in every part of that great fire was he , but he bore a 
charmed life, and had neithei Scratch nor biuise, noi wean 
ness nor thought, till morning dawned again, and only 
smoke and blackened rums remained 

This mad excitement o^ei, there returned, with tenfold 
force, the dreadful consciousness of his cnme He looked 
suspiciously about him, for the men were conversing in 
groups, and he feared to be the subject of their talk. Th<* 
dog obeyed the significant beck of Ins fingei , and they drew 
off, stealthily, together He passed near an engine where 
some men were seated, and they called to him to share in 
their refreshment He took some bread and meat , and as 
he drank a draught of beei, heard the firemen, who weie 
from London, talking about the murdei u He has gone 
to Birmingham, they say,” said one “ but they’ll have him 
yet, for the scouts are out, and by to*monow night there’ll 
be a cry all through the country ” 

He hurried off, and walked till he almost dropped upon 
the ground , then lay down m a lane, and had a long, hut 
broken and uneasy sleep He w andered on again, irresolute 
and undecided, and oppressed with the fear of another 
solitary night ^ 

Suddenly, he took the desperate resolution of going bao^ 
to London ; 

u There’s somebody to speak to them, at all events,” he 
thought “A good hiding place, too They’ll nevei expect 
to nab me there, after this country scent. Why can’t I lie 
by for a week or so, and, forcing blunt from Fagin, get 
abroad to France ? Damme, I’ll risk it/’ 

He acted upon this impulse without delay, and ohoosmg 
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upon the ground Women and children shrieked, and men 
encouraged each other with noisy shouts and cheers The 
clanking of the engine pumps, and the spirting and hissing 
of the water as it fell upon the blazing wood, added to the 
tremendous roar He shouted, too, till he was hoarse , and 
flying from memory and himself, plunged into the thicke^ 
of the throng 

Hither and thither he dived that night now working 
at the pumps, and now hurrying through the smoke and 
flame, but never ceasing to engage himself 'w herever noise 
and men were thickest. Up and down the laddeis, upon 
the roofs of buildings, over floors that quaked and trembled 
with his weight, under the lee of falling bricks and stones, 
in every part of that great fire was he , but he bore a 
charmed life, and had neither scratch nor biuise, noi wean 
ness nor thought, till morning dawned again, and only 
smoke and blackened luins remained 

This mad excitement ovei, there leturned, with tenfold 
force, the dreadful consciousness of Ins cume He looked 
suspiciously about him, foi the men were conversing in 
groups, and he feaied to be the subject of their talk. Thf 
dog obeyed the significant heck of his fingei, and they drew 
off, stealthily, together He passed near an engine where 
some men were seated, and they called to him to share in 
their refreshment He took some bread and meat , and as 
he drank a draught of beei, heard the firemen, who ^veie 
from London, talking about the muidei “ He has gone 
to Birmingham, they say,” said one but they’ll have hun 
yet, for the scouts are out, and by to-monow night there’ll 
be a cry all through the country ” * 

He hurried off, and walked till he almost dropped upon 
the ground , then lay down in a lane, and had a long, but 
broken and uneasy sleep He wandered on again, mesolute 
and undecided, ,and oppressed with the feai of another 
solitary night 

Suddenly^ he took the despeiate resolution of going bacfe^ 
to London. * 

There s somebody to speak to there, at all events,” he 
thought iL A good hiding-place, too They’ll never expect 
to nab me there, after this country scent. Why can’t I lie 
by for a week or so, and, forcing blunt from Fagm, get 
abroad to France ? Damme, I’ll risk it,” 

He acted upon this impulse without delay, and choosing 
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“By mine, ’ replied Mr. Brownlow. “Those persons are 
idemmfied by me If you complain of being deprived of 
our liberty — you had power and opportunity to retrieve 

as you came along, but you deemed it advisable to remain 
met — I say again, throw yourself for protection on the 
ivv. I will appeal to the law* too , but when you have 
one too far to recede, do not sue to me for leniency, when 
he power will have passed into other hands , and do not 
-ay I plunged you down the gulf into which you rushed, 
-yourself ” 

Monks was plainly disconcerted, and alarmed besides. 
He hesitated. 

* You will decide quickly,” said Mi. Biownlow, with 
perfect firmness and composure "If you wash me to 
prefer my charges publicly, and consign you to a punish- 
ment the extent of which, although I can, with a shudder, 
foresee, I cannot control, once more, I say, you know the 
i wa y If not, and you appeal to my forbearance, and the 
mercy of those you have deeply injured, seat yourself, with- 
out a word, in that chair. It has waited for you two whole 
^ys” 

Monks muttered some unintelligible words, but wavered 
shIL 

“You will be prompt,” said Mr. Brownlow “A word 
horn me, and the alternative has gone for ever” 

Still the man hesitated 

t “ I have not the inclination to parley, ’ said Mi Brown- 
“ n(J i 83 I advocate the dearest interests of others 
he right.” ' 

demanded Monks with a faltering ton w ue . 

1 middle course ,w ' 

at the old gentleman, with an anxious eye • 
• - countenance nothing but seventy and' 
k-ed into the room, and, shrugging his 

n the outside,” said Mr. Brownlow to 
come when I ring ” 

1 two were left alone together 
> -ent, sir,” said Monks, throwing 
‘ ~ ' ?*y lather’s oldest friend ” 
vir father s oldest friend, young 1 
y it is because the hopes 
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the least frequented roads began his journey back, resolved 
to lie concealed v> itlnn a short distance of the metropolis, 
and, entering it at dusk by a circuitous loute, to proceed 
straight to that part of it which he had fixed on for his 
destination. 

vThe dog, though If any descuptions of him were out, 
lr would not be forgotten that the dog v as missing, and had 
probably gone with him This might lead to Ins appiehen- 
sion ns he passed along the streets. He lesolved to drown 
him, and walked on, looking about foi a pond picking 
up a heavy stone and tying it to his handkerchief ns he 
went 

The animal looked up into Ins master’s face while these 
preparations v ere making , whether his instinct apprehended 
something of their purpose, or the lobber’s sidelong look 
at him was sterner than ordinary, he skulked a little farther 
m the rear than usual, and cowered as he came more slowly 
along When his master halted at the brink of a pool, and 
looked round to call lnm, he stopped outright 
“ Do you hear me call ? Come here ! ” cried Sikes 
u/The animal came up from the very force of habit , but as 
takes stooped to attach the handkerchief to his thioat, he 
uttered a low growl and started back i 

“ Come back r ” said the robber. 

The dog wagged his tail, but moved not. Sikes made a 
running noose and called him again 
The dog advanced, retreated, paused an instant, turned, 
find scoured away at his hardest speed. 

The man whistled again and again, and sat down and 
waited m the expectation that he would return. But no 
dog appeared, and at length he ’ esumed his journey. 



CHAPTER XLIX 


MONKS AND MB BROWNLOW AT LENGTH MEET THEEB 
CONVERSATION, AND THE INTELLIGENCE TH VT 
INTERRUPTS IT 

The twilight was beginning to close m, 'when Hr Brownlow 
alighted from a hackney-coach at his own door, and knocked 
softly The door being opened, a sturdy man got out of 
the coach and stationed himself on one side of the steps, 
while another man, who had been seated on the box, dis 
mounted too, and stood upon the other side At a sign from 
Hr Brownlow, they helped out a third man, and taking 
him between them, hurried him into the house This man 
was Monks. jt* 

They walked in the same manner up the stairs without 
speaking, and Mi Brownlow, preceding them, led the way 
into a back-room. At the door of this apartment, Monks, 
who had ascended with evident reluctance, stopped The 
two men looked to the old gentleman as if for mstructiona 
“He knows the alternative/' said Mr Brownlow “If 
he hesitates or moves a finger but as you bid him, drag hun 
into the street, call for the aid of the police, and impeach 
him as a felon m my name ” 

“ How dare you say this of me ? ” asked Monks 
“ How dare you urge me to it, young man ? ” replied 
Mr Brownlow, confronting him with a steady look. “ Are 
you mad enough to leave this house ? Unhand him. There, 
sir You are free to go, and we to follow But I warn 
you, by all I hold most solemn and most sacred, that th^ 
instant you set foot m the street, that inst an t will I hav« 
you apprehended on a charge of fraud and lobbery I am 
resolute and immoveable If you are determined to be the 
same, your blood be upon your own head I ” 

“ By what authority am I kidnapped m the street, and 
brought here by these dogs?” asked Monks, looking from 
one to the other of the men who stood beside him 
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“By mine, ’ replied Mr. Brownlow “Those persons are 
indemnified by me If you complain of being deprived of 
your liberty — you had power and opportunity to retrieve 
it as you came along, but you deemed it advisable to remain 
quiet — I say again, throw yourself for protection on the 
lyv I will appeal to the law* too , but when you have 
gone too far to recede, do not sue to me for leniency, when 
the power will have passed into other hands ; and do not 
say I plunged you down the gulf into which you rushed, 
yourself ” 

Monks was plainly disconcerted, and alarmed besides 
He hesitated 

“You will decide quickly,” said Mi Brownlow, with 
perfect firmness and composure. “If you wish me to 
prefer my charges publicly, and consign you to a punish- 
ment the extent of which, although I can, with a shudder, 
foresee, I cannot control, once more, I say, you know the 
way If not, and you appeal to my forbearance, and the 
meicy of those you have deeply injured, seat yourself, with- 
out a word, m that chair. It has waited for you two whole 
§vys” 

Monks muttered some unintelligible words, but wavered 


You will be prompt,” said Mr. Brownlow “A word 
from me, and the alternative has gone for ever” 

Still the man hesitated 

“I have not the inclination to parley,” said Mi. Brown- 
low, “and, as I advocate the dearest interests of others 
I have not the nght ” ' 

« there — ” demanded Monks with a faltering tongue 

is there — no middle course 9 ” ' 

“None ” 

Monks looked at the old gentleman, with an anxious eve • 
out, reading m his countenance nothing but seventy and 
determination, walked into the room, Sid, shrugmn ff his 
jhoulders, sat down ggg 1 

door on the outside,” said Mr. Brownlow to 
the attendants, “and come when I ring” t0 

The men obeyed, and the two were left alone together. 

This is pretty treatment, sir,” said Monks. 

'W*? 8 t at and T° ak ’ “ from m y Cher’s oldest friend ” S 

n ” y T father ’ S oldest fnend, young 

a, returned Mr. Brownlow; “it is because the hope! 


man, 
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and AVishes of young and happy years A\ere bound up A\ith 
him, and that fair creature of his blood and kindred A\ho 
rejoined her God in youth, and left me here a solitary, 
lonely man it is because he knelt A\ith me beside his only 
sister's death bed when he was yet a boy, on the morning 
that would — but Heaven willed otherwise — have made her 
my young wife , it is because my seared heart clung to hm£ 
from that time forth, through all Ins trials and errors till 
he died , it is because old recollections and associations 
filled my heart, and even the sight of you brings with it 
old thoughts of him , it is because of all these things that 
I am moved to treat you gently noA\ — yes, Edward Leeford, 
even now — and blush for j r our unworthmess who bear the 
name ” 

“What has the name to do with it?” asked the other, 
after contemplating, half in silence, and half in dogged 
wonder, the agitation of his companion “ What is the 
name to me ? ” * 

“Nothing,” replied Mr Brownlow, “ nothing to 3 ou 
But it was hos ) and even at this distance of time brings 
back to me, an old man, the glow and thrill which I onc£ 
felt, only to hear it repeated by a stranger I am Aery glaH 
you have changed it — very — Aery ” 

“This is all mighty fine,” said Monks (to retain his 
assumed designation) after a long silence, during which he 
had jerked himself in sullen defiance to and fro, and Mr 
Brownlow had sat, shading his face Avith his hand “But 
what do you A\ant AVith me ?” 

“You have a brother,” said Mr BroAvnlow, rousing limi- 
self, “a brother, the whisper of whose name in your ear 
when I came behind you m the street, was, m itself, almost 
enough to make } r ou accompany me hither, in aa onder and 
alarm ” 

“I have no brother,” replied Monks “ You knoAV I avos 
an only child Why do you talk to me of brothers? You 
know that, as well as I ” 

s “Attend to what I do know, and you may not,” saii? 
Mr Brownlow “I shall interest you by and by I know 
that of the Avretched marnage, into which family pride, 
and the most sordid and namrwest of all ambition, forced 
your unhappy father whep a mere boy, you were the sole 
and most unnatural issue ” 

“ I don't care for hard names,” interrupted Monks Avith a 
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jeering laugh “ You know the fact, and that’s enough for 

Die 

“But I also know,” pursued the old gentleman, “the 
misery, the slow torture, the protracted anguish of that ill- 
assorted union I know how listlessly and wearily each of 
^at wretched pan dragged on their heavy chain through a 
world that was poisoned to them both I know how cold 
formalities were succeeded by open taunts , how mdiffeience 
gave place to dislike, dislike to hate, and hate to loathing, 
until at last they wrenched the clanking bond asunder, and 
retiring a wide space apart earned each a g allin g fragment, 
of which nothmg but death could break the rivets, to hide it 
in new society beneath the gayest looks they could assume 
Your mother succeeded ; she forgot it soon But it rusted 
and cankered at your father’s heart foi years ” 

“'Well they were separated,” said Monks, “and what of 
that 9 ” 


‘"When they had been separated for some time,” returned 
Mr Brownlow, “and your mother, wholly given up to 
continental 'frivolities, had utterly forgotten the young 
disband ten good years her junior, who, with piospects 
blighted, lingered on at home, he fell among new fuends 
Tins circumstance, at least, you know already ” 

“htot I,” said Monks, turning away his eyes and 1 beating 
his foot upon the ground, as a man who is determ'ined to 
deny everything “ Not I ” 

“Your manner, no less than youi actions, assures me that 
you have never forgotten it, or ceased to think of it w ith 
bitterness,” returned Mr Bfownlow “ I speak of fifteen 
Jfears ago, when you were not moie than ele\en years old 
and youi father but one-and-thirty— foi he was, I repeat’ 
a boy, when Ins fathei ordered him to marry Must I so 
back to events which cast a shade upon the memory of your 
parent, or will you spare it, and disclose to me the truth ’ ” 

-i f , ,, ve notllm g to disclose,”’ lejoined Monks “You 
dust talk on if you wall ” 

new fnends > then, ’ said Mi Brownlowg “were a 

somt St retir w from *** w died 

some half-a-year before, and left him with two children— 
there had been more, but, of all their family, happily but 

cTT n T d ^ W6re b0th ^ghters , one 

E u ;Llr” teenj and other a mere - W 
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“I never heard of that,” interrupted Monks in a tone 
intended to appear incredulous, but savouring more of 

disagreeable surprise, ,, 

‘‘ He came to me, and left with me, among some other 
things, a picture — a portrait painted by himself a hbeness 
-S tins poor gill — which he did not wish to leave behind, 
and could not cniry foiwaid on his hasty journey He was 
worn by anxiety and remorse almost to a shadow , talked in 
a wild, distracted way, of luin and dishonoui worked by 
himself , confided to me his intention to convert lus whole 
piopeity, at any loss, into money, and, having settled on his 
’Wife and you a portion of liis recent acquisition, to fly the 
country — I guessed too well he would not fly alone— -and 
never see it more Even fiom me, his old and early friend, 
whose strong attachment had taken root m the earth that 
covered one most dear to both — even from me he withheld 
any more particular confession, promising to write and tell 
me all, and after that to see me once again, for the last time 
on earth. Alas ! That was the last tune I had no letter, 
and I never saw him more 

j "I went,” said Mr Brownlow, after a short pause, “I 
went, when all was over, to the scene of lus — I will use the 
term the world would freely use, for woildly harshness or 
favour are now alike to him — of his guilty love, lesolved 
that if my fears were realised that einng child should find 
one heart and home to shelter and compassionate her The 
family had left that part a week before ; they had called 
m such tiifhng debts as were outstanding, discharged them, 
and left the place by night Why, or wluther, none can 
tell ” 


Monks drew his bieath yet more freely, and looked round 
with a smile of triumph 

“ When your brother,” said Mr Brownlow, drawing neaier 
to the other’s chair, “ "When your brother, a feeble, ragged, 
neglected child, was cast in my way by a stronger hand 
iban chance, and rescued by me from a life of vice and 
mfamy — ” 

“ What ? ” cried Monks. 

“By me,” said Mr Brownlow “I told you I should 
interest you before long. I say by me — I see that your 
cunning associate suppressed my name, although for aught 
he knew, it would be quite strange to your ears. When he 
was rescued by me, then, and lay recovering from sickness 
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“I never heard of that,” interrupted Monks in a tone 
intended to appear incredulous, but savouring more of 
disagreeable surprise 

"He came to me, and left with me, among some other 
things, a picture— a portrait painted by himself— a likeness 
tins poor gnl- — w Inch he did not wish to leave behind 
and could not earn* foiwaid on his hasty journey. He was 
worn by anxiety and remorse almost to a shadow , talked m 
a wild, distracted way, of rum and dishonour worked by 
hnnself , confided to me his intention to convert his whole 
property, at any loss into money, and, having settled on his 
wife and you a portion of lus recent acquisition, to fly the 
country — I guessed too well he would not fly alone — and 
never see it more Even from me, his old and early friend, 
whose shong attachment had taken root in the earth that 
covered one most dear to both — even from me he withheld 


any more particular confession promising to write and tell 
me all, and after that to see me once again, for the last time 
-on earth. Alas ! That was the last time I had no letter, 
'yd- 1 never saw lnm more 

Mr Brownlow, after a short pause, “ I 
IjiPpS^T'' to the scene of his — I will use the 
r _ f ^Lfreely use, for worldly harshness or 
A* «• — of his guilty love, resolved 

■ . . ' . > ^Eed that emng child should find 

, ^br and compassionate her The 
,< s Vweek before; they had called 
, - ^outstanding, discharged them, 
c r, 1 Why, or whither, none can 

’ - wore freely, and looked round 

’y lr r Brownlow, drawing nearer 
' 7 *■* If out brother, a feeble, ragged 

" ^ U ^ a s * ;ron fl er hand 

16 y me from a life of vice and 


^Brownlow “I told you I should 
5ng. I say by me— I see that your 
jj^ppressed my nama although for aught 
be quite strange to your ears. When he 
>y me, then, and lay recovering from sickness 
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“ Whnt’s this to me ? ” asked Monks 

“They resided/’ said Mr Brownlow, without seeming to 
hear the interruption, “ m a part of the country to which 
your father m Ins wandenng had repaired, and where he 
had taken up his abode Acquaintance, intimacy, friend- 
ship, fast followed on each other Youi father was giftcfl^ 
as few men are He had his sister’s soul and person As 
the old officer knew him more and more, he grew to love 
him I w ould that it had ended there His daughter did 
the same ” 

The old gentleman paused , Monks was biting his lips, 
with his eyes fixed upon the floor , seeing this, he imme- 
diately resumed 

“The end of a year found him contracted, solemnly 
contracted, to that daughter , the object of the first, true, 
ardent, only passion of a guileless girl ” 

u Your tale is of the longest,” observed Monks, moving 
restlessly m his chair 

“It is a true tale of grief and trial, and sorrow, young 
man,” returned Mr Brownlow, “and such tales usually 
are , if it were one of unmixed joy and happiness, it woulfcj 
be very brief At length one of those nch relations to 
strengthen whose interest and importance your father had 
been sacrificed, as others are often — it is no uncommon 
case died, and to repair the misery he had been instni 
mental in occasioning, left him Ins panacea for all griefs — 
Money It was necessary that he should immediately 
repair to Rome, whither this man had sj^d for health, and 
where he had died, leaving his affairs m great confusion. 
He went , was seized with mortal illness there , was fol 
lowed, the moment the intelligence reached Paris, by your 
mother who carried you with her , he died the day after her 
arrival, leaving no will — no will — so that the whole pio- 
perty fell to her and you ” 

i ^ this part of the recital Monks held his breath, and 
listened with a face of intense eagerness, though his ey(£ft 
were not directed towards the speaker As Mr Brownlow 
paused, he changed his position with the air of one who has 
experienced a sudden relief, and wiped his hot face and 
hands 

Before he went abioad, and as he passed through London 
on his way, said Mr Brownlow, slowly, and fixing his eyes 
upon the other’s face, “ he came to me ” 
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"I never heard of that,” interrupted Monks in a tone 
intended to appear incredulous, but savouring more of 
disagreeable surprise, 

“He came to me, and left with me, among some other 
things, a picture — a portrait painted by himself — a likeness 
1 jf this poor gul — n Inch he did not wish to leave behind, 
and could not carry fomaid on his hasty journey He was 
worn by anxiety and remorse almost to a shadow ; talked m 
a wild, distracted way, of min and dishonour worked by 
himself, confided to me his intention to convert his whole 
pioperty, at any loss into money, and, having settled on his 
wife and you a portion of lus recent acquisition, to fly the 
country — I guessed too well he would not fly alone — and 
never see it more Even from me, his old and early friend, 
whose strong attachment had taken root m the earth that 
covered one most dear to both — even from me he withheld 
any more particular confession, promising to w nte and tell 
me all, and after that to see me once again, for the last time 
on earth Alas ! That was the last time I had no letter, 
and I never saw him more 

•i “I went,” said Mr Brownlow, after a short pause, “I 
went, when all was over, to the scene of his — I will use the 
term the world would freely use, for worldly harshness or 
favour are now alike to him — of his guilty love, resolved 
that if my fears were realised that erring child should find 
one heart and home to shelter and compassionate her The 
family had left that part a week before; they had called 
m such trifling debts as were outstanding, discharged them 
te. I} ^ aC6 ^ m ght Why, or whither, none can 


Monks drew his breath yet more freely, and looked round 
with a smile of triumph 

, your brother," said Mr Brownlow, drawing nearer 

to the other’s chair, “ men your brother . ’a feeble, raS 

CMd a V&S *“5 \ n h J a stronger hand 

tmy— r ” 6 ’ and reScued by me from a life of vice and 

u ? ” cried Monks. 

mteSt T’” fj? M , r Bro T nlow “ X toW you I should 
interest you before long. I say by me — I see that tm.r 

he n ST SwKf Pr T ed f^ y DamG ' althou S h for a ught 
xneu ’ it would be quite strange to vour ears WLor, 

« rested by me, then, and h* 
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in my house, his strong lesemblance to this picture I have 
spoken of, stiuck me with astonishment Even when I 
first saw him in all his dirt and misery, there was a linger- 
ing expression in his face that came upon me like a glimpse 
of some old friend flashing on one m a vivid dream I 
need not tell you he was snared away before I knew hp> 
history—” 

“ Why not 9 ” asked Monks hastily 
“Because you know it well ” 

“ft” 

“Denial to rhe is vain/* lephed Mi Brownlow “I shall 
show you that I know moie than that” 

“ You — you — can’t prove anything against me, ' stammered 
Monks. 1 I defy you to do it 1 ” 

“We shall see,” returned the old gentleman, with a search 
mg glance “ I lost the boy, and no efforts of mine could 
lecover him Your mother being dead, I knew that you 
alone could solve the mystery if anybody could, and as when 
I had lost heard of you you were on your own estate in the 
West Indies — whither, as you well know, you letired upon 
your mother’s death to escape the consequences of aicio^ 
courses here — I made the voyage You had left it, months 
before, and weie supposed to be m London, but no one 
could tell where I returned Youi agents had no clue to 
your residence You came and went, they said, as strangely 
as you had ever done sometimes foi days togethei and 
sometimes not foi months keepmg to all appearance the 
same low haunts and mingling with the same infamous 
herd who had been your associates when a fierce ungovem 
able boy I weaned them with new applications I paced 
the streets by night and day, but until twto hours ago, all 
my efforts were fruitless, and I ne^er saw vou for an 
instant ” 

u ^^d now you do see me,” said Monks, rising boldly, 
what then? Fraud and robbery aie high sounding words 
justified, you think, by a fancied resemblance m some? 
young imp to an idle daub of a dead man’s Brother * You 
don t even know that a child was born of this maudlin pair , 
you don’t even know that” 

“I dtd not, 3 replied Mr Brownlow, usmg too, “hut 
within the last fortnight I have learnt it all You have a 
brother , you know it, « and him There was a will, which 
your mothei destroyed, leaving the secret and the gam to 
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you at her own death It contained a reference to some 
child likely to be the result of this sad connection, which 
child was born, and accidentally encountered by you, when 
your suspicions were first awakened by his resemblance to 
his father You repaired to the place of his birth There 
tosted proofs — proofs long suppressed — of his birth and 
parentage Those proofs were destroyed by you and now 
in your own words to your accomplice the Jew, * the only 
proofs of the hoy’s identity he at the bottom of the river, and the 
old hag that t eccued them fmn the mothci is rotting in her coffin ’ 
Unworthy son, coward, liar, — you, who hold your councils 
with thieves and murderers in dark rooms at night, — you, 
whose plots and wiles have brought a violent death upon the 
head of one worth millions such as you, — you, who from 
your cradle weie gall and bitterness to your own fathers 
heart, and in whom all evil passions, vice, and profligacy, 
festered, till they found a vent m a hideous disease which 
ha 3 made your face an index even to your mind — vou, 
Edward Leeford, do you still brave me 13 

"Ho, no, no 1 ” returned the coward, overwhelmed by 
$ese accumulated charges 

“ Every word ! ” cried the old gentleman, “ every word 
that has passed between you and this detested villain, is 
known to me. Shadows on the wall have caught youi 
whispers, and brought them to my ear; the sight of the 
persecuted child has turned nee itself, and given it the 
courage and almost the attributes of vntue. Murder has 
been done, to which you were morally if not really a party.” 

"No, no,” interposed Monks. “ I— I—know nothings of 
that , I was going to inquire the truth of the story when you 
01 ertook me I didn t know the cause I thought it was 
n common quarrel ” 

"It was the partial disclosure of your secrets,” replied Mr 
■orownlow “ Will you disclose the whole ? * 

. "Yes, I will” 

} “ Set your hand to a statement of truth and facts and 
re peat it before witnesses?” ’ 

“ That I promise too 99 

"Kemam quietly here, until such a document is drawn 

SL aD n d d pro . c f d . wlt S me to such a as I may deem 
most adnsable, for the purpose of attesting it 0 ” 

Monfe y ° U “ 1SiSfc UP ° n tbat; rU do ttat also,” replied 
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“ You must do more than that,” said Mr Brownlow 
“Make restitution to an innocent and unoffending child, 
for such he is, although the offspring of a guilty and most 
miserable love You have not forgotten the provisions of 
the will Carry them into execution so far as your brother 
is concerned, and then go where you please In this worl^ 
you need meet no more ” 

While Monks was pacing up and down, meditating with 
daik and evil looks on this proposal and the possibilities of 
evading it tom by his fears on the one hand and his hatred 
on the other the door was hurriedly unlocked, and a gentle- 
man (Mr Losberne) entered the room m ^ lolent agitation 
“ The man will be taken,” he cried “ He will be taken 
to-night 1 ” 

“The murderer?” asked Mr Brownlou 
“Yes, yes,” replied the other “His dog has been seen 
lurking about some old haunt, and there seems little doubt 
that his master either is, or will be, there, under cover of 
the darkness Spies are hovenng about m every direction- 
I have spoken to the men who are charged with his capture, 
and they tell me he cannot escape A reward of a hundred? 
pounds is proclaimed by Government to-night ” 

“I will give fifty more,” said Mr Brownlow, “and pro- 
claim it with my own lips upon the spot, if I can reach it 
Where is Mr May lie ? ” 

“Harry? As soon as he had seen your fnend here, safe 
in a coach with you, he hurried off to where he heard this,” 
replied the doctor, “ and mounting his horse sallied forth to 
join the first party at some place m the outskirts agreed upon 
between them,” 

Fagin, said Mr Brownlow j “ what of him 9 99 
‘ When I last heard, he had not been taken, hut he will 
be,^ or is, by this tune They're sure of lnm ” 

“Have you made up your mind ? ” asked Mr Brownlow, 
m a low voice, of Monks 

1 1 ^ es > h 0 replied “ Y ou — you — will he secret with me ? 

1 will Remain here till I return It is your only hope 
of safety ” 

They left the room, and the door was a gam locked 
* Wtuit have you done ? ” asked the doctor m a whisper 
“All that^I could hope to do, and even more. Coupling 
the poor girl's intelligence with my previous knowledge, and 
the result of our good friend's inquiries on the spot, I left 
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him no loophole of escape, and laid bare the whole villany 
which by these lights became plain as day. Write and 
appoint the evening after to-morrow at seven, for the meet- 
ing We shall be down there, a few hours before, but shall 
require rest, especially the young lady, who m cry have 

E ater need of firmness than either you or I can quite fore- 
just now. But my blood boils to avenge this poor mur- 
dered creature Which way have they taken 9 ’ 

“Drive straight to the office and you will be m time,’’ 
replied Mr Losbeme. “ I will remain here ” 

The two gentlemen hastily separated j each in a fever of 
excitement wholly uncontrollable, 
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THE PURSUIT AND ESCAPE 

Near to that part of the Thames on an Inch the church at 
Rotherhithe abuts, where the buildings on the banks are 
dirtiest and the vessels on the mer blackest with the dust 
of colliers and the smoke of close built low-roofed houses, 
there exists the filthiest, the strangest, the most extraordmar) 
of the many localities that are hidden m London, wholly 
unknown, even by name, to the great mass of its inhabitants 
To reach this place, the visitor has to penetrate through 
a maze of close, narrow, and muddy streets, thronged by the 
loughest and poorest of waterside people, and devoted to the 
traffic they may be supposed to occasion The cheapest an^j 
least delicate provisions are heaped m the shops , the coarsest! 
and commonest articles of wearing apparel dangle at the 
salesman s door, and stream from the house-parapet and 
windows Jostling wnth unemployed labourers of the lowest 
class, ballast-heavers, coal whippers, brazen women, ragged 
children, and the raff and refuse of the raver, he makes his 
way with difficulty along, assailed by offensive sights and 
smells from the narrow" alleys which branch off on the light 
and left, and deafened by the clash of ponderous w r nggons 
that bear great piles of merchandise from the stacks of 
warehouses that rise from eveiy corner Arriving, at length, 
m streets remoter and less fiequented than those through 
which he has passed, he w r alks beneath tottering house fronts 
projecting over the pavement, dismantled walls that seem 
to totter as he passes, chimneys half crushed half hesitating^ 
to fall, wondowB guarded by rusty iron bars that time ana 
dirt have almost eaten away, eveiy imaginable sign of desola 
tion and neglect 

In such a neighbourhood, beyond Dockhead m the Borough 
of Southwark, stands Jacob’s Island, surrounded by a muddy 
ditch, six or eight feet deep and fifteen or twenty wide when 
the tide is m, once called Mill Pond, but known in the days 
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of this story as Folly Ditch It is a creek or inlet from the 
Thames, and can always be filled at high watei by opening 
the sluices at the Lead Mills from, which it took its old 
name. At such times, a stranger, looking from one of the 
wooden bridges thrown across it at Mill Lane, will see the 
^habitants of the houses on either side lowering from their 
back doors and windows, buckets, pails, domestic utensils of 
all kinds, in which to haul the water up , and when his eye 
is turned from these operations to the houses themselves, his 
utmost astonishment will he excited by the scene before him 
Crazy wooden galleries common to the backs of half-a-dozen 
houses, with holes from which to look upon the slune beneath; 
windows, broken and patched, with poles thrust out, on 
which to dry the linen that is never there , rooms so small, 
so filthy, so confined, that the air would seem too tainted 
even for the dirt and squalor which they sheltei , wooden 
chambers thrusting themselves out above the mud, and 
threatening to fall into it — as some have done ; dirt-besmeared 
walls and decaying foundations ; every repulsive lineament 
of poverty, every loathsome indication of filth rot, and garb- 
45 6 , all these ornament the banks- of Folly Ditch. 

In Jacob’s Island, the warehouses are looftess and empty , 
the walls are crumbling down ; the wmdows are windows no 
more , the doors are falling into the streets ; the chimneys 
are blackened, but they yield no smoke Thirty or forty 
years ago, before losses and chancery suits came upon it, it 
a ^ rrvln § place ; but now it is a desolate island indeed, 
the houses have no owners ; they are broken open, and 
entered upon by those who have the courage , and there 
they hve and there they die They must have powerful 
motives for a secret residence, or be reduced to a destitute 
condition indeed, who seek a refuge m Jacobs Island. 

l>„, a V, Pper room of one of these bouses-a detached 
JTV; fau J slze > ruinous m othei respects, but strongly 

1mm 6 Vi i 00r A n ? wmdow ' of which- house the back 
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occasion. This man was a returned transport, and his name 
was Kags 

“I wish,” said Toby, turning to Mr Chitling “that you 
had picked out some other cnb when the two old ones got 
too warm, and had not come here, my fine feller ” 

“ Why didn't you, blunder-head I ” said Kags f 

“Well, I thought you'd have been a little more glad id 
see me than this,” replied Mr Chitling, with a melancholy 
air 

“ Why look’e, young gentleman,” said Toby, “ when a man 
keeps himself so very ex-clusive as I have done, and by that 
means has a snug house over his head with nobody a prying 
and smelling about it, it's rather a startling thing to have the 
honour of a wisit from a young gentleman (however respec 
table and pleasant a person he may be to play cards with at 
conwemency) circumstanced as you are ” 

“Especially, when the exclusive young man has got a friend 
stoppmg with him, that’s arrived sooner than was expected 
from foreign parts, and is too modest to want to be presented 
to the Judges on his return,” added Mr Engs, 

There was a short silence, after which Toby Crackit, seen^? 
mg to abandon as hopeless any further effort to maintain hfs 
usual devil-may care swagger, turned to Chitling and said, 
u When was Fagm took then 9 ” 

“ J ust at dinner time — two o’clock this afternoon* Charley 
and I made our lucky up the wash’us chimney, and Bolter 
got into the empty water-butt, head downwards , but his legs 
were so precious long that they stuck out at the top, and so 
they took him too ” 

“And Bet?” 

“Poor Bet ! She went to see the Body, to speak to who 
it was,” replied Chitling, his countenance falling more and 
more, “ and went off mad, screaming and raving, and beating 
her head against the boards , so they put a strait-weskut on 
her and took her to the hospital — and there she is ” 

“Wot’s come of young Bates?” demanded Kags ^ 

“He hung about, not to come over here afore dark, but 
he’ll be, here soon,” replied Chitling “There’s nowhere else 
to go to now, for the people at the Cnpples are all in custody, 
and the bar of the ken — I went up there and see it with my 
own eyes — is filled with traps.” 

“ This is a smash,” observed Toby biting his bps “There’s 
more than one will go with this.” 1 
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"The sessions are on,” said Kags : “if they get the inquest 
over, and Bolter turns King’s evidence : as of course he will, 
from what he’s said already they can prove Fagm an acces- 
sory before the fact, and get the trial on on Friday, and he’ll 
swing m six days from this, by G — 1 ” 
o “ You should have heard the people groan,” said Chitling , 
* the officers fought like devils, or they’d have torn him 
away. He was down once, but they made a ring round him, 
and fought their way along. You should have seen how he 
looked about lnm, all muddy and bleeding, and clung to 
them as if they were his dearest friends I can see ’em now, 
not able to stand upright with the pressing of the mob, and 
dragging him along amongst ’em; I can see the people 
jumping up, one behind another, and snarling with their 
teeth and making at him; I can see the blood upon his 
hair and beard, and hear the cries with which the women 
worked themselves into the centre of the crowd at the street 
comer, and swore they’d tear his heart out ! ” 

The horror-stricken witness of this scene pressed his hands 
upon his ears, and with his eyes closed got up and paced 
.-jnolently to and fro, like one distracted 

While he was thus engaged, and the two men sat by in 
silence with their eyes fixed upon the floor, a pattering noise 
was heard upon the stairs, and Sikes’s dog bounded into 
the room. They ran to the window, down stairs, and into 
the street. The dog had jumped 111 at an open window 

he made no attempt to follow them, nor was his master to 
be seen. 


What’s the meaning of this ? ” said Toby, when they had 
“ He can>t coming here I— I— hope not ” 

if he was coming here, he’d have come with the doe ’ 
said Kags, stooping down to examine the animal, who lav 
panting on the floor “ Here ! Give us some water for him * 
he has run himself faint.” ’ 

J ? 6 ’ 8 5 °** xt aU U P> ever y drop,” said Clnthng after 
^watching the dog some time in silence “ Covered with mud 

n^r half - bhnd ~ he must Ilave come a long way." 

Where can he have come from ! ” exclaimed Tobv. “ He’s 
^n o the other kens of course, and finding them filled with 

S ge B u wr U here > h6 ' s '»» man™ W Tnd 

-But 'where can he have corue from u 

com« he here alone without the Sher ™ ^ ^ ^ 

He -(none of them called the murderer by his'old 
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name ) — u He can't have made away with himself What 
do you think?” said Chitling 
Toby shook hia headL 

“ If he had,” said Kags, “ the dog ’ud want to lead us 
away to wheie he did it No I think he’s got out of the 
country, and left the dog behind He must have given huj^ 
the slip somehow, or he wouldn’t be so easy ” 

This solution, appearing the most probable one vas 
adopted as the right , the dog, creeping under a chair, coiled 
himself up to sleep, without more notice from anybody. 

It being now dark, the shutter was closed, and a candle 
lighted and placed upon the table. The terrible events of 
the last two days had made a deep impression on all three, 
increased by the danger and uncertainty of their own position 
They drew their chairs closer together, starting at e^ery 
sound They spoke little, and that m whispers, and were 
as silent and awe stiicken as if the remains of the murdered 
woman lay m the next room 

They had sat thus, some time, when suddenly was heard 
a hurried knocking at the door below 

u Young Bates,” said Kags, looking angiily round, to checl^ 
the fear he felt himself ^ 

1 The knocking came again No, it wasn t he He never 
knocked like that 

Oraokit went to the "window, and shaking all over, drew 111 
his head There was no need to tell them who it was , his 
pale face was enough The dog too was on the alert in an 
instant, and ran whining to the door 

u must let him m,” he said, taking up the candle 
u Isn t there any help for it?” asked the other man m 
a hoarse voice 

u None. He must come in ” 

^ Don t leave us m the dark,” said Kags, t aki ng down 
a candle from the chimney piece, and lighting it, with such a 
trembling hand that the knocking was twice lepeated before 
he had ^finished 

Crackit went down to the door, and returned followed by^ 
a man with the lower part of his face buned in a handker- 
chief, and another tied over his head under hiq hat He 
drew them slowly off Blanched face, sunken eyes, hollow 
cheeks, beard of three days’ growth, wasted flesh, short thick 
breath , it was the veiy ghost of Sikes. 

He laid his hand upon a chair which stood m the middle 
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of the room, but shuddering as he ■was about to drop into 
it, and seeming to glance over his shoulder, dragged it back 
close to the wall — as close as it would go — ground it against 
it— and sat down 

Not a word had been exchanged He looked from one to 
another in silence If an eye were furtively raised and met 
his, it was instantly averted When his hollow voice broke 
silence, they all three started. They seemed never to have 
heard its tones before 

“ How came that dog here ’ ” he asked. 

“Alone. Three hours ago ” 

'To-night’s paper says that Fagin’s took. Is it true, or 
a he’” 

“True” 

They were silent again. 

“ D amn you all 1 ” said Sikes, passing his hand across his 
forehead. “ Have you nothing to say to me ? ” 

There was an uneasy movement among them, but nobody 
spoke 

“You that keep this house,” said Sikes, turning his face 
t^Crackit, “ do you mean to sell me, or to let me he here till 
this hunt is over’ ” 

“ You may stop here, if you think it safe,” returned ths 
person addressed, after some hesitation 

Sikes earned his eyes slowly up the wall behind him : 
rather trying to turn his head than actually doing it * and 
said, '“Is — it — the body — is it buned ?” 

They shook their heads. 

“ Why isn’t it ’ ” he retorted with the same glance behind 
bun “ Wot do they keep such ugly things above the ground 
for’ — Who's that knocking ? ” 

Craekit intimated, by a motion of his hand as he left the 
room, that there was nothing to fear ; and directly came hack 
! ^h Charley Bates behind hun. Sikes sat opposite the door, 
j so that the moment the boy entered the room he encountered 
figure 

“Toby,” said tbe boy, falling back, as Sikes turned bis 
eyes towards him, “why didn’t you tell me this, down 
6tairs’” 

There had been something so tremendous in the shrinking 
°ff of the three, that the wretched man was willing to pro- 
pihate even this lad Accordingly he nodded, and made as 
taough he would shake hands with him 1 
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“ Let me go into some other room,” said the boy, retreating 
still farther 

“Chailey I” said Sikes, stepping forward “Don't you — 

don’t you know me ? ” 

“ Don’t come nearer me,” answered the boy, still retreating 
and looking, wnth horror m his eyes, upon the murderers 
face “ You monster I ” 

The man stopped half-way, and they looked at each other , 
but Sikes’s eyes sunk gradually to the ground 

“Witness you three,” cned the boy, shaking his clenched 
fist, and becoming more and more excited as he spoke 
“Witness you three — I'm not afraid of him — if they come 
here after him, I’ll give him up , I wnlL I tell you out at 
once He may kill me for it if he likes, or if he dares, but 
if I am here I’ll give him up I’d give him up if he wtis to 
be boiled alive Murder ! Help I If there’s the pluck of 
a man among you three, you’ll help me Min'd er 1 Help 1 
Down v r ith him ! ” 

Pouring out these cries, and accompanying them with 
violent gesticulation, the boy actually threw himself, single 
handed, upon the strong man, and in the intensity of bp 
) energy and the suddenness of his surprise, brought him 
J heavily to the ground 

The three spectators seemed quite Btupefied They offered 
no interference, and the boy and man rolled on the ground 
together , the former, heedless of the blows that showered 
upon him, wrenching his hands tighter and tighter in the 
garments about the murderer’s breast, and nevei ceasing to 
call for help with all his might 

The contest, however, was too unequal to last long Sikes 
had him down, and his knee was on his throat, when 
Crackit pulled him back with a look of alarm, and pointed 
to the window There were lights gleaming below, voices 
in loud and earnest conversation, the tramp of hurried 
footsteps — endless they seemed m number — crossing the 
nearest wooden bridge One man on horseback seemed Vj 
be among the crowd , for there was the noise of hoofe 
rattling on the uneven pavement The gleam of lights 
increased , the footsteps came more thickly and noisily on 
Then, came a loud knocking at the door, and then a hoarse 
murmur from such a multitude of angiy voices as would 
have made the boldest quaiL 

“ Help I ” shrieked the boy in a voice that rent the air 
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AN INFURIATED CROWD 

« He’s here ! Break down the door ! ” 

« i n the Bang’s name,” cried the voices without , and the 
hoarse cry arose again, but louder. 

“Break down the door ! 9t screamed *tlie boy. I tell you 
they’ll never open it. Hun straight to the 100m where the 
ight is Break down the door 1 ” 

Strokes, thick and heavy, rattled upon the door and lower 
window-shutters as he ceased to speak, and a loud huzzali 
burst from the crowd ; giving the listener, for the first 
tune, some adequate idea of its immense extent. 

“Open the door of some place where I can lock this 
screeching Hell-babe,” cried Sikes fiercely , running to and 
fro, and dragging the boy, now as easily as if he were an 
empty sack. “That door Quick l ” He flung him m, 
bolted it, and turned the key “Is the down-stairs door 
fast?” 

“Double-locked and chained,” replied Crackit, who, with 
the other two men, still remained quite helpless and 
bewildered 

“ The panels — are they strong 9 ” 
j “Lined with sheet-iron.” 

“And the windows too?” 

“ Yes, and the windows.” 

“ Damn you ! ’ cried the desperate ruffian, throwing up 
the sash and menacing the crowd. “Do your worst I I’ll 
cheat you yet ' ” 

Of all the terrific yells that ever fell on mortal ears, none 
could exceed the cry of the infuriated throng Some shouted 
to those who were nearest to set the house on fire , others 
roared to the officeis to shoot him dead Among them all, 
none showed such fury as the man on horseback, who, 
throwing himself out of the saddle, and bursting through 
the crowd as if he were parting water, cried, beneath the 
window, m a voioe that rose above all others, “ Twenty 
guineas to the man who brings a laddei ! ” 

J The nearest voices took up the cry and hundreds echoed 
it. Some called for ladders, some for sledge-hammers 
some ran with torches to and fro as if to seek them, and' 
still came back and roared again ; some spent their breath 
m impotent curses and execrations *, some pressed forward 
with the ecstasy of madmen, and thus impeded the progress 
of those below . some among the > boldest attempted to 
climb up by the water-spout and crevices in the wall • and 
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all waved to and fro, in the darkness beneath, like a field 
of corn moved by im angry wind and joined from time to 
time m one loud furious roar 

“ The tide,” cried the murderer, as he staggered back into 
the room, and shut the faces out, u the tide was in as 
I came up Give me a rope, a long rope They’re all ijfi 
front. I may drop into the Folly Ditch, and clear off that 
way Give me a rope, or I shall do three more murders 
and kill myself” 

The panic-stricken men pointed to where such articles 
were kept , the murderer, hastily selecting the longest and 
strongest cord, hurried up to the house-top 

All the windows in the rear of the house had been long 
ago bricked up, except one small trap m the room where 
the hoy was locked, and that was too small even for the 
passage of his body But, from this aperture, he had never 
ceased to call on those without, to guard the back , and 
thus, when the murderei emerged at last on the house top 
by the door in the roof, a loud shout proclaimed the fact 
to those in front, who immediately began to pour round, 
pressing upon each other m an unbroken stream 4^ 

He planted a board, which he had carried up with him 
for the purpose, so firmly against the door that it must be 
matter of great difficulty to open it from the inside , and 
creeping over the tiles, looked over the low parapet. 

The water was out, and the ditch a bed of mud 
The crowd had been hushed during these few moments, 
watching his motions and doubtful of his purpose, but the 
instant they perceived it and knew it was defeated, they 
raised a cry of tnumphant execration to which all their 
previous shouting had been whispers Again and again it 
rose. Those who were at too great a distance to know its 
meaning, took up the sound , it echoed and re-echoed , it 
seemed as though the whole city had poured its population 
out to curse him 

On pressed the people from the fiont — on, on, on, 11^ 
a strong struggling current of angry faces, with here and 
there a glaring torch to light them up, and show them out 
m all their wrath and passion The houses on the opposite 
side of the ditch had been entered by the mob , sashes were 
thrown* up, or torn bodily out , there weie tiers and tiers 
of faces m every window , cluster upon clustei of people 
clinging to every house top Each little budge (and thpre 
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were three in sight) bent beneath the weight of the crowd 
upon it. Still the current poured on to find some nook 
or hole from which to vent their shouts, and only for an 
instant see the wretch. 

' They have him now,” cried a man on the nearest bridge, 
‘sjjurrah ! ” * 

The crowd grew hght with uncovered heads ; and again 
the shout uprose. 

“ I will give fifty pounds,” cried an old gentleman from 
the same quarter, “ to the man who takes him alive I will 
remain here, till he comes to ask me for it * 

There was another roar At this moment the word was 
passed among the crowd that the door was forced at last, 
and that he who had first called for the ladder had mounted 


into the room. The stream abruptly turned, as this in- 
telligence ran from mouth to mouth , and the people at 
the windows, seeing those upon the bridges pouring back, 
quitted their stations, and running into the street, joined 
the concourse that now thronged pell-mell to the spot they 
had left : each man crushing and striving with Ins neighbour, 
*|id all panting with impatience to get near the door, and 
look upon the criminal as the officers brought him out 
The cnes and shrieks of those "who were pressed almost to 
suffocation, or trampled down and trodden under foot in 
the confusion, were dreadful , the narrow ways were com- 
pletely blocked up , and at this time, between the rush of 
some to regain the space in front of the house, and the 
unavailing struggles of others to extricate themselves from 
the mass, the immediate attention was distracted from the 
murderer, although the universal eagerness for his capture 
was, if possible, increased 

The man bad shrunk down, thoroughly quelled by the 
ferocity of the eiowd, and the impossibility of escape , but 
seeing this sudden change with no less rapidity than it had 
occurred, he sprang upon his feet, determined to make one 
fir e ff or t f°r his life by dropping into the ditch, and, at 
ue risk of being stifled, endeavouring to creep away m the 
darkness and confusion, 

t>,^ USed n !7 S 1 fcrength 5111(1 ener gy ; and stimulated by 
me noise within the bouse which announced that an entrance 

chunmwJ f e T ef a 6Cted ’ te i et kf foot a gamst the stack of 

round TiS +T e ° f r ° pe tlghtly and firml 7 
ound it, and with the other made a strong running noose 
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by the aid of hi8 hands and teeth almost in a second He 
could let himself down by the cord to within a less distance 
of the ground than his own height, and had his knife ready 
in his hand to cut it then and drop 

At the very instant when he brought the loop over his 
head previous to slipping it beneath his arm-pits, and w hejp 
the old gentleman before-mentioned (who had clung so 
tight to the railing of the bridge as to resist the force of 
the crowd, and retain his position) earnestly warned those 
about him that the man was about to lower himself down 
— at that very instant the murderer, looking behind him 
on the roof, threw his arms abo^ his head, and uttered 
a yell of terror 

“ The eyes agam 1 ” he cned in an unearthly screech 

Staggering as if struck by lightning, he lost his balance 
and tumbled over the parapet. The noose was on his neck 
It ran up with his weight, tight as a bowstring, and swift 
as the arrow it speeds He fell for five-and-thirty feet 
There was a sudden jerk, a terrific convulsion of the limbs , 
and there he hung, with the open knife clenched m his 
stiffening hand ^ 

The old chimney quivered vith the shock, but stood it 
bravely The murderer swung lifeless against the wall , and 
the boy, thrusting aside the dangling body which obscured 
his view, called to the people to come and take him out, for 
God’s sake 

A dog, which had lain concealed tall now, ran backwards 
and forwards on the parapet with a dismal howl, and 
collecting himself foi a spring^ jumped for the dead man’s 
shoulders Missing his aim, he fell mto the ditch, turning 
completely over as he went , and striking his head against 
a stone, dashed out his brains 
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AFFORDING AN EXPLANATION OF MORE MYSTERIES THAN 
ONE, AND COMPREHENDING A PROPOSAL OF MAR- 
RIAGE WITH NO WORD OF SETTLEMENT OR PIN- 
MONEY 

The events narrated in the last chaptei -were yet but two 
days old, when Oliver found himself, at three o’clock in the 
afternoon, in a travelling-carriage rolling fast towards his 
native town Mrs. Maylie, and Rose, and Mrs. Bedwin, and 
the good doctoi, w ere with him : and Mi Brownlow followed 
in a post-chaise, accompanied by one othei peison whose 
^ime had not been mentioned. 

They had not talked much upon the way , for Olner was 
m a flutter of agitation and uncertainty u Inch depnved him 
of the powei of collecting his thoughts, and almost of speech, 
and appeared to have scarcely less effect on his companions, 
who shared it, in at least an equal degree He and the 
tuo ladies had been very caiefully made acquainted by 
Hr. Brownlow with the natuie of the admissions w hich had 
been forced from Monks , and although they knew that the 
object of their present journey was to complete the work 
which had been so well begun, still the whole matter was 
enveloped m enough of doubt and mystery to leave them m 
endurance of the most intense suspense. 

The same kind friend had, with Mr Losberne’s assistance, 

I cautiously stopped all channels of communication thiough 
1 fdnch they could receive intelligence of the dreadful occur- 
rences that had so recently taken place “It was quite 
true,” he said, “ that they must know them before long, but 
fl might be at a better time than the present, and it could 
Dot be at a worse ” So, they travelled on m silence each 
busied with reflections on the object which had brought 
' ^hem together and no one disposed to give utterance to 
■ tD® thoughts which crowded upon alL 
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by the aid of his hands and teeth almost m a second He 
could let himself down by the cord to within a less distance 
of the ground than his own height, and had his knife ready 
m his hand to cut it then and drop 

At the very instant when he brought the loop over his 
head previous to slipping it beneath his arm-pits, and wlie^ 
the old gentleman before-mentioned ('who had clung so 
tight to the railing of the bridge as to resist the force of 
the crowd, and retain his position) earnestly warned those 
about him that the man was about to lower himself down 
— at that very instant the murderer, looking behind him 
on the roof, threw his arms above his head, and uttered 
a yell of terror 

“ The eyes agam ! ” he cried in an unearthly screech 

Staggering as if struck by lightning, he lost his balance 
and tumbled over the parapet. The noose was on his necL 
It ran up with Ins weight, tight as a bow string, and swift 
as the arrow it speeds He fell for five-and-thixty feet 
There was a sudden jerk, a terrific convulsion of the limbs , 
and there he hung, with the open knife clenched m his 
stiffening hand ^ 

The old chimney quivered wuth the shock, but stood it 
bravely The murderei swung lifeless against the wall , and 
the boy, thrusting aside the dangling body which obscured 
his view, called to the people to come and take him out, for 
God’s sake 

A dog, which had lain concealed till now, ran backwards 
and forwards on the parapet with a dismal how r l, and 
collecting himself foi a springy jumped for the dead man’s 
shoulders Missing his aim, he fell into the ditch, turning 
completely over as he went , and striking his head against 
a stone, dashed out his brains 
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AFFORDING AN EXPLANATION OF MORE MYSTERIES IHAJi 
ONE, AND COMPREHENDING A PROPOSAL OF MAR- 
RIAGE WITH NO WORD OF SETTLEMENT OR PIN- 
MONEY 

The events narrated m the last chaptei were yet but two 
days old, when Oliver found lumself, at three o’clock in the 
afternoon, in a travelling-carriage rolling fast townrds his 
native town Mrs Haylie, and Rose, and Mrs Bedwin, and 
the good doctoi, were with him . and Mi. Brownlow followed 
m a post-chaise, accompanied by one other person w'hose 
^ime had not been mentioned 
They had not talked much upon the way , for Oliver ivns 
m a flutter of agitation and uncertainty w hich depnved him 
of the powei of collecting his thoughts, and almost of speech, 
and appeared to have seal cely less effect on his companions, 
who shared it, in at least an equal degree He and the 
two ladies had been veiy carefully made acquainted by 
Mr. Brownlow' with the nature of the admissions w hich had 
been forced from Monks , and although they knew that the 
object of their present journey was to complete the work 
which had been so well begun, still the whole matter was 
cm eloped m enough of doubt and mystery to leave them m 
endurance of the most intense suspense. 

The same kind friend had, with Mr Losberne’s assistance, 
cautiously stopped all channels of communication through 
Jrlnch they could receive intelligence of the dreadful occur- 
renees that had so recently taken place. “It was quite 
true/’ he said, “ that they must know' them before long, but 
it might be at a better time than the present, and it could 
Rot he at a worse.” So, they travelled on in silence: each 
busied with reflections on the object which had brought 
them together and no one disposed to give utterance to 
me thoughts which crowded upon all 
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But if Oliver, under these influences, had remained silent 
while they journeyed towaids his birth-place by a road lie 
had never seen, how the whole current of his recollections 
ran back to old times, an<f what a crow d of emotions were 
wakened up m his breast, when they turned into that w hicn 
he had traversed on foot a poor houseless, wandering bq£< 
without a friend to help him, or a roof to shelter Ins head 

" See there, there 1 ” cried Oliver, eagerly clasping the hand 
of Rose, and pointing out at the carriage window , “ thats 
the stile I came over , there are the hedges I crept behind, 
for fear any one should overtake me and force me back 1 
Yonder is the path across the fields, leading to the old house 
where I was a little child ! Oh Dick, Dick, my dear old 
fnend, if I could only see you now ! ” 

“You will see him soon,” replied Rose, gently taking his 
folded hands between her own. u You shall tell him how 
happy you are, and how ncli you have grown, and that in 
all your happiness you have none so great as the coming 
back to make him happy too ” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Oliver, “and we’ll — we’ll take lnm awn) 
from here, and have him clothed and taught, and send hi^jp 
to some quiet country place where he may grow strong and 
well, — shall we ? ” 

Rose nodded “yes,” for the boy was smiling through such 
happy tears that she could not speak. 

“ You will be kind and good to him, for you are to every 
one,” said Oliver “ It will make you cry, I know, to hear 
what he can tell , but never mind, never mind, it will he all 
ovei, and you will smile again — I know that too — to think 
how changed he is , you did the same with me He said 
'God bless you ’ to me when I ran away,” cried the boy with 
a burst of affectionate emotion , “ and I will say 1 God bless 
you 9 now, and show him how I love him for it I ” 

As they approached the town, and at length drove through 
its narrow streets, it became matter of no small difficulty 
to restrain the boy within reasonable bounds There wy 
Sowerberry’s the undertaker’s just as it used to be, only 
smaller and less imposing m appearance that he remembered 
it — there were all the well-known shops and houses, with 
Almost every one of which he had some slight incident 
connected— there was Gamfield’s cart, the very cart he used 
to have, standing at the old public-house door — there was 
the workhouse, the dreary prison of his youthful days, with 
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its dismal windows frowning on the street — there was the 
same lean poitei standing at the gate, at sight of whom 
Oliver iin olimtanly shrunk hack and then laughed at hun- 
elf for being so foolish, then cried, then laughed again — 
here were scores of faces at the doors and window s that he 
^frew quite w ell — there was nearly everything as if he had 
left it hut yesterday, and all his recent life had been but 
a happy dream 

But it was pure, earnest, joyful reality. They drove 
straight to the door of the chief hotel (winch Oliver used to 
stare up at, with awe, and think a mighty palace, hut which 
had somehow fallen off m grandeur and size) , and here was 
Mr Grim wig all ready to receive them, kissing the young 
lady, and the old one too when they got out of the coach, 
as if he were the giandfather of the whole party, all smiles 
and kindness, and not offering to eat his head —no, not once , 
not even when he contradicted a very old postboy about the 
nearest road to London, and maintained he knew it best, 
though he had only come that way once, and that time fast 
asleep There was dinner prepared, and there were bed-rooms 
»ady, and everything was arranged as if by magic 

Notwithstanding all this, when the hurry of the first half- 
hour was over the same silence and constraint prevailed that 
had marked their journey down Mi Brownlow did not join 
them at dinner, but remained in a separate room. The tv 0 
other gentlemen hurried in and out -with anxious faces, and 
danng the short intervals when they were present, conversed 
opart Once, Mrs. Maylie was called away, and after being 
absent for nearly an hour, returned with eyes swollen with 
keeping All these things made Bose and Oliver, w ho wei e 
not in any new secrets, nervous and uncomfortable They 
sat wondering in silence , or, if they exchanged a few- words, 
spoke m whispers, as if they were afraid to hear the sound 
ot their own voices 


-7“ when nme o'clock had come, and they began 

ami M?n heyTVere more tbat Mr Losbeme 

SIr Gr “awig entered (he room, followed by Mr. Brown- 

7 Snd / “, nn Tvhom 0hver alm °st shrieked with surprise 
^ see; for they told him it was his brothel, and TtS 

m 4fh“V le hnd f ^f at tb ! market - towi b and seen looking 
iuin t ag ^ f 7 indow of Mttle room. Monk? 

flHhe^nn* R a ? n rbjch ’ T n then ' he couW not dissemble 
stomshed boy, and sat down near the door Mr. 
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Biovmlow, who hod papers in his hand, talked to a table 
neai which Bose and Olivei were seated 

“ This is a painful task,” said he, “ but these declarations, 
which have been signed in London before many gentlemen, 
must be m substance lepeated here I would have spared 
you the degradation, but we must hear them fiom youi ovtf 
lips before we part, and you know w hy ” 

“ Go on,” said the peison addressed, turmng away his face 
“ Quick I have almost done enough, I think Don't keep 
me here ” 

“This child,” said Mi Brownlow, drawing Oliver to him, 
and laymg his hand upon his head, “isyoui lialf-bi other , 
the illegitimate son of your father, my deal friend Edwin 
Leeford, by poor young Agnes Fleming, who died m giving 
him bn th ” 

“Yes,” said Monks, scowling at the trembling boy the 
beating of whose heart he might have heaid “ That is their 
bastard child ” 

“The teim you use,” Said Mr Brownlow, sternly, “is a 
reproach to those who long since passed beyond the feeble 
censure of the world It reflects disgrace on no one living 
except you who use it. Let that pass He was born in this 
town * 

“In the woikhouse of this town,” was the sullen reply 
“You have the story theie” He pointed impatiently to 
the papers as he spoke 

“ I must have it here, too,” said Mi Brownlow, looking 
lound upon the listeners 

“Listen then! You!” returned Monks. “His father 
being taken ill* at Borne, was joined by his wife, my mothei, 
frofn whom he had been long separated, who went from 
Pans and took me with her — to look after Ins piopert} foi 
what I know, foi she had no gieat affection for him, nor 
he foi her He knewr nothing of us, foi his senses w r ere 
gone, and he slumbered on till next day, when he died 
Among the papers in his desk, were two, dated on th^' 
night his illness first came on, directed to yourself , ” he 
addressed himself to Mr Brownlow , “ and enclosed in a 
few short lines to you, with an intimation on the cover of 
the package that it w r as not to be forwarded till after he w ns 
dead One of these papers w r as a letter to this girl Agnes , 
the other a will ” 

“ TYhat of the lettei ? ” asked Mi Bi own low 
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“The lettei ? — A sheet of paper ciossed and ciossed again, 
vnth a penitent confession, and prayers to God to help her 
He had palmed a tale on the gnl that some secret mystei y 
—to be explained one day — pi evented his marrying her just 
then , and so she had gone on, trusting patiently to him, 
until she trusted too far, and lost what none could evei give 
l?r back She was, at that time, within a few months of 
her confinement He told her all he had meant to do, to 
hide her shame, if he had lived, and prayed hei, if he died, 
not to curse Ins memory, 01 think the consequences of their 
sin would lie visited on hei oi their young child, for all the 
guilt was his He reminded her of the day he had giv on 
her the little locket and the ring with hei Christian name 
engraved upon it, and a blank left for that which he hoped 
one day to have bestowed upon hei — prayed her yet to keep 
it, and weai it next her heart, as she had done before — and 
then ran op, wildly, in the same words, ovei and over ngam, 
as if he had gone distracted I believe he had ” 

“The will,” said Mi Brownlow, ns Oliver's team fell fast 
Monks was silent. 

j“ The will,” said Mi Biovvnlow, speaking for him, “was 
in the same spmt as the lettei He talked of miseries wlueli 
his wife had hi ought upon him , of the rebellious disposition, 
wee, malice, and premature bad passions of you his only 
son, who had been trained to hate lnm , and left you, and 
your mother, each an annuity of eight hundred pounds. 
Hie bulk of his pioperty he divided into two equal portions 
-one for Agnes Fleming, and the other for then child, 
« it should be born alive, and ever come of age If it 
vere a girl, it was to inherit the money unconditionally; 
Jut if a boy, only on the stipulation than in Ins mmonty 
ne should never have stained his name with any public 
act of dishonour, meanness, cowardice, 01 wrong He did 
nis, he said, to mark lps confidence m the mother, and 
his conviction— only strengthened by approaching death— 

ftL W ° Uld , Share Ler gentle heart, and noble 

the moni w r" 6 dlsap P ointed m th * expectation, then 
when both l 8 m C ° me t0 y ° U then ’ and not till then, 
nnor ch;ld T ' veie ^ ^o«ld he recognise your 
W hi r UP ° D hlS pUrSe ’ " ho bad noQe upon bis heart 
aversion ”^ r ° m “ mfant ’ repulsed lum ^coldness S 

“% mother, said Monks, in a, louder tone, “ did what 
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a woman should have done She burnt this will The 
letter never reached its destination , but that, and other 
proofs, she kept, in case they ever tried to he away the blot 
The girl’s father had the truth from her with e\ ery aggra- 
vation that her violent hate — I love her foi it now — could 
add Goaded by shame and dishonour he fled with h^J 
children into a remote coiner of Wales, changmg his Aery 
name that his friends might never know of his retreat , and 
here, no great while afterwards, he was found dead m his 
bed The girl had left her home, in secret, some weeks 
before , he had searched for her, on foot, m every town and 
village near , it was on the night when he returned home, 
assured that she had destroyed herself, to hide her shame 
and his, that his old heart broke ” 

Theie was a short silence here, until Mr Brownlow took 
up the thread of the narrative 

“ Years after this,” he said, a this man's — Edward Lee 
ford’s — mother came to me He had left her, when only 
eighteen , robbed her of jewels and money , gambled, 
squandered, forged, and fled to London where for two 
years he had associated with the lowest outcasts She 
sinking under a painful and incurable disease, and wished 
to recover him before she died Inquiries 'were set on foot, 
and strict searches made They were unavailing for a long 
time, but ultimately successful , and he went back with her 
to France ” 

u There she died,” said Monks, “ after a lingering illness , 
and, on her death bed, she bequeathed these secrets to me, 
together with her unquenchable and deadly hatred of all 
whom they involved — though she need not have left me 
that, for I had inherited it long before She would not 
believe that the girl had destroyed herself, and the child 
too, but was filled with the impression that a male child 
had been born, and was alive I swore to her, if ever it 
crossed my path, to hunt it down , never to let it rest , to 
pursue it with the bitterest and most unrelenting animosity^ 
to vent upon it the hatred that I deeply felt, and to spit 
upon the empty vaunt of that insulting will by dragging it, 
if I could, to the very gallows foot She was right. He 
came m my way at last I began well , and, but for 
babbling drabs, I would have finished as I began 1 ” 

As the villain folded his arms tight together, and mut- 
tered curses on himself in the impotence of baffled malice, 
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Mr Brownlow turned to the terrified group beside him, and 
explained that the Jew, who had been lus old accomplice 
and confidant, had a large reward for keeping Oliver en- 
snared of which some part was to be given up, in the event 
of his being rescued and that a dispute on this head had 
M to their visit to the country house for the 'purpose of 
identifying him 

“ The locket and ring ? ” said Mr Brownlow, turning to 
Monks 

“ I bought them from the man and woman I told you of, 
who stole them fiom the nurse, who stole them from the 
corpse,” answered Monks without laising his eyes. “ You 
know what became of them.” 

Mr Brownlow merely nodded to Mr Grimwig, who dis- 
appearing with great alacrity, shortly returned, pushing m 
Mrs. Bumble, and dragging her unwilling consort after him. 

“ Do my hi’s deceive me ’ ” cued Mr Bumble, with ill- 
feigned enthusiasm, “ or is that little Oliver? Oh O-li-ver, 
if you know* d how I’ve been a-gnevmg for you — ” 

" Hold your tongue, fool,” murmured Mrs, Bumble. 

Isn’t natur, natur, Mrs Bumble?” remonstrated the 
workhouse master “ Can’t I be supposed to feel — I as 
brought him up poroclually — when I see him a-settmg here 
among ladies and gentlemen of the very aff ablest descrip- 
tion I I always loved that boy as if he’d been my — my — my 
own grandfather,” said Mr Bumble, halting for an appro- 
priate comparison. “ Master Oliver, my dear, you remem- 
ber the blessed gentleman in the white waistcoat? Ah * 
he went to heaven last week, m a oak coffin with plated 
handles, Oliver ” 1 

feelings 1 ”’ ^ ^ Mr 6nmwi & torfcl y » “ suppress your 

“w 1 V ? 1 do ™y endeavours, sir,” replied Mr Bumble 
•ttow do you do, sir? I hope you are very well ” 
this salutahon was addressed to Mr Brownlow, who had 

^ U t 5 to Wlthl ? a sbort ^^nce of the respectable 
couple He inquired, as he pointed to Monks, P 
you know that person ? M 
1 5° rephed Mrs Bumble flatly 

spouL 6 '^ 3 *“ d0n ' t? ” s “ d Mr addreaemg her 

“N^LT h ’ m ’1 a11 “y We,” mid Mr. Bumble. 

■Nor sold him anything, perhaps ? ” 
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“No,” replied Mrs Bumble 

“You ne\er had, perhaps, a certain gold locket and 
ring ? ” said Mr Brownlow 

“Certainly not,” replied the matron. “Why aie ve 
brought here to answer to such nonsense as this ? ” 

Again Mr Brownlow nodded to Mr Gnmwig , and agam 
that gentleman limped away with extraordinary readinesi. 
But not agam did he return 'with a stout man and wife , for 
this time, he led in two palsied women, who shook and 
tottered as they walked 

“You shut the door the night old Sally died,” said the 
foremost one, raising hei shmelled hand, “but you couldn’t 
shut out the sound, nor stop the chinks ” 

“No, no,” said the other, looking round her and wagging 
her toothless jaws. “ No, no, no ” 

“We heard her tiy to tell you what she’d done, and saw 
you take a paper from her hand, and watched you too, next 
day, to the pawnbroker’s shop,” said the first 

“Yes,” added the second, “and it was a * locket and gold 
ring 9 We found out that, and saw it given you We were 
by Ob 1 we were by ” j , 

“ And we know more than that,” resumed the first, “ for 
she told us often, long ago, that the young mother had told 
her that, feeling she should never get over it, she was on 
her way, at the time that she was taken ill, to die near tire 
grave of the father of the child ” 

“Would you like to see the pawnbroker himself?” asked 
Mr Grim wig with a motion towards the door 

“No,” replied the woman, “if he”- — she pointed to 
Monks — “ has been coward enough to confess, as I see he 
has, and you have sounded all these hags till you have found 
the right ones, I have nothing more to say I did sell them, 
and they’re where you’ll never get them What then ? ” 
“Nothing,” leplied Mr Brownlow, “except that it re- 
mains for us to take care that neither of you is employed m 
a situation of trust agam You may leave the room ” >? 

“ I hope,” said Mr Bumble, looking about him with grem' 
ruefulness, as Mr Gnmwig disappeared with the two old 
women “ I hope that this unfortunate little circumstance 
will not deprive me of my porochial office ? ” 

“Indeed it will,” replied Mr Biownlow “You maj 
make up your mind to that, and think yourself veil off 
besides ” 
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“ It was all Mrs. Bumble She would do it, ’ urged Mi. 
Bumble , first looking round to ascertain that his partner 
had left the room 

“ That is no excuse,” replied Mr Brownlow “You were 
present on the occasion of the destruction of these trinkets 
«ad indeed are the more guilty of the two, in the eye of 
tne law, for the law supposes that your wife acts under 
your direction.” 

“ If the law supposes that,” said Mr Bumble, squeezing 
his hat emphatically in both hands, “ the law is a ass — a 
idiot If that’s the eye of the law, the law is a bacheloi , 
and the worst I wish the law is, that Ins eye may be opened 
by experience — by experience ” 

Laying gieat stiess on the repetition of these two words 
Mr. Bumble fixed his hat on very tight, and putting his 
hands m his pockets, followed his helpmate down stans. 

‘‘Young lady,” said Mi Brownlow turning to Bose, 
“give me your hand. Bo not tremble. You need not feai 
to heai the few remaining woids we have to say ” 

“ If they have — I do not know how they can, but if they 
Live— any reference to me,” said Bose, “ pray let me heai 
taem at some othei time I have not strength or spirits 
now ” 


Bay,” returned the old gentleman, drawing her arm 
through his , “ you have more fortitude than this, I am sure. 
Do you know tins young lady, sir ? ” 

“ Yes,” replied Monks. 

“ I nevei saw you before,” said Bose faintly. 

|| I have seen yon often,” letiuned Monks. 

„ jk 0 ^ iher , of tlie unll appy Agnes had tico daughters,” 
child 1 ? ” Bf0Wnl0W mat ' vas thG fate of the other— the 

“The child,” replied Monks, “ when her father died in 
a stiange place, m a strange name, until out a letter book. 

frwnT P ° f 1> f r | er tbat y ielded the faintest clue by which his 
trends or relatives could be traced-the child was taken to 
wretched cottagers, who reared it as their own ” 5 

appmof’ “Go “'.. BroWnIow ' ‘0 Mn. Mnyhe to 

SSiSIIIsSH 
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11 She took it, did she ? ” 

“No The people were poor and began to sicken — at 
least the man did — of their fine humanity, so she left it 
with them, giving them a small present of money which 
would not last long, and promised more, which she ne^er 
meant to send She didn’t quite rely, howe\er, on th&L 
discontent and poverty for the child’s unhappiness, but told 
the history of the sistei’s shame, with such alterations as 
suited her , bade them take good heed of the child, for she 
came of bad blood , and told them she was illegitimate, and 
sure to go wrong at one time 01 other The circumstances 
countenanced all this , the people believed it , and there the 
child dragged on an existence, miserable enough e^en to 
satisfy us, until a widow lady, residing, then, at Chester saw 
the girl by chance, pitied her, and took her home There 
was some cursed spell, I think, against us , for in spite of 
all our efforts she remained there and was happy I lost 
sight of her, two or three years ago, and saw her no more 
until a few months back ’ 

“ Bo you see her now ? ” 

“ Yes Leaning on your aim ” I 

“But not the less my niece,” cued Mrs Haylie, folding 
the fainting gnl m her arms , “ not the less my dearest child 
I would not lose hei now, for all the ti ensures of the world 
My sweet companion, my own dear girl 1 ” 

“ The only friend I ever had,” cried Rose, clinging to her 
“ The kindest, best of friends My heart will burst I can 
not bear all this ” 

u You have borne more, and have been, through all, the 
best and gentlest creature that evei shed happiness on every 
one she knew,” said Mis Maylie, embracing her tenderly 
“ Come, come, my love, remembei who this is who waits to 
clasp you in his arms, pooi child ! See heie— look, look, my 
dear 1 ” 

“ Not aunt,” cued Oliver, throwing his arms about liei 
neck , “ I’ll nevei call her aunt — sistei, my own dear sister-* 
that something taught my heart to love so dearly from 
first ! Rose, dear, darling Rose 1 ” 

Let the tears which fell, and the broken words which were 
exchanged m the long close embrace between the orphans, be 
sacred A fathei, sister, and mother, were gained, and lost, 
in that one moment J oy and grief were mingled in the cup > 
but there were no bittei tears for even grief itself arose so 
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softened, and clothed m such sweet and tendei ^collections, 
that it became a solemn pleasure, and lost all character 

Pa ?hey were a long, long time alone A soft tap at the 
door, at length announced that some one was witho 1 
*|iver opened it, glided away, and gave place to Hairy 

*0 know it all,” he said, talcing a seat beside the lovely 

girl “ Dear Rose, I know it all ” , 

“lam not here by accident,” he added after a lengthened 
silence, “nor have I heard all this to night, for I knew it 
yesterday— only yesterday. Do you guess that I have come 
to remind you of a promise 9 ” 

“ Stay,” said Bose “ You do know all 
H AIL You gave me lea^e, at any time within a year, to 
renew the subject of our last discourse ' 

“I did” 

“ Not to press you to alter your determination, pursued 
the young man, “ but to hear you repeat it, if you would 
I was to lay whatever of station or fortune I might possess 
^ your feet, and if you still adhered to your former deter- 
mination, I pledged myself, by no word or act, to seek to 
change it ” 

“The same leasons which influenced me then, will in- 
fluence me now,” said Rose firmly “If I ever owed a 
strict and ngid duty to her, whose goodness saved me from 
a life of indigence and suffering, when should I eiei feel 
it, as I should to-night 9 It is a struggle,” said Rose, “ but 
one I am proud to make , it is a pang, but one my heart 
shall bear.” 

“ The disclosure of to-night, — ” Harry began • 

“ The disclosure of to-night,” replied Rose softly, “ leaves 
me in the same position, with reference to you, as that in 
which I stood before ” 

“You harden your heart against me, Rose,” urged liei 
, l|ver f 

f, “ Oh, Harry, Harry,” said the young lady, bursting into 
, tears , “ I wish I could, and spare myself this pam ” 

. “Then why inflict it on yourself 9 ” said Hairy, taking 
It ber hand. “ Think, deal Rose, think what you have heard 
, to-night ” 

j “ And what have I heard ! "What have I heard ! ” cried 
c, Rose “ That a sense of his deep disgrace so worked upon 
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my own father that he shunned all — there, we have said 
enough, Harry, we have said enough.” 

“Not yet, not yet,” said the young man, detaining her 
as she rose “ My hopes, my wishes, piospects, feeling 
every thought in life except my love for you , ha^ e undergone 
a change I offei you, now, no distinction among a bustling 
crowd , no mingling with a world of malice and detraction, 
where the blood is called into honest cheeks by aught but 
real disgrace and shame , but a home — a heart and home — 
yes, dearest Rose, and those, and those alone, are all I ha's e 
to offer ” 

“ What do you mean ! 99 she faltered. 

“ I mean but this — that when I left you last, I left you 
with a firm determination to level all fancied barriers between 
yourself and me , resolved that if my world could not be 
yours, I would make yours mine , that no pride of birth 
should curl the lip at you, for I would turn from it This 
I ha\e done. Those who have shrunk from me because of 
this, have shrunk from you, and proved you so far right. 
Such power and patronage such relatives of influence and 
lank as smiled upon me then, look coldly now , but they' 
are smiling fields and waving trees in England's nchesc 
county , and by one village church — mine, Rose, my own ! 

there stands a lustic dwelling which you can make me 
prouder of, than all the hopes I have renounced, measured a 
thousandfold This is my rank and station now, and here 
I lay it down 1 ” 

****** 

“Its a trying thing waiting supper for lovers,” said Mr 
Grim wig, waking up, and pulling his pocket handkerchief 
from over his head 

Truth to tell, the supper had been waiting a most 
unreasonable tune Neither Mrs May lie, nor Harry, nor 
Rose (who all came m together), could offei a word in 
extenuation 

“ I had senous thoughts of eating my head to night,” said 
Mr Grimwig, “foi I began to think I should get nothn# 
else I'll take the liberty, if you'll allow me, of saluting the 
bride that is to be ” 

Mr Grimwig lost no time m carrying this notice into 
effect upon the blushing gnl , and the example, being con 
tagious, was follov ed both by the doctor and Mr Brownlov 
some people affirm that Harry Maylie had been observed to 
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set it, ongmaUy, m n dark room adjoining , but the best 
authorities considei this downnglit scandal he being young 
and a clergyman 

“Oliver, my child,” said Mrs. Maybe, “wheie have you 
been, and why do you look so sad i; There arc tears stealing 
n youi face at this fnoment What is the matter 9 ” 

It is a world of disappointment ; often to the hopes we 
most cherish, and hopes that do our nature the greatest 
honour 

Poor Dick was dead ! 



CHAPTER LH 


fagin’s last night ALTVE 

The court was paved, from floor to Toof, with human faces 
Inquisitive and eager eyes peered from every inch of space 
From the rail before the dock, away into the sharpest angle 
of the smallest corner in the galleries, all looks were fixed 
upon one man — Fagin Before him and behind above, 
below, on the right and on the left he seemed to stand 
surrounded by a firmament, all bright with gleaming eyes 
He stood there, m all this glare of living hght, with one 
hand resting on the wooden slab before him, the other held 
to his ear, and his head thrust forward to enable him to 
catch with greater distinctness every word that fell from th£ 
2) residing judge, who was delivering his charge to the jury. 
At times, he turned his eyes sharply u])on them to obsene 
the effect of the slightest featherweight m his favour , and 
when the points against him were stated with temble dis- 
tinctness, looked towards his counsel, m mute appeal that 
he would, even then, urge something in his behalf Beyond 
these manifestations of anxiety, he stirred not hand or foot 
He had scaicely moved since the trial began , and now that 
the judge ceased to speak, he still lemamed in the same 
strained attitude of close attention, with his gaze bent on 
him, as though he listened still 

A slight bustle in the court recalled him to himself 
Looking round, he saw that the jurymen had turned together, 
to consider of their verdict As his eyes wandered to the 
gallery, he could see the people rising above each other td^ 
see his face some hastily applying their glasses to their 
eyes and others whispering their neighbours with looks 
expressive of abhorrence A few there were, who seemed 
unmindful of him, and looked only to the jury, m impatient 
wonder how they could delay But m no one face — not 
even among the women, of whom there were many there— 
could he read the faintest sympathy with himself, or any 
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feeling but one of all-absorbing interest tbat be should be 

condemned , , , , . 

As he saw all this m one bewildered glance, the death -like 
stillness came again, and looking back, he saw that the jury- 
men had turned towards the judge Hush ? 

>Tliey only sought permission to retire 
He looked, wistfully, into their faces, one by one, when 
they passed out, as though to see which way the greater 
number leant, but that was fruitless. The jailer touched 
lnm on the shoulder He followed mechanically to the end 
of the dock, and sat down on a chair The man pointed 
it out, or he would not have seen it 

He looked up into the gallery agam. Some of the people 
weie eating, and some fanning themselves with handkei- 
chiefs , for the crowded place was very hot There was one 
young man sketching his face m a little note-book. He 
wondered whether it was like, and looked on when the artist 
broke his pencil-point, and made another with his knife, as 
any idle spectator might have done. 

In the same way, when he turned Ins eyes towards the 
’kidge,. his mind began to busy itself with the fashion of his 
aiess, and what it cost, and how he put it on. There was an 
old fat gentleman on the bench, too, who had gone out, some 
half an hour before, and now come back He wondered 
within himself whether this man had been to get his dmnei, 
what he had had, and where he had had it , and pursued 
this tram of careless thought until some new object caught 
his eye and roused another. 

Not that, all this time, his mind was, for an instant, free 
from one oppressive overwhelming sense of the grave that 
opened at his feet , it was ever present to him, but in a vague 
and general way, and he could not fix his thoughts upon 
it Thus, even while he tiembled, and turned burning 
hot at the idea of speedy death, he fell to counting the 
iron spikes before him, and wondering how the head of 
jpne had been broken ofi; and whethei they would mend it 
or leave it as it was Then, he thought of all the honors 
of the gallows and the scaffold — and stopped to watch a 
man sprinkling the floor to cool it— and then went on to 
think again 

At length there was a cry of silence, and a bieathless look 
trom all towards the door The jury returned, and passed 
him close. He could glean nothing fiom their faces ; they 
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might as well have been of stone Perfect stillness ensued — 
not a rustle — not a breath — Guilty 

The building rang with a tremendous shout, and another, 
and another, and then it echoed loud groans, then gatheied 
strength as they swelled out, like angry thunder It u as a 
peal of joy from the populace outside, greeting the neu^ 
that he would die on Monday 

The noise subsided, and he M os asked if he had anything 
to say why sentence of death should not be passed upon him 
He had resumed his listening attitude, and looked intently at 
his questioner while the demand was made , but it was twice 
repeated before he seemed to hear it, and then he only 
muttered that he was an old man — an old man — an old man 
— and so, dropping into a whisper, was silent again 

The judge assumed the black cap, and the prisoner still 
stood with the same air and gesture A woman in the 
gallery uttered some exclamation, called forth by this dread 
solemnity , he looked hastily up as if angry at the inter- 
ruption, and bent forward yet moie attentn ely The address 
was solemn and impressive , the sentence fearful to hear 
But he stood, like a marble figure, without the motion of 
nerve His haggard face was still thrust forward, his under- 
jaw hanging down, and his eyes stanng out before him, 
when the jailer put his hand upon Ins arm, and beckoned 
him away He gazed stupidly about him for an instant, 
and obeyed 

They led him through a paved room under the court, 
where some prisoners were waiting till their turns came, and 
others were talking to their friends, who ciowded round a 
grate which looked into the open yard There was nobody 
there, to speak to him , but, as he passed, the prisoners fell 
back to render him more visible to the people who were 
clinging to the bars and they assailed him with opprobrious 
names, and screeched and hissed He shook his fist, and 
would have spat upon them , but his conductors hurried him 
on, through a gloomy passage lighted by a few dim lamps^ 
into the interior of the prison 

Here, he was searched, that he might not have about him 
the means of anticipating the law , this ceremony performed, 
they led him to one of the condemned cells, and left him 
there — alone 

He sat down on a stone bench opposite the door, which 
served for seat and bedstead , and casting his blood shot 
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eyes upon, the ground, tried to collect his thoughts After 
awhile, he began to remember a few disjointed fragments of 
what the judge had said • though it had seemed to him, at 
the time, that he could not hear a w ord These gradually 
fell into their proper places, and by degrees suggested more 
jj) that in a little tune he had the whole, almost as it was 
delivered To be hanged by the neck, till he was dead — 
that was the end To be hanged by the neck till he was 
dead. 

As it came on very daik, he began to think of all the 
men he had known who had died upon the scaffold , some 
of them through his means They rose up, m such quick 
succession, that he could hardly count them He had seen 
some of them die, — and had joked too, because they died 
with prayers upon them bps With what a rattling noise 
the drop went down , and how suddenly they changed, from 
strong and vigorous men to dangling hepps of clothes 1 
Some of them might have inhabited that very cell— sat 
upon that veiy spot It was very dark ; why didn't they 
bring a light? The cell had been built for many years 
‘^ores of men must have passed their last hours there It 
was like sitting in a vault strewn with dead bodies— the cap 
the noose, the pmioned arms, the faces that he knew even 
beneath that hideous veiL — Light, light 1 ’ 

At length, when his hands were raw with beating against 
the heavy door and walls, tivo men appeared one bearing a 
candle which he thiust into an non candlestick fixed against 
the wall the other dragging m a mattress on which to pass 
the night , foi the prisoner was to be left alone no mom 
then came night— dark, dismal, silent night Other 
i'iwT^ ar ® ? lad to liear the church-clocks stake, for thev 

Th A f 16 C ° ImUg d , ay To hlm the y b «>ught despair 
The boom of every iron bell came laden with the one, deep 

*" “^-Death What availed the noise and fie 
t cheerful morning, which penetrated even theie, to him * 

t^ g ““° ther tMm ° f ktteU ’ «Med t ”S„ 

J2* d “ y P" ssed ° ff Day* There was no day, it was 
k»own persuasion had come to pray beside C, bn t he* h„°d 
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driven them away with curses They lenewed their charit- 
able efforts, and he beat them off 

Saturday night. He had only one night more to live 
And as he thought of this, the day broke— Sunday 

It was not until the night of this last awful day, that a 
withenng sense of his helpless, desperate state came m its 
intensity upon his blighted soul , not that he had er held 
any defined or positive hope of mercy, but that he had never 
been able to consider more than the dun probability of dying 
so soon He had spoken little to either of the two men, who 
lelieved each other m their attendance upon him , and they, 
for their parts, made no effort to rouse his attention He 
had sat there, awake, but dreaming Now, he started up, 
every minute, and with gasping mouth and burning skin, 
burned to and fro, in such a paroxysm of fear and wrath 
that even they — used to such sights — recoiled from him with 
horror He grew §0 terrible, at last, in all the tortures of 
his evil conscience, that one man could not bear to sit there, 
eyeing him alone , and so the two kept watch togethei 
He cowered down upon his stone bed, and thought of the 
past He had been wounded with some missiles from tl^ 
crowd on the day of Ins capture, and his head was bandaged 
with a linen cloth His red hair hung down upon his bloodless 
face , his heard was torn, and twisted into knots , his eyes 
shone with a temble light , his unwashed flesh crackled with 
the fever that burnt him up Eight — nine — ten If it was 

not a trick to frighten him, and those were the real hours 
treading on each other’s heels, where would he he, when they 
came round again 1 Eleven I Anothei struck, before the 
voice of the pievious hour had ceased to vibrate At eight, 
he would be the only mournei m his own funeral train , at 
eleven 

Those dieadful walls of Newgate, which have hidden so 
much misery and such unspeakable anguish, not only from 
the eyes, but, too often, and too long, from the thoughts, 
of men, never held so dread a spectacle as that The feW. 
who Lingered as they passed, and wondered what the man 
was doing who was to he hanged to-morrou, would have 
slept but ill that night, if they could have seen him 

Erom early in the evening until nearly midnight, little 
groups of two and three presented themselves at the lodge- 
gate, and inquired, with anxious faces, whether any reprieve 
h#d been received These being answered m the negative- 
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communicated the welcome intelligence to clusters in the 
street, who pointed out to one another the door from which 
he must come out, and showed where the scaffold would be 
"built and, walking with unwilling steps away, turned back 
to conjure up the scene. By degrees they fell off, one by 
'^ae , and, for an hour, m the dead of night, the street was 
left to solitude and darkness. 

The space before the prison was cleared, and a few strong 
bamers, painted black, had been already thrown across the 
road to break the pressure of the expected crowd, when Mr. 
Brownlow and Ohvei appeared at the wicket, and presented 
an order of admission to the pnsonei, signed by one of the 
sheriffs They were immediately admitted into the lodge. 

“Is the young gentleman to come too, sir’ ’ said the man 
whose duty it was to conduct them. “Its not a sight foi 
children, sir ” ° 


“It is not indeed, my friend,” rejoined Mi Biownlow; 
“ but my business with this man is intimately connected with 
him , and as this child has seen him m the lull career of his 
success and villany, I think it as well— even at the cost of 
jome pam and fear— that he should see him now.” 

These few words had been said apart, so as to be inaudible 
to Oliver The man touched Ins hat , and glancing at Oliver 
with some curiosity, opened another gate, opposite to that 
hy which they had entered, and led them on, through dark 
and -winding ways, towards the cells, 

“ This, ' said the man. stopping m a gloomy passages here 
a couple of workmen were making some preparations m 
P found silence — “this is the place he passes through If 
you step this way, you can see the door he goes out at . 5 

dJ,L ed + f em mt °/ " tone kltcheD > fitted with coppers for 
dressing the pnson food, and pointed to a door. There was 

n open grating above it, through which came the sound of 
si oices, mingled with the noise of hammering and the 

£s g domi ° f ^ "« p -a? uf z 

Prom this place, they passed through several strong mA™ 

s 1 
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the passage, stretching themseh es as if glad of the temporary 
relief, and motioned the visitors to follow the jailer into the 
celL They did so 

1 The condemned criminal was seated on his bed, rocking 
himself from side to side, with a countenance more like that 
of a snared beast than the face of a man His mind wqp 
evidently wandering to Ins old life, foi he continued to mutter, 
without appearing conscious of their presence otherwise than 
as a part of Ins vision 

“ Good boy, Charley — well done—” he mumbled “Oln er, 
too, ha 1 ha 1 ha I Oliver too — quite the gentleman now — 
quite the — take that boy away to bed ! ” 

The jailer took the disengaged hand of Oliver , and, 
whispering him not to be alarmed, looked on without 
speaking 

“ Take him away to bed 1” cried Fagin “Do you hear 
me, some of you 9 ” He has been the— -the — somehow the 
cause of all this It’s worth the money to bring him up to 
it — Bolter’s throat, Bill , never mind the gnl — Bolter’s throat 
as deep as you can cut Saw Ins head oft T ” 

“ Fagm,” said the jailer 1 7 

“That’s me } ” cried the Jew, falling, instantly, into the 
attitude of listening he had assumed upon his trial “ An 
old man, my Lord , a very old, old man 1 ” 

“Here,” said the turnkey, laying his hand upon liis breast 
to keep him down “ Here’s somebody wants to see you, to 
ask you some questions, I suppose Fagin> Fagm ! Are 
you a man ? ” 

I shan t be one long,” he replied, looking up with a face 
le taming no human expression but rage and teiror “ Strike 
them all dead ! What right have they to butcher me ? ’ 

As he spoke he caught sight of Oliver and Mr Bro^\ nlow 
Shrinking to the fuithest cornei of the seat, he demanded to 
know what they wanted there 

sai< ^ the turnkey, still holding him down 
-Now, sir, tell him what you want. Quick, if you pleasq> 
for he grows v orse as the time gets on ” 
a have some papers,” said Mi Biownlow advancing, 

which were placed in your hands, for bettei security, by a 
man called Monks ” 

It s all a he together,” replied Fagm li I haven’t one 
— not one ” 

Foi the love of God,” said Mr Biownlow solemnity, u do 
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not say that now, upon the very veige of death , but tell 
me where they are You know that Sikes is (load , that 
Monks has confessed , that tlieie is no hope of any fmtliei 
gam Where are those papcis ? *’ 

“Oliver,” cned Fagm, beckoning to lmn “ Here, here 1 
^et me \\ hisper to j ou ” 

> ‘ I am not afraid,” said Olivei in a low ioico, ns he 
relinquished Mr. Brownlow’s hand 

“The papers,” said Fagin, drawing Oliver towards him, 
“ are m a canvas hag, in a hole a little \\ a}’ up the clmnney 
m the top fiont-room. I v ant to talk to you, my dear, "l 
w ant to talk to you ” 

“Yes, j r es,” returned Oliver " Let me say a prayer Do * 
Let me say one prayer Say only one, upon youi knees, 
with me, and we will talk till morning.” 

“Outside, outside,” replied Fagm, pushing the boy befoie 
him towards the door, and looking a acautlj over his head, 
“ Say I've gone to sleep — they’ll beho\o you. You can get 
me out, if you take me so Now then, non then 1 ” 

“Oh! God forgive this wretched man!” cried the hoj 
Jrith a burst of tears 

7 “That’s right, that’s right,” said Fagin, “That’ll help 
us on. This door first. If I shake and tremble, ns Me 
pass the gallons, don’t you mind, hut hurry on. How 
now, now ! ” ’ 

“Have you nothmg else to ask lnm, sn?” inquired the 
turnkey 


“ No other question,” replied Mr Brownlov . “ If I hoped 

we could recall him to a sense of Ins position ” 

‘ Nothing will do that, sir," replied the man, shaking his 
head. “ You had better lea\ e lum ” 

The door of the cell opened, and the attendants returned 

5, cned Fnsm - “ Son,s > but not » 

The men laid hands upon him, and disengagmg Olivei 
4 from his grasp, held hun back He strimgJl w'ith tlm 
i es f eratl ® n > f or an instant; and, then sent up cry 
upon ciy that penetrated even those massive walls, and ranc 
m their ears until they readied the open yard 8 

it was some time before thev left ™ ai 

S’ f ym °r d after U,B «ceu“ a n P d ^a so °^ 

tlmt for an hour or mow, l,o had not tho tXS to IT 
Day naa damnug when tll 
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multitude had already assembled , the 'windows were filled 
with people, smoking and playing cards to beguile the time , 
the crowd were pushing, quai rolling, joking Everything 
told of life and animation, but one dark cluster of objects m 
the centre of all — the black stage, the cross beam, the ropa 
and all the hideous apparatus of death 


CHAPTER LIH 


AND LAST 


The fortunes of those who have figured in this tale are 
nearly closed. The little that remains to tlieir historian to 
relate, is told m few and simple woids 

Before three months had passed, Rose Fleming and Han y 
Maybe were married' m the village church which Mas hence- 
forth to he the scene of the young clergyman’s labours ; on 
the same day they entered into possession of their new and 
iappy home 

ill's. Maybe took up her abode n ith liei son and daugliter- 
mdaw, to enjoy, during the tranquil reHiaindei of her days, 
the greatest felicity that age and worth can know— the con- 
templation of the happiness of those on whom the uarmosi 
affections and tenderest cares of a well-spent life, hn\ e been 
unceasingly bestowed 

It appeared, on full and careful investigation, that if the 
wieck of property remaining m the custody of Monks (which 
had never prospered either m his bauds 01 m those of lus 
mother) were equally divided between himself and Olivoi 
it would yield' to each, little more than three thousand 
pounds By the previsions of his father’s will, Olivei 
would have been entitled to the whole; but Mr. Biounlow 
unwilling to deprive the elder son of the oppoitumty of 
^retrieving lus former vices and pursuing an honest career, 
proposed this mode of distnbution, to winch his \oumr 
chaige joyfully acceded. b 

at assumed name, retired with Ins 
of the Hew "W orld , where, having 
once more fell into his old courses, 
!ong confinement foi some fresh act 
it length sunk undei an attack of 


Monks, still bearing 
portion to a distant pt 
quickly squandered it, 
fmd, after undergoing 
of fraud and knuverj 
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his old disorder, and died in piison As far from home, 
died the chief remaining members of his fnend Fagm’s 
gang 

Mr Brownlow adopted Olivei as his son Removing with 
lnm and the old housekeeper to within a mile of the par 
sonage-house, where his dear friends resided, he gratified 
the only remaining wish of Oliver’s w arm and earnest heart, 
and thus linked together a little society, whose condition 
approached as nearly to one of perfect happiness as can ever 
be known in this changing world. 

Soon after the marriage of the young people, the worthy 
doctor returned to Chertsey, where, bereft of the presence of 
his old friends, he would have been discontented if his tern 
perament had admitted of such a feeling , and a\ ould have 
turned quite peevish if he had known how For two or 
three months, he contented himself with hinting that he 
feared the air began to disagree with him , then, finding 
that the place really no longer was, to lnm, what it had been, 
he settled his business on his assistant, took a bachelor’s 
cottage outside the village of which his young friend was 
pastor, and instantaneously recovered Here, he took to gar * 1 
dening, planting, fishing, carpentering, and various othei 
pursuits of a similar land all undertaken with his charac 
tenstic impetuosity 1 In each and all, he has since become 
famous throughout the neighbouihood, as a most profound 
authority 

Before his removal, he had managed to contract a strong 
friendship for Mr Grimwig, which that eccentric gentleman 
cordially reciprocated He is accordingly visited by Mr 
Grimwig a great many times in the course of the yeai On 
all such occasions, Mr Grimwig plants, fishes, and car- 
penters, with great ardour , doing everything m a very sin- 
gular and unprecedented manner, but always maintaining 
with his favourite asseveration, that his mode is the right one 
On Sundays, he never fails to criticise the sermon to the 
young clergyman’s face always informing Mr Losbemey 
in strict confidence afterwards, that he considers it an i 
excellent performance, but deems it as well not to say so 
It is a standing and very favourite joke, for Mr Brownlow 
to rally him on his old prophecy concerning Oliver, and 
to remind him of the night on which they sat with the 
watch between them, waiting his return , but Mr -Grimwig 
contends that he was right m the mam, and, m proof 
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thereof, remarks that Olivci did not come bacb, after all , 
uluch always calls forth a laugh on Ins side, and increases 
his good humom 

Mr Noah Claypole- reeomng a free pardon from the 
Crown in consequence of being admitted approver against 

gin : and considering Ins profession not altogether ns 
safe a one as he could wish* was, for some little time, 
at a loss for the means of a livelihood, not burtliened 
with too much work. After some consideration, ho went 
mto business as an Informer, in which calling he realises 
a genteel subsistence His plan is, to walk out once a 
week during church time attended h> Charlotte in re- 
spectable nttue. The lady faints away at the doors of 
charitable publicans, and the gentleman being accommo- 
dated with tbreepennyworth of brandy to restore hot, 
lays an information next day, and pockets half the penalty. 
Sometimes Mr. Claypole faints luraself, but the result is the 


same 


Mr and Mrs Bumble, deprived of their situations, weie 
gradually reduced to great indigence and misery, and finally 
became paupers m that iery same workhouse in winch 
they had once loided it over others Mr Bumblo has 
been heard to say, that m this reverso and degradation, he 
lias not even spirits to be thankful foi being separated from 
his wife. 

As to Mr. Giles and Bnttles, they still remain m their 
old posts, although the former is bald, and the last-named 
boy quite giey. They sleep at the parsonage, hut dhide 
their attentions so equally among its inmates, and Other, 
and Mr. Brownlow, and Mr. Losberne, that to this day the 
villagers have never been able to discoc ei to which estah 
lisluuent they properly belong. 

Master Charles Bates, appalled by Sikes s crime, fell mto 
a train of reflection whether an honest life was not, nftei 
all, the best. Arming at the inclusion that it certain!} 
'i vas > turned Ins back upon the scenes of the past, 
resolved to amend it m some new spheie of action. He' 
fbuggled hard and suffered much, foi some time hut 
. a contented disposition, and a good purpose, sue- 
n € , m ’ ftnt *’ ^ om being a farmer’s drudge, and 

Korthmplolfi' 8 memMt 50 “ ng glaZ101 in *“ 

And now, the hand that traces these woids, falters, as it 
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appioaches the conclusion of its task , and would weave, for 
a little longer space, the thiead of these adventures 

I would fain linger yet am th a few of those among whom I 
have so long moA ed, and share their happiness by endea\our- 
mg to depict it I would show RoseMaylie in all the bloom 
and grace of eaily womanhood, shedding on her seclude^ 
path in life soft and gentle light, that fell on all who trod 
it with hei, and shone into their hearts I A\ould pamt liei 
the life and joy of the fire-side circle and the Jn ely summei 
gioup , I would folio* her through the sultry fields at noon, 
and hear the low tones of her sweet voice in the moonlit 
evening walk , I would Avatch her in all her goodness and 
charity abioad, and the smiling untmng discharge of 
domestic duties at home , I would pamt her, and her dead 
sister’s child happy in then love foi one another, and passing 
whole hours together in picturing the friends Aihom they 
had so sadly lost , I Avould summon before me, once again, 
those joyous little faces that clustered round her knee, and 
listen to their meiry prattle , I would recall the tones of 
that clear laugh, and conjure up the sympathising tear that 
glistened in the soft blue eye These, and a thousand look^\ 
and smiles, and turns of thought and speech— I would fain 
lecall them eA^ery one 

Hoav Mi BroAvnlow Avent on, from day to day, filling the 
min d of his adopted child AAuth stores of knowledge, and 
becoming attached to him, moie and more, as his nature 
developed itself, and showed the thriving seeds of all he 
AYished him to become — how he traced in him new traits of 
Ins early fuend, that awakened m his oaaui bosom old 
remembrances, melancholy and yet sweet and soothing- 
how the two orphans, tried by adversity, remembered its 
lessons m meicy to others, and mutual loAe, and fervent 
thanks to Him who had protected and preserved them — ■ 
these are all matters which need not to be told I have 
said that they were truTy happy , and Avithout strong 
fiffection and humanity of heart, and giatitude to that^ 
Being whose code is Mercy, and whose great attribute is 
Benevolence to all things that breathe, happiness can neA r ei 
be attained 

Withm the altai of the old Aollage chuich there stands 
a white marble tablet, which bears as yet but one word 
“Agnes ” There is no coffin in that tomb , and may it be 
many, many years, before another name is placed above it ! 
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But, if the spirits of the Dead ei er come back to earth, to 
visit spots hallowed by the love— the love beyond the gra\e 
— of those whom they knew m life, I belicio that the 
shade of Agnes sometimes hovel's round that solemn nook 
I believe it none the less because that nook is m a Church, 
jnd she was weak nnd emng. 


THE END 
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HIS GENERAL LINE OF BUSINESS 

Allow me to introduce myself — first negatively. 

No landlord is my friend and biothei, no chambermaid 
lives me no waiter worships me, no boots admires and 
en\ les me No 1 ound of beef or tongue or 1 mm is expressly 
cooked for me, no pigeon-pie is especially made foi me, no 
hotel-adv ertisement is personally addressed to me, no liotel- 
room tapestried With great-coats and rnilvv ay w rappers is set 
apart for me, no house of public entertainment m the United 
Kingdom gieatly cares foi my opinion of its brandy 01 
sherry TVlien I go upon my journeys, I am not usuallv 
rated at a low figure m the bill, when X come home from 
my journeys, I never get any” commission I know nothin^ 
about prices, and should ha\e no idea, if I were put to if 
how to wheedle a man into ordering something he doesn’t 
want. As a town traveller, I am never to be seen dm mg 
a vehicle externally like a young and volatile pianoforte van, 
and internally like an oven in w Inch a number of flat boxes are 
4 akmg m layers As a country traveller, I am rarely to be 
lound in a gig, and am never to be encountered by a pleasure 
mn,' waiting on the platform of a branch station, quite 

a i d T the mldst of a b 8 ht Stonehenge of samples. 
^And yet-proceeding now, to introduce myself positively 

I am both a town traveller and a country' traveller and am 
always on the road. F.gnmtoely speak,?, Z S" 

great house of Human Interest Brothels, and have rather a 
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large connection in tlie fancy goods way Literally speaking, 
I am always wandering here and there from my rooms in 
CovenLgaiden, London — now about the cit} streets now, 
about the country by roads — seeing many little things, and 
some great things, which, because they interest me, I think 
may interest others * 

These are my brief credentials as the Uncornmercia? 
Traveller 
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THE SHIPWRECK 

Never had I seon a year going out 01 going on, under 
quieter circumstances Eighteen hundred and fifty-nine had 
but another day to live, and truly its end was Peace on that 
sea-shore that morning. 

So settled and ordeily was everything seaward, m the 
blight light of the sun and under the transpaiont shadows 
of the clouds, that it was land to imagine the bnv otherwise, 
for years past 01 to come, than it was that very day The 
Tug-steamer lying a little off the shoie, the Lightei h mg 
$till nearei to the shoie, the boat alongside the Lightei, the 
regulaily-turmng windlass aboaid the Lightei, the methodical 
figures at work, all slowly and regularly heaving up and 
down with the bi entiling of the sen, nil seemed ns much 
a part of the nature of the place as the tide itself. The tide 
was on the flow, and had been for some tw o hours and a 
half , there was a slight obstruction m the sea within a few 
yards of my feet, as if the stump of a tree, with eaitli 
enough about it to keep it from lying honzontally on the 
water, had slipped a little from the land— and as I stood 
upon the beach and obsen ed it dimpling the light sw r ell that 
was coming m, I cast a stone over it. 

So ordeily, so quiet, so regulm — the using and falling of 
the Tug-steamer, the Lightei, and the boat — the turning of 
the windlass — the coming in of the tide— tlint I myself 
jjjeemed, to my own thinking, anything but new to the spot 
Yet, I had never seen it in my life, a minute before, and had 
traversed two hundred miles to get at it. That very morn- 
^6 1 had come bowling down, and struggling up, hill-country 
roads , looking back at snowy summits ; meeting courteous 
peasants well to do, driving fat pigs and cattle to market 

I T neat and thrifty dwellings with their unusual 
quantity of clean white linen, drying on the bushes , having 
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windy weathei suggested by every cotter’s little nek, with its 
thatch straw ridged and extra straw ridged into overlapping 
compartments like the back of a rhinoceros. Had I not 
given a lift of fourteen miles to the Coast-guardsman (kit and 
all), who was coming to his spell of duty there, and had we 
not just now parted company ? So it was , but the jouraff 
seemed to glide down into tho placid sea, with other chafe 
and tiouble, and for the moment nothing was so calmly and 
monotonously real under the sunlight as the gentle rising 
and falling of the water with its freight, the regular turning 
of the windlass aboaid the Lighter, and the slight obstruction 
so very near my feet. 

0 reader, haply turning this page by the fireside at Home, 
and hearing the night wind tumble m the chimney, that 
slight obstruction was the uppeimost fragment of the Wreck 
of the Koyal Charter, Australian trader and passenger ship, 
Homeward bound, that struck here on the terrible morning 
of the twenty-sixth of tins October, broke into three parts, 
went down with her treasure of at least fi\e hundred human 
lives, and has never stirred since I 

From which point, or from which, she dro\e ashore, steqf 
foremost , on which side, or on which, she passed the little 
Island in the bay, for ages henceforth to be aground certain 
yards outside her , these are rendered bootless questions by 
the daikness of that night and the daikness of death Here 
she went down. 

Even as I stood on the beach with the words “ Here she 
went down I ” in my ears, a diver in his grotesque dress, 
dipped heavily over the side of the boat alongside the 
Lighter, and dropped to the bottom On the shore by the 
water’s edge, was a rough tent, made of fragments of wreck, 
where other divers and workmen sheltered themselves, and 
where they had kept Christmas- day with rum and roast 
beef, to the destruction of them frail chimney Cast up 
among the stones and boulders of the beach, were great 
spars of the lost vessel, and masses of iron twisted by thr 
fury of tbe sea into the strangest forms. The timber wa& 
already bleached and iron rusted, and even these objects did 
no violence to the prevailing air the whole scene wore, of 
having been exactly the same for years and years. 

Yet, only two short months had gone, since a man, living 
on the nearest hill-top overlooking the sea, being blown out 
of bed at about daybreak by the wind that had begun to 
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strip his roof off, and getting upon a ladder w ith his nearest 
neighbour to construct some tempoiary device foi keeping 
his house ovei his head, saw fioni the ladder’s eleiation as 
he looked down by chance ton aids tho shore, some daik 
troubled object close in with the land. And he and the 
ither, descending to the beach, and finding the sea merci- 
essly beating over a great broken ship, had clambered up 
he stony ways, like staircases uithout stairs, on nluch tho 
mid village hangs m little clusters, as fruit hangs on boughs, 
and had given the alarm And so, over tho hill-slopes, and 
past the waterfall, and down tho gullies where the land 
drams off into the ocenn, the scntteied quairvmon and fisher- 
men inhabiting that part of Wales had come running to the 
dismal sight — their clergyman among them And as they 
stood in the leaden morning, stricken with pit}', leaning 
hard against the wind, then bieath and vision often failing 
as the sleet and spray rushed at them from the ever forming 
and dissolving mountains of sea, and ns the ivool which was 
a part of the vessel’s cargo blew m u ith the salt foam and 
remained upon the land when the foam melted, they saw 
jtlie ship s life-boat put ofF from one of the heaps of wreck , 
and first, theie weie three men in hei, and in a moment she 
capsized, and there wero hut tv, o , and again, she was struck 
by a vast mass of water, and there was but one , and again 
she was thrown bottom upward, and that one, with Ins arm 
struck through the broken planks and waving as if for the 
kelp that could never reach him, went down into the deep 
it was the clergyman himself from whom I heard tins 
while I stood on the B hore, looking in 1ms kind wholesome 
lace as it turned to the spot w'hero tho boat had been. The 
divers were down then, and busy They were “ lifting ” to- 
day the gold found yesterday— some fhe-and-twenty thou- 
gh oTeold °tl th T h T d r? i and fifty tllousand Pounds’ 

of ^ tllvee bundled thousand pounds’ wort};, m 

bulk f n ^ ra jers ’ nt ^at time recovered. The great 

SlI l fte f reBiamder Was sure] - v and steadily coming up 
Some loss of sovereigns there would he, of course • indeed 

f dnfted 1X1 ' Vlth sand, and S 
most othe r r golden 1 treasure ^ would-be ^ound^^As^ it ^ 
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great ingot of gold, deep mto a strong and heavy piece of 
her solid iron-work in which, also, several loose sovereigns 
that the ingot had swept in before it, had been found, as 
firmly embedded as though the iron had been liquid when 
they were foiced there It had been remarked of such^ 
bodies come ashore, too, as had been seen by scientific menjp 
that they had been stunned to death, and not suffocated 
Observation, both of the internal change that had been 
wrought in them, and of their external expression, showed 
death to have been thus merciful and easy The report was 
brought, while I was holding such discourse on the beach, 
that no moie bodies had come ashore since last night It 
began to be very doubtful whether many more would be 
thrown up, until the north-east winds of the early spring 
set in Moreovei, a great numbei of the passengers, and 
particularly the second class women-passengers, were known 
to have been in the middle of the ship when she parted, and 
thus the collapsing wreck would have fallen upon them 
after yawning open, and would keep them down A drver 
made known, even then, that he had come upon the body 
of a man, and had sought to release it from a great super-f 
incumbent weight , but that, finding he could not do so 
without mutilating the remains, he had left it where it was 
It was the kind and wholesome face I have made mention 
of as being then beside me, that I had purposed to myself to 
see, when I left home for Wales. I had heard of that 
clergyman, as having buried many scores of the shipwrecked 
people , of his having opened his house and heart to their 
agonised fnends , of his having used a most sweet and patient 
diligence for weeks and weeks, in the performance of the 
forlomest offices that Man can lender to liis kind , of his 
having most tenderly and thoroughly devoted lumself to 
the dead, and to those who were sorrowing foi the dead 
I had said to myself, “ In the Christmas season of the year, 

I should like to see that man ! ” And he had swung the 
gate of his little garden in coming out to meet me, not half^ 
an hour ago 

So cheerful of spirit and guiltless of affectation, as true 
practical Christianity ever is ! I read more of the New 
Testament m the fresh frank face going up the village beside 
me, m five minutes, than I ha^se read m anathematising 
discourses (albert put to press with enormous flourishing of 
trumpets), in all my life I heard more of the Sacred Book 
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in the cordial voice that had nothing to say about its owner, 
than m all the would-be celestial pairs of bellow s that have 
ever blown conceit at xne. 

"We climbed towards the little church, at a cheery pace 
among the loose stones, the deep mud, the wet coarse grass, 
tYe outlying water, and other obstructions from which frost 
and snow had lately thawed It was a mistake (my fnend 
was glad to tell me, on the way) to suppose that the 
peasantry had showm any superstitious a\ oidance of the 
drowned, on the whole, they had done very well and had 
assisted readily. Ten slullmgs had been paid for the bring- 
ing of each body up to the church, but the way was steep, 
and a horse and cart (in which it was wrapped in a sheet) 
w ere necessary, and three 01 four men, and all things con- 
sidered, it was not a great price The people were none the 
1 icher for the wreck, for it was the season of the hening- 
slioal— and who could cast nets foi fish, and find dead men 
and women in the drought 9 

He had the churdi keys in his hand, and opened the 
churchyard gate, and opened the diurcli dooi , and we 
'jent m 

It is a little church of great antiquity , there is reason to 
believe that some chuich has occupied the spot, these thou- 
sand years or more The pulpit was gone, and other things 
usually belonging to tlie cliurcb were gone, owing to its 
living congregabon having deserted it foi the neighbouring 
schoolroom, and yielded it up to the dead. The very Com- 
mandments had been shouldered out of their places, m the 
bringing m of tlie dead , the black wooden tables on w hich 
they were painted, w T eie askew, and on the stone pavement 
below them, and on the stone pai ement all over the church, 
were the maiks and stains wdiere the diow ned had been laid 
down. The eye, with little 01 no aid from the imagination, 
could yet see bow the bodies had been turned, and where the 
head bad been and wheie the feet. Some faded traces of 
the wreck of the Australian ship may be discernible on tlie 
Hone pavement of tins little church, hundreds of jears 
hence, when the digging for gold in Australia shall have 
long and long ceased out of the land 
Forty-four shipwrecked men and women lay here at one 
time, awaiting burial Here, wntb weeping and wailing in 
every room of his house, my companion worked alone for 
hours, solemnly surrounded by eyes that could not see him 
tbaveller no 1 
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and by lips that could not speak to him, patiently examining 
the tattered clothing, cutting off buttons, hair, marks from 
lmen, anything that might lead to subsequent identification, 
studying faces, looking foi a scar, a l>ent finger, a crooked 
toe, compaung letters sent to him with the ruin about hum 
“My deaiest bi other had bright grey eyes and a pleasant 
smile/’ one sister wiote 0 poor sister } well for you to ie 
far from heie, and keep that as your lost remembrance of 
him ! 

The ladies of the clergyman’s family, his wife and two 
sisters m-law, came in among the bodies often It grew to 
be the business of their fives to do so Any new arrival of 
a bereaved woman would stimulate their pity to compare 
the descuption bi ought, with the dread realities Sometimes, 
they would go back able to say, “I have found him,” or, 
“ I thmk she lies there ” Perhaps, the mourner, unable 
to bear the sight of all that lay m the church, would be 
led m blindfold Conducted to the spot wuth many com 
passionate words, and encouraged to look, she v ould say, 
with a piercing cry, “This is my boy ! ” and drop insensible 
on the insensible figuie , 

He soon observed that m some cases of women, ttfd 
identification of persons, though complete was quite at 
variance with the maiks upon the linen , tins led him to 
notice that even the maiks upon the linen were sometimes 
inconsistent with one another , and thus he came to under 
stand that they had dressed in great haste and agitation, 
and that then clothes had become mixed together The 
identification of men by their dress, was rendered extremely 
difficult, m consequence of a laige pioporhon of them being 
dressed alike • m clothes of one kind, that is to say, supplied 
by slopsellers and outfitters, and not made by single gar 
ments but by hundreds Many of the men were bringing 
over parrots, and had receipts upon them for the price of 
the birds , others had bills of exchange in then pockets, or 
in belts. Some of these documents, carefully unwnnkled 
and dried, were little less fresh m appearance that da^ 
than the present page wdlL be under ordinal y cucumstances, 
after having been opened three 01 four times. 

In that lonely place, it had not been easy to obtain even 
such common commodities m towns, as ordinary disinfec 
tants* Pitch had been burnt in the church, as the readiest 
thing at hand, and the frying-pan in which it had bubbled 
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over a brazier of coals was still there, wth its ashes. Haid 
by the Communion-Table, were some hoots that had been 
taken off the drowned and preserved- a gold-diggers boot 
cut down the leg tor its remoxai-n trodden-down man s 
ankle-boot with a buff cloth top-and others-soaked and 

Sr ^rom the ^church, we passed out into the churchyard. 
Here, there lay, at that time, one hundred and forty-five 
bodies, that had come ashore fiom the wreck He had 
buried them, when not identified, m graxes containing four 
each. He had numbered each body in a register describing 
it and had placed a corresponding numbei on each coffin 
and over encii gnvse Identified bodies lie lifid bunod smgl\ 
m pm ate graves, in another part of the chuichyard. So'teral 
bodies had been exhumed from the graves of foui, as rela 
tives had come fiom a distance and seen Ins register, and. 
when recognised, these haxe been reburied m private gra\es 
so that the mourners might erect separate headstones o\ei 
the remains In all such cases he had performed the 
funeral service a second time, and the ladies of his house 
hiwl attended There had been no offence in the poor 
ashes when they Mere brought again to the light of day , 
the beneficent Earth had already absorbed it. The drow ned 
weie buried in then* clothes. To supply’ the great sudden 
demand foi coffins, he had got all the neiglibouiing people 
handy at tools, to work the livelong day, and Sunday 
likewise The coffins were neatly formed , — -I had seen 
two, waiting for occupants, under the lee of the ruined 
walls of a stone hut On the beach, within call of the tent 
where the Christmas Feast was held Similarly, one of 
the graves for fom was lynng open and ready, here, in the 
churchyard So much of the = canty space was already 
devoted to the u recked people, that the x lllngers had begun 
to express uneasy doubts whether they themselxes could lie 
m their own ground, with their forefathers and descendants 
hy-and-by. The churchyard being hut a step from the 
clergyman’s dwelling-house, we crossed to the lattei the 
white surplice was hanging up near the dooi ready to 
be put on at any time, for a funeral service. 

The cheerful earnestness of this good Christian minister 
was as consolatory, ns the circumstances out of which it 
shone were sad. I never hnxe seen anything more delight- 
fully genume than the calm dismissal by lnmself and Ins 
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household of all they had undergone, as a simple duty that 
as quietly done and ended In speaking of it, they spoke 
of it w ith great compassion for the bereaved , but laid no 
stress upon their own liaid share in those weary weeks, 
except as it had attached many people to them as friends, 
and elicited many touching expressions of gratitude Thp 
clergyman's brothei — himself the clergymnn of tvo adjo&t 
mg parishes, who had buned tlnrty-four of the bodies in 
his own churchyard, and ^lio had done to them all that his 
brother had done ns to the larger number — must be under 
stood as included m the family He was there, with his 
neatly arranged papers, and made no more account of Ins 
trouble than anybody else did Down to yesterday's pest 
outward, my clergyman alone had wiitten one thousand 
and seventy-five letters to relatives and fi lends of the lost 
people In the absence of self-assertion, it was only tlirough 
my now and then delicately putting a question as the 
occasion arose, that I became informed of these things It 
was only vhen I had remarked again and again, m the 
church, on the awful nature of the scene of death he hod 
been required so closely to familiarise lnmself with for th* 
soothing of the living, that he had casually said, without 
the least abatement of Ins cheerfulness, “indeed, it hod 
lendered him unable for a time to eat or dunk more than 
a little coffee now and then, and a piece of bread ” 

In this noble modesty, m this beautiful simplicity, in 
this serene avoidance of the least attempt to “improve” 
an occasion which might be supposed to have sunk of its 
own weight into my heart, I seemed to have happily come, 
m a few steps, from the churchyard with its open grave, 
which was the type of Death, to the Christian dwelling 1 
side by side with it, which was the type of Resurrection 
I never shall think of the former, without the latter The 
two will always rest side by side in my memory If I had 
lost any one dear to me in this unfortunate ship, if I had 
made a voyage from Australia to look at the grave m the 
churchyard, I should go away, thankful to God that thri 
house was so close to it, and that its shadow by day and 
its domestic lights by night fell upon the earth in which its 
Master had so tenderly laid my dear one's head 

The references that naturally arose out of our con versa 
tion, to the descuptions sent down of shipwrecked persons, 
and to the gratitude of relations and friends, made me very 
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pathetic letters 
aras to see somo of those letters. I 

before a shipwreck of papers, all bordered w*ith black, a (1 
from them I made the following few extracts. 

A mother writes 

iREVEKEKD Sir Amongst the many who penshed on 
your shore was numbered my helmed son I was only 
just recovering from a sei ere illness, and this feaiful affliction 
has caused a relapse, so that I am unable at present to go 
to identify the remains of the loied and lost My darling 
son would hax e been sixteen on Christmas-dny next lie w ns 
a most amiable and obedient child eaily tnugb ie 
of salvation. We fondly hoped that as a British seaman 
he might be an ornament to his profession, hut. ‘ it is 
well , ” I feel assured my deal hoy is now w ith the redeemed 
Oh, he did not wish to go this last vojnge! On the 
fifteenth of October I received a- lettei from him fiom 
Melbourne, date August twelfth , he wwote m lugli spirits, 
and in conclusion he says* 11 Pray for a fair breeze, deal 
mamma, and I’ll not forget to whistle foi it! and, God 
pVrmitting, I shall see you and all my little pets again Good- 
bye, dear mothei — good-hje, dearest parents. Good-bje, 
dear brother.” Oh, it was 'indeed an eteinal farewell Ido 
not apologise for thus writing you, for oh, my lieait is so 
very sorrowful 


A husband writes 

My dear kixd Sir. Will you kindly inform me whether 
there are any initials upon the lmg and guaid you have 
in possession, found, as the Standaid says, last Tuesday? 
Believe me, my deni sir, when I say that I cannot expiess 
my deep gratitude in words sufficiently for your kindness to 
me on that fearful and appalling day Will you tell me 
what I can do for you, and will you write me a consoling 
lettei to pi event my mind fiom going astiay ? 

\ v 

r A widow writes * 

Left m such a state as I am, my friends and I thought it 
best that my dear husband should he buned where he lies, 
and, much as I should have liked to have had it otherwise, 
I must submit I feel, from all I have heaid of you, that 
you will see it done decently and in oidei Little does 
it signify to us, when the soul has departed, where this 
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poor body lies, but v»e who are left behind would do all 
we can to show how we loved them This is denied me, 
but it is God’s hand that afflicts us, and I try to submit 
Some day I may be able to visit the spot, and see where 
he lies, and erect a simple stone to his memory Oh T it 
will be long, long before I forget that dreadful night ! £s 
theie such a thing m the vicinity, or any shop in Bangor, 
to which I could send for a small pictme of Moelfra or 
Llanallgo church, a spot now sacred to me ? 

Anothei Widow writes 

I have received your letter this morning, and do thank 
you most kindly for the interest you have taken about 
my dear husband, as well foi the sentiments yours contains, 
evincing the spirit of a Christian who can sympathise with 
those who, like myself, are broken down with grief 

May God bless and sustain you, and all in connection 
with you, in this great tiial Time may roll on and bear 
all its sons away, hut youi name as a disinterested pel 
son will stand in history, and, as successive years pass, 
many a widow will think of youi noble conduct, and t?e 
tears of gratitude flow down many a cheek, the tribute 
of a thankful heart, when othei things aie forgotten for 
ever 

A father writes 

X am at a loss to find words to sufficiently express my 
gratitude to you foi youi kindness to my son Richard upon 
the melancholy occasion of his visit to his dear brother’s 
body, and also for your ready attention in pionouncing our 
beautiful burial service over my poor unfortunate son’s 
remains God grant that your players over him may reach 

e Mercy Seat, and that his soul may be received (through 
Christ s intercession) into heaven ! 

th^fe dear m ° thei begS me to conve y to you her heartfe^) 

Those who were received at the clergyman’s house, write 
thus, after leaving it 

Dear and never to-be forgotten Friends I arrived 
here yesterday morning without accident, and am about 
to proceed to my home by railway 



WORDS OF GRATITUDE 2 3 

I am ov ei powered when I think of you and your hospitable 
home No words could speak language suited to my heart. 

I refrain God reward you with the same measure you 
have meted with ' 

I enumerate no names, but embrace you all. 

^ My beloved Friends. This is tho first day that I have 
been able to leave my bedroom since I returned, which w ill 
explain the leason of my not w nting sooner 

If I could only lia\ e had my last melancliol) hope realised 
in lecovenng the body of my belched and lamented son. 
I should have returned home somewhat comforted, and I 
flunk I could then have been comparatively resigned. 

I fear now there is but little prospect, and I mourn as 
one without hope 

The only consolation to my distressed mind is m having 
been so feelingly allowed by you to leave the mattei in 
your hands, by whom I well know that ev ery thing w ill be 
done that can be, according to arrangements made before 
I left the scene of the awful catastrophe, both ns to tho 
identification of my deni son, and also lus mtci ment. 

I feel most anxious to hem whethei anything fresh has 
transpired since I left you, will }ou add another to the 
many deep obligations I am undei to you by wilting to me J 
And should the body of my deal and unfortunate son bo 
identified, let me hear from you immediately, and I will 
come again 

Words cannot express the gratitude I feel I owe to you 
all for youi benevolent aid. your kindness, and your sym 
pathy. 


My dearly beloved Friends. I arrived in safety at my 
house yesterday, and a night’s rest has restored and trnn- 
quilhsed me I must again repeat, that language has no 
words by which I can expiess my sense of obligation to you 
You are eushnned in my heart of hearts 
J I have seen him 1 and can now lenlise my misfoitune 
more than I have hitheito been able to do Oh, the bittei- 
ness of the cup I dunk * But I bow submissive. God 
must have done right I do not want to feel less, but to 
acquiesce more simply 


There were some Jewish passengers on board the Royal 
Uiarter, and the gratitude of the Jewish people is feelingly 
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expressed m the following letter hearing date from “the 
office of the Chief Rabbi 

Reverend Sir. I cannot lefram from expressing to you 
my heartfelt thanks on behalf of those of my flock "whose 
relatives have unfortunately been among those who perish 
at the late wreck of the Royal Charter You have, rudeei/, 
like Boaz, “ not left off* your kindness to the Jiving and the 
dead ” 

You have not alone acted kindly towaids the living b) 
receiving them hospitably at your house, and eneigetically 
assisting them m their mournful duty, but also towards the 
dead, by exerting yourself to have our co religionists buried 
in our ground, and according to our rites May our heavenly 
Father reward you for youi acts of humamty and true 
philanthropy ! 

The “Old Hebrew congregation of Liverpool M thus ex 
press themselves through their secretary 

Reverend Sir. The wardens of this congregation have 
\ learned with great pleasure that, m addition to thosj 
indefatigable exertions, at the scene of the late disaster to 
the Royal Charter, which have received universal recogni 
tion, you have very benevolently employed youi valuable 
efforts to assist such members of oui faith as have sought 
the bodies of lost friends to give them buiial in our con 
secrated grounds, with the observances and rites prescribed 
by the ordinances of our religion 

The wardens desire me to take the earliest available 
opportunity to offer to you, on behalf of our community, 
the expression of their warm acknowledgments and grateful 
thanks, and then sincere wishes for your continued welfare 
and prosperity 

A Jewish gentleman writes 

Reverend and dear Sir. I take the opportunity o^ 
thanking you right earnestly for the piomptness you dis 
played in answering my note with full particulars concerning 
my much lamented brother, and I also herein beg to express 
my sincere regard for the willingness you displayed and for 
the facility you afforded foi getting the lemams of my poor 
brother exhumed It has been to us a most sorrowful and 
painful event, but when we meet with such friends as your- 
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self, it m a measuie, somehow or other abates that mental 
anguish, and makes the suffering so much easier to beborae 
Considering the circumstances connected with my pool 
brother’s fate, it does, indeed, appear a hard one lie Had 
been away in all seven years , he returned four years ago to 
his family He was then engaged to a very amiable 
young lady He had been very successful abroad, and was 
now returning to fulfil his sacred vow, he brought all his 
property with him in gold uninsured We heaid from him 
when the ship stopped at Queenstown, vhen he was in the 
highest of hope, and in a few short hours afterwaids &U 
washed away. 


Mournful in the deepest degree, but too sacred for quota- 
tion here, were the numerous references to those miniatures 
of women worn round the necks of rough men (and found 
theie aftei death), those locks of hair, those scraps of letters, 
those many many slight memorials of hidden tenderness 
One man cast up b3 r the sea boie about lum, printed on 
a perforated lace card, the following smgulai (and unavail- 
ing) charm. 


A BLESSING, 

May the blessing of God await thee May the sun of 
glory shine around thy bed , and may the gates of plenty, 
honour, and happiness be evex open to thee May no sorrow 
distress thy days , may no grief disturb thy nights Ma> 
the pillow of peace loss thy cheek, and the pleasures of 
imagination attend thy dreams ; and when length of years 
makes thee tired of earthly joys, and the curtain of death 
gently closes around thy last sleep of human existence, may 
the Angel of God attend thy bed, and take care that the 
expiring lamp of life shall not receive one rude blast to 
hasten on its extinction 

ij A sailor had these devices on his right arm u Oui 
Savioui on the Cioss, the forehead of the Crucifix and the 
vesture stained led , on the lower part of the arm, a man 
and woman , on one side of the Cioss, the appearance of 
a half moon, with a face , on the other side, the sun , on 
the top of the Cross, the letters I H S , on the left arm, 
a man and woman dancing, with an effort to delineate the 
^female s dress , under which, initials. M Another seaman 
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“had, on the lower pait of the right arm, the device of 
a sailor and a female , the man holding the Union Jack 
with a streamer, the folds of which vaved OAer her head, 
and the end of it was held in her hand On the upper 
part of the aim, a device of Our Lord on the Cross, with 
stars surrounding the head of the Cioss, and one large stn£ 
on the side in Indian ink On the left aim, a flag, a true 
lover’s knot, a face, and initials ” This tattooing u as found 
still plain, below the discoloured outei surface of a mutilated 
arm, when such surface uas carefully scraped away v itli 
a knife It is not improbable that the perpetuation of tins 
marking custom among seamen, may he referred back to 
their desire to be identified, if drouned and flung ashore 
It was some time before I could sei er myself from the 
many mteresting papers on the table, and then I broke 
bread and drank wine with the kind family before I left 
them As I brought the Coast-guard down, so I took the 
Postman back, with Ins leathern unllet, u alkmg-stick, 
bugle, and temei dog Many a heait-broken letter had 
he brought to the Rectory House within two months , many 
a bemgnantly painstaking answer had he earned back t 
As I rode along, I thought of the many people, inhabit 
ants of this mother country, who v ould make pilgrimages 
to the little churchyard m the yearn to come , I thought of 
the many people in Australia, who would have an interest 
in such a shipwreck, and would find then way here when 
they visit the Old Wbrld , I thought of the writers of all 
the wreck of letters I had left upon the table , and I xesolved 
to place this little recoid where it stands. Com ocations, 
Conferences, Diocesan Epistles, and the like, will do a great 
deal for Religion, I daie say, and Hea\en send they may 1 
but I doubt if they will evei do their Master’s seivice half 
so well, m all the time they last, as the Heavens have seen 
it done m this bleak spot upon the rugged coast of Wales 
Had I lost the friend of my life, in the wieck of the Royal 
Charter , had I lost my betrothed, the more than fnend otjf 
my life, had I lost my maiden daughtei, had I lost my 
hopeful boy, had I lost my little child , I would kiss the 
hands that worked so busily and gently m the chuich, and 
say, “ Hone better could have touched the form, though it 
had lam at home ” I could be sure of it, I could be 
thankful foi it I could be content to leave the grave near 
the house the good family pass in and out of every day, 
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undistuibed, m the little chuichyard wheie so many axe 
so strangely brought together 

Without the name of the clergyman to whom — I hope, 
not without carrying comfort to some heart at some time — 
I have referred, my reference would he as nothing He is 
*^the Beverend Stephen Boose Hughes, of Llanallgo, near 
Moelfra, Anglesey His brother is the Beverend Hugh 
Bobert Hughes, of Penrhci, Alhgwy, 
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CAPPING WORKHOUSE 

My day’s nobusmess 1>eckoning me to the East-end of 
London, I had turned my face to that point of the metro- 
politan compass on leaving Covent-gaiden, and had got past 
the India House, thinking in my idle manner of Tippoo-Salnb 
and Charles Lamb, and had got past my little v ooden mid- 
shipman, after affectionately patting him on one leg of his 
knee shorts for old acquaintance' sake, and had got past 
Aldgate Pump, and had got past the Saracen's Head (with 
an ignominious rash of posting bills disfiguring his swarthy 
countenance), and had strolled up the empty yard of his 
ancient neighbour the Black or Blue Boar, or Bull, vho 
departed this life I don’t know when, and whose coaches 
are all gone I don’t know where , and I had come out agam 
into the age of 1 ail ways, and I had got past Whitechapel 
Church, and was — rather inappropriately for an Upcommer 
cial Traveller — in the Commercial Road Pleasantly wallow- 
ing in the abimdant mud of that thoroughfare, and greatly 
enjoying the huge piles of building belonging to the sugar 
refiners, the httle masts and vanes in small back gardens in 
back streets, the neighbouring canals and docks, the India 
vans lumbering along their stone tramway, and the pawn- 
brokers’ shops where hard up Mates had pawned so many 
sextants and quadrants, that I should have bought a few 
cheap if I had the least notion how to use them, I at last 
began to file off to the right, towaids Wappmg 

Not that I intended to take boat at Wappmg Old Stairs, 
or that I was going to look at the locality, because I believe 
(for I don’t) m the constancy of the young woman who told 
her sea going lover, to such a beautiful old tune, that she 
had ever continued the same, since she gave him the ’baccer 
box marked with his name , I am afraid he usually got the 
worst of those transactions, and was frightfully taken iru 
No, I was going to Wappmg, because an Eastern police 



BOUND FOR WAPPING 


magistrate had said, through the mormng papers, that there 
was no classification at the Wapping woikliouse for women, 
and that it was a disgrace and a shame, and divers othei 
hard names, and because I wished to see how the fact really 
stood For, that Eastern police magistrates are not alw ays 
-the wisest men of the East, may be mfeiied from their 
■ourse of procedure respecting the fancy-diessmg and panto- 
nmie-postunng at St Georges in that quartei which is 
lsually, to discuss the matter at issue m a state of mind 
letokemng the weakest perplexity, with all parties concerned 
md unconcerned, and, for a final expedient, to consult the 
lomplainant as to what he thinks ought to he done with 
the defendant, and take the defendant’s opinion as to what 
he would recommend to he done with himself 

Long before I reached Wapping, I ga"\ e myself up as 
having lost my way, and, abandoning myself to the narrow 
streets in a Turkish frame of mmd, lehed on predestination 
to bring me somehow or other to the place I wanted if 
I were ever to get there When I had ceased for an houi 
or so to take any tiouble about the matter, I found myself 
on a swing-bridge looking down at some daik locks in some 
dirty watei Over against me, stood a creature lemotely in 
the likeness of a young man, with a puffed sallow face, and 
a figure all dirty and slnny and slimy, who may have been 
the youngest son of his filthy old fathei, Thames, or the 
drowned man about whom there was a placard on the granite 
post like a large thimble, that stood between us 

I asked this apparition what it called the place ? Unto 
which, it rephed, with a ghastly gnn and a sound like 
gurgling water m its throat : 

“Mr Baker’s trap ” 

As it is a pomt of great sensitiveness with me on such 
occasions to be equal to the intellectual pressure of the 
conversation, I deeply considered the meamng of this 
speech, while I eyed the apparition— then engaged m huu- 
^png and sucking a horizontal non bar at the top of the 
locks Inspiration suggested to me that Mr Baker was 
the acting coroner of that neighbourhood 

the loclT m0n ^ BmCiaej ” ■“* l00km e ^ 

Pnll SU V i r6tUrn ™ ^ 6 ghost ’ Wltl1 a stare “ Yes 1 And 
Poll Likewise Emily And Nancv And Tot^ » i 

sucked the iron between each name, “and all the blleing* 
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Ketches off then bonnets or shorls, takes a run, and headers 
down here, they doos Always a headerm’ down here, they 
is Like one o’clock ” 

“ And at about that hour of the morning, I suppose?” 

“ Ah ! ” said the apparition ‘ They an’t partickler Two 
’ull do foi them Three All times o’ night. Ony mind 
you!” Here the appaiition lested his profile on the bar/ 
and guigled in a sarcastic manner u There must be some- 
body comm* They don’t go a headerm* down here, wen 
there an’t no Bobby noi gen*ral Co\e, fur to hear the 
splash ” 

According to my interpretation of these woids I was 
myself a General Cove, oi member of the miscellaneous 
public In which modest character I lemarked 

“ They are often taken out, are they, and restored ? ” 

4 I dunno about restored,” said the appaiition who, foi 
some occult reason, very much objected to that word , 
“they’re earned into the werkiss and put into a ’ot bath, 
and brought round But I dunno about restored,” said the 
apparition , “ blow that ! and vanished 

As it had shown a desire to become offensrve, I was not 
sorry to find myself alone, especially as the 41 werkiss” it 
had indicated with a twist of its matted head, was close at 
hand So I left Hr Baker’s terrible trap (baited with a 
scum that was like the soapy rinsing of sooty chimneys), 
and made bold to nng at the workhouse gate, where I was 
wholly unexpected and quite unknown. 

A very bright and nimble little matron, wutli a bunch of 
keys in her hand, responded to my request to see the House 
I began to doubt whether the police magistrate was quite 
light m his facts, when I noticed her quick active little 
figure and her intelligent eyes Y 

The Traveller (the matron intimated) should see the 
worst first He was welcome to see eveiytlnng Such as 
it was, there it all was 

This was the only preparation for our entering “the 
Foul wards ” They were in an old building squeezed away 
m a corner of a paved yard, quite detached from the more 
modem and spacious mam body of the workhouse They 
were m a building most monstrously be hin d the time — a 
mere series of garrets or lofts, with every inconvenient 
and objectionable circumstance m their construction, and 
only accessible by steep and narrow staircases, infamously 
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ill-adapted for tlie. passage up-stairs of tlie sick or down- 
stairs of tlie dead 

A-bed in tliese miserable rooms, lieie on bedsteads, there 
(for a change, as I understood it) on the floor, -were women 
in every stage of distress and disease. None but those who 
Wee attentively observed such scenes, can conceive the 
txtinordinary variety of expression still latent under the 
general monotony and uniformity of coloui, attitude, and 
condition The form a little coiled up and turned away, 
as though it had turned its back on this world for ever • 
the uninterested face at once lead-coloured and yellow, look- 
ing passively upward from the pillow , the haggard mouth 
a little dropped, the hand outside the coverlet, so dull and 
indifferent, so light, and yet so heavy these were on everv 
pallet , but when I stopped beside a bed, and said ever so 
shght a word to the figure lying there, the ghost of the 
old character came into the face and made the Foul ward 
as various as the fan world No one appeared to care to 
live, but no one complained , all who could speak, said 
that as much was done for them as could be done tlieie, 

f at the attendance was kind and patient, that their suffei- 
g was very heavy, but they had nothing to ask for The 
wretched rooms were as clean and sweet as it is possible 
for such rooms to be , they would become a pest-house m 
a smgle week, if they were ill-kept 

I accompanied the brisk matron up another barbarous 
staircase, into a better kind of loft devoted to the idiotic 
and imbecile There was at least Light in it, whereas the 
windows m the former wards had been like sides of school- 
boys bird-cages There was a strong grating over the fire 
Rere, and, holding a land of state on either side of the 
hearty separated by the breadth of this grating, were two 
o d ladies m a condition of feeble dignity, which was surely 
the very last and lowest reduction of self-complacency to 
e found m this wonderful humanity of ours. They were 

S d ' Utly jealo . us ° f eac J other > and passed their whole tune 
ias some people do, whose fires aie not giated) m mentallv 
disparaging each other, and contemptuously watching their 
neighbours One of these parodies' on pro^cM fentle- 

e ? + T 617 311(1 4ressed a fCg 
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well, and looked altogether so cheer}’’ and harmless, that 
I began to think this a case for the Eastern magistrate, 
until I found that on the last occasion of hei attending 
chapel she had secreted a small stick, and had caused some 
confusion in the responses by suddenly producing it and 
belabouimg the congregation ^ 

So, these two old ladies, separated h} the breadth of the’ 
grating — otherwise they would fly at one anothei s caps — 
sat all day long, suspecting one another, and contemplating 
a world of fits For, everybody else in the room had fits, 
except the wards woman , an elderly, able bodied pnuperess, 
with a large upper lip, and an air of repressmg and saving 
her strength, as she stood with liei hands folded before hei, 
and her eyes slowly lolling, biding her time for catching or 
holdmg somebody This civil personage (m vhom I re 
gretted to identity a reduced member of my honourable 
friend Mrs Gamp’s family) said, “They has ’em contmrwal, 
sir They drops without no moie notice than if they was 
coach-horses dropped from the moon, sn And when one 
drops, another drops, and sometimes there’ll be os many as 
four or five on ’em at once, dear me, a rolling and a tearing 
bless you 1— this young woman, now, lias ’em dreadful bad 

She turned up this young woman’s face w ith her hand as 
she said it This young woman was seated on the floor, 
pondering in the foreground of the afflicted There was 
frothing repellant either m her face or head Many, ap- 
parently worse, varieties of epilepsy and hysteria m ere nbout v 
her, but she was said to be the u orst here When I had 
spoken to hei a httle, she still sat with hei face turned up, 
pondering, and a gleam of the mid-day sun shone m upon 
hei 

— Whether this young woman, and the lest of these so 
sorely troubled, as they sit or he pondering m their confused 
dull way, ever get mental glimpses among the motes in the 
sunlight, of healthy people and healthy things ? Whether 
this young woman, brooding like this in the summer season, 
ever thinks that somewhere there are trees and flowers, even^ 
mountains and the great sea? Whether, not to go so far, 
this young woman ever has any dim revelation of that young 
woman that young woman who is not here and never will 
come here , who is courted, and caressed, and loved, and has 
a husband, and bears children, and liyes in a home, and who 
never knows what it is to have this lashing and tearing 
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coming upon her ? And whether this young woman, God 
help her, gives herself up then and drops like a coach-horse 
from the moon ? 

I hardly knew whether the voices of infant children, 
penetrating into so hopeless a place, made a sound that 
Yjis pleasant or painful to me It was something to be 
reminded that the weary world was not all aweary, and 
was ever renewing itself, hut, this young woman w^as a 
child not long ago, and a child not long hence might he 
such as she* Howbeit, the active step and eye of the 
vigilant matron conducted me past the two piovmcial 
gentlewomen (whose dignity was ruffled by the childien), 
and into the adjacent nursery 

There were many babies here, and more than one hand- 
some young mother There were ugly young mothers also, 
and sullen young mothers, and callous young mothers 
But, the babies had not appropriated to themselves any bad 
expression yet, and might have been, for anything that 1 
appealed to the contrary in their soft faces, Princes Impel ial, 
and Princesses Royal I had the pleasure of gmng a poetical 
commission to the bakei’s man to make a cake wuth all 
despatch and toss it into the oven foi one led-headed young 
pauper and myself, and felt much the better for it* Without 
that refreshment, I doubt if I should have been in a condition 

for “the Refractories/’ tow ardswhom my quick little matron 

for wTiose adaptation to her office I had by this tune conceived 
a genuine respect — drew me next, and marshalled me the 
way that I was going 

The Refractories were picking oakum, in a small room 
giving on a yard They sat in line on a form, with their 
backs to a window, before them, a table, and their work 
Ike oldest Refractory was say twenty , youngest Refractory 
say sixteen I have never yet ascertained in the course of 
my uncommercial travels, why a Refractory habit should 
t « nsila and uvula, but, I have always observed 
^at Refractories of both sexes and every grade, between 
School and the Old Bailey, have one voice m 
hich the tonsils and uvula gam a diseased ascendency 
Rye pound indeed ! I ham’t a going fur to nick five 
pound, said the Chief of the Refractories, keeping time to 

wwi mlh bead “ d “ More taXfh to Lk 

g<5s Wc ?' CkS n ° W ' “ S,ch “ pI ”“ 03 thls , and on wot we 
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(This was m acknowledgment of a delicate intimation thf 
the amount of work w as likely to be increased It certain! 
was not heavy then, foi one Refractory had already done he 
day’s task — it was barely tw o o’clock — and was sitting behin 
it, with a head exactly matching it ) 

“ A pretty Ouse this is, mation, ain’t it 9 ” said Refracttjy 
Two, “where a pleeseman’s called in, if a gal says a word i 
« And wen you’re sent to puson for nothink or less ! ' salt 
the Chief, tugging at her oakum as if it were the matron 
hair “ But any place is better than tins , that’s one thing 
and be thankful * ” 

A laugh of Refractories led by Oakum Head w ltb folded 
arms — who originated nothing but who was m command of 
the skirmishers outside the com ersation 

“ If any place is bettei than this,” said my bnsk guide, in 
the calmest mannei, “it is a pit) you left a good place when 
you had ona” 

“Ho, no, I didn’t, mation,’ returned the Chief, with 
another pull at her oakum, and a very expressne look at 
the enemy’s forehead “Don’t say that, matron, cos it& 
lies ! ” i 

Oakum Head brought up the skirmishers again, skirmished, 
and retired 

“And I wara’t a going,” exclaimed Refractory Two, 
“though I was in one place for as long as foui year— 
I warn’t a going fur to stop in a place that warn’t fit 
for me — there I And w r here the family wam’t ’spec table 
characters — there ! And whei e I fort’nately or hunfort’nately, 
found that the people warn’t what they pretended to make 
theirselves out to be — there 1 And where it ^wasn’t their 
faults, by chalks, if I wasn’t made bad and lumated— Hah I 
During this speech. Oakum Head had again made a diver 
sion with the skirmishers, and had again withdrawn 

The Uncommercial Traveller ventured to remark that he 
supposed Chief Refractory and Numbei One, to be the two 
young women who had been taken before the magistrate?^ 
“Yes I ” said the Chief, “we bar T and the wonder is, that 
a pleeseman an’t ’ad m now, and we took off agen You 
can’t open your bps heie, without a pleeseman ” 

Number Two laughed (very uvularly), and the skirmishers 
followed suit. 

“I’m sure I’d be thankful,” pi otested the Chief, looking 
sideways at the Uncommeicial, “if I could be got into o 
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place, or got abroad Vm sick and tired of this precious 
Ouse, I am, with reason” 

So would be, and so was, Number Two So would be, 
and so was, Oakum Head So would be, and so v^ere, 

Skirmishers a , 

^The TJncommeicial took the liberty of hinting that he 
hardly thought it probable that any lady or gentleman m 
want of a likely young domestic of retiring manners, would 
be tempted into the engagement of eithei of the two leading 
Refractories, on her own presentation of herself as per 
sample, 

“ It ain’t no good being nothmk else here/’ said the 
Chief 

The Uncommercial thought it might be worth trying 
u Oh no, it ain’t,” said the Chief 
u Not a bit of good,” said Number Tu o. 

“ And I’m suie I’d be very thankful to be got into a place, 
or got abroad,” said the Chief 

“ And so should I,” said Numbei Two u Tiuly thankful, 
I should ” 

$ Oakum Head then rose, and announced as an entnely 
new idea, the mention of which profound novelty might be 
naturally expected to startle her unprepaied hearers, that 
she would be very thankful to he got into a place, or got 
abroad. And, as if she had then said, “ Chorus, ladies 1 ” all 
the Skirmishers struck up to the same puipose. We left 
them, thereupon, and began a long walk among the women 
who were simply old and infirm , but wlienevei, m the course 
of this same walk, I looked out of any high window that 
commanded the yard, I saw Oakum Head and all the other 
Refractories looking out at then low window for me, and 
never failing to catch me, the moment I showed my head 
In ten minutes I had ceased to believe m such fables of 
a golden time as youth, the pnme of life, 01 a hale old age 
In ten minutes, all the lights of womankind seemed to have 
<Jeen blown out, and nothing in that way to be left this vault 
to brag of, but the flickering and expiring snuffs 

And what was very curious, was, that these dim old women 
had one company notion which was the fashion of the place 
Every old woman who became aware of a visitor and was 
not in bed hobbled over a form into bei accustomed seat, 
and became one of a line of dim old women confronting 
another line of dim old women across a nanow table There 
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was no obligation whatever upon them to range themselves 
m this way , it was their manner of “ receiving ” Asa rule, 
they made no attempt to talk to one another, or to look at 
the visitor, 01 to look at anything but sat sdentl} w orking 
their mouths, like a sort of poor old Cows In some of 
these wards, it Mas good to see a few green plants, ^2 
others, an isolated Refractory acting as nurse, who did well 
enough m that capacity, when separated from her compeers , 
every one of these wards, day room, night room, or both 
combined, was scrupulously clean and fiesh I have seen 
as many such places as most travellers in my line, and 
I never saw one such, better kept 

Among the bedudden there was great patience, great 
leliance on the books under the pillow, great faith in God 
All cared for sy mpathy, but none much cared to be encouraged 
with hope of recovery, on the whole, I should say, it was 
considered rather a distinction to have a complication of 
disorders, and to be in a worse way than the rest From 
some of the windows, the nver could he seen with all its 
life and movement , the day was bright, but I came upon 
no one who was looking out ^ 

In one large ward, sitting by the fire in arm-chairs of 
distinction, like the Piesident and Vice of the good company 
wez*e two old w omen, upw ards of ninety years of age The 
younger of the two, just turned ninety, was deaf, but not 
very, and could easily be made to lieai In her eaily tune 
she had nursed a child, who was now another old woman, 
moie mfiira than herself, inhabiting the very same chamber 
She perfectly understood tins when the matron told it, and, 
with sundry nods and motions of her forefinger, pointed out 
the woman in question The elder of this pair, ninety-three, 
seated before an lUustiated newspaper (but not reading it), 
was a bright-eyed old sou I, really not deaf, wonderfully 
preserved, and amazingly conversational She had not long 
lost her husband, and had been in that place little more 
than a year At Boston, in the State of Massachusetts? 
this poor creature would have been individually addressed, 
w r ould have been tended in her £>wn room, and would have 
had her life gently assimilated to a comfortable life out of 
doors* Would that be much to do in England for a woman 
who has kept herself out of a workhouse more than ninety 
rough long years ? When Britain first, at Heaven’s command, 
arose, with a great deal of allegorical confusion, from out the 
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azure main did her guaidian angels positively forbid it m 
the Charter which has been so much besung 9 

The object of my journey was accomplished when the 
nimble matron had no more to show me. As X shook 
hands with her at the gate, I told her that I thought 
Jjstice had not used her very well, and that the Wise men 
of the East were not infallible 

Now, I reasoned with myself as I made my journey 
home again, concerning those Foul wards They ought not 
to exist , no person of common decency and humanity can 
see them and doubt it But what is this Union to do 9 
The necessary alteiation would cost several thousands oi 
pounds ; it has already to support thiee workhouses ; its 
inhabitants woik hard for their hare lnes, and are already 
rated for the relief of the Pool to the utmost extent of 
leasonable endurance One poor pnnsh in this very Union 
is rated to the amount of Five akd sixpence m the pound, 
at the very same tune when the nch parish of Saint George’s] 
Han over-square, is rated at about Sevex pence m the pound] 
Paddington at about Fottrpence, Saint James’s, Westmmstei 
'X about Tenpexce [ It is only through the equalisation of 
Poor Bates that what, is left undone in this wise, can be 
done Much moie is left undone, or is ill-done, than I have 
space to suggest m these notes of a single uncommercial 
journey , but. the wise men of the East, before they can 
reasonably hold forth about it, must look to the North and 
South and "West , let them also, any morning before taking 
the seat of Solomon, look into the shops and dwellings all 
around the Temple, and first ask themselves “how much 
more can these poor people-many of whom keep themselves 
with difficulty enough out of the workhouse— bear 9 " 

I had yet other matter for reflection as I journeyed home 
inasmuch as, before I altogether departed from the neighbour- 
hood of Mr Bakei s trap, I had knocked at the gate of the 
workhouse of St George’s-m-the-East, and had found it to 
5f 1111 <ftabnshment highly creditable to those parts and 
uioroughly well admimstered by a most intSent master 
I remarked m it, an instance of the collateral harm that 
obstinate vanity and folly can do « This was Hal 

seen met° for tL P (ffi Jere i ®* d fema1 ^ I had just 
seen, met tor the Church service, was it 9 “ Yes.”— “Tn,? 

ey smg the Psalms to any instrument ? ” — “ Tbev would 
^ «»* -ouM have an ^ 



38 THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 

interest m doing so ” — “And could none be got ? “ Well, 

a piano could even have been got for nothing, but these 

unfortunate dissensions ” Ah ! better, far better, my 

Christian friend m the beautiful garment, to have let the 
singing boys alone, and left the multitude to sing for them 
selves 1 You should know better than I, but I think I hap 
read that they did so, once upon a time, and that “when 
they had sung an hymn,” Some one (not m a beautiful 
garment) went up unto the Mount of Olives 

It made my heart ache to think of this miserable trifling, 
in the streets of a city vheie every stone seemed to call to 
me, as I walked along, “ Turn this way, man, and see what 
waits to be done f ” 80 I decoyed myself into another tram 

of thought to ease my heart But, I don't know that I did 
it, for I was so full of paupers, that it was, after all, only 
a change to a single pauper, who took possession of my 
remembrance instead of a thousand 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he had said, in a confidential 
manner, on another occasion, taking me aside , “ but I have 
seen better days ” 

“ I am veiy sorry to hear it.” / 

u Sir, I have a complaint to make against the master ” * 

“ I have no power here, I assure you And if I had ” 

But, allow me, sn, to mention it, ns between yourself and 
a man who has seen better days, sir The master and myself 
are both masons, sir, and I make him the sign continually , 
but, because I am in tins unfortunate position, sir he won't 
give me the countersign I ” 



TV 


TWO YIEV8 OP A CHEAP THEATRE 

As I shut the door of my lodging behind me, and came out 
into the streets at six on a drizzling Saturday evening in 
the last past month of January, all that neighbourhood of 
Covent-garden looked very desolate It is so essentially a 
neighbourhood which has seen better days, that bad weather 
affects it sooner than another place which Has not come 
down m the world In its present reduced condition it 
bears a thaw almost worse than any place I know It gets 
so dreadfully low-spirited nhen damp bleaks forth Those 
uonderful houses about Drury-lane Theatre, winch in the 
pfljmy days of theatres were prosperous and long settled 
places of business, and which now change hands every week 
but never change then character of being divided and sub- 
divided on the ground floor into mouldy dens of shops 
where an orange and half-a-dozen nuts, or a pomatum-pot, 
one cake of fancy soap, and a cigar box, are offered for sale 
and nevei sold, were most ruefully contemplated that even- 
hag, by the Btatue of Shakespeaie, with the rain-drops 
coursing one anothei down its innocent nose Those in- 
scrutable pigeon-hole offices, with nothing in them (not so 
much as an inkstand) hut a model of a theatre before the 
curtain, where, m the Italian Opera season, tickets at 
reduced prices are kept on sale by nomadic gentlemen in 
smeary hats too tall foi them, whom one occasionally seems 
to have seen on race courses, not wholly unconnected with 
stjips of cloth of various colours and a rolling ball— those 
Hedoorn estahlislmients, deseited by the tnbe, and tenant- 
ess, except when sheltering m one comer an irregular row 
of ginger-beer bottles, which would have made one shuddei 
on such a night, but for its being plain that they had 
« the v’ ? mnk from the shrm ones of the news- 

bV^r^ull 6 !! Rxchan S e kennel of Cathenne-street, 

Hke guilty things upon a fearful summons At the pipe- 
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shop in Great Russell street, the Death’s-head pipes were 
like theatrical memento mon, admonishing beholders of the 
decline of the playhouse as an Institution, I walked up 
Bow street, disposed to be angry with the shops there, that 
were letting out theatrical secrets by exhibiting to woik-a 
day humanity the stuff of which diadems and robes of kin^sjs 
are made I noticed that some shops which had once betn 
m the dramatic line, and had struggled out of it, were not 
getting on prosperously — like some actors I have known, 
who took to business and failed to make it answei In 
a word, those streets looked so dull, and, considered as 
theatucal streets, so bioken and bankrupt, that the Found 
Dead on the black board at the police station might have 
announced the decease of the Drama, and the pools of water 
outside the fire-engine makers at the comer of Long acre 
might have been occasioned by his having brought out the 
whole of his stock to play upon its last smouldering ashes. 

And yet, on such a night m so degenerate a time, the 
object of my journey was theatrical. And yet within half 
an hour I was in an immense theatre, capable of holding 
nearly five thousand people. 

What Theatre? Her Majesty’s? Far better Rojfe 
Italian Opera? Far better Infinitely superior to the latter 
foi hearing in , infinitely superior to both, for seeing in* 
To every part of this Theatre, spacious fire pi oof uays of 
ingress and egress For every pait of it, convenient places 
of refreshment and retiring rooms Everything to eat and 
dnnk carefully supervised as to quality, and sold at an 
appointed price , respectable female attendants ready for the 
commonest women in the audience , a general air of con- 
sideration, decorum, and supervision, most commendable , 
an unquestionably humanising influence m all the social 
anangements of the place 

Surely a dear Theatre, then ? Because there were m 
London (not very long ago) Theatres with entrance-prices 
up to half-a guinea a head, whose arrangements wei 1 © nqt 
half so civilised Surely, therefore, a dear Theatre? 
veiy dear A gallery at threepence, another gallery at four- 
pence, a pit at sixpence, boxes and pit-stalls at a shillings 
and a few private boxes at half-a crown 

My uncommercial curiosity induced me to go into every 
nook of this great place, and among every class of the 
audience assembled in it — amounting that evening, as I cal 
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culated. to about two thousand and odd hundreds Magnifi- 
cently lighted by a firmament of spaikling chandeliers, the 
building was ventilated to perfection My Benso of smell, 
without being particulaily delicate, lias been so offended in 
some of the commoner places of public resort, that I have 
qpften been obliged to leave them when I have made an 
uncommeicial journey expressly to look on The air of this 
Theatre was fresh, cool and wholesome. To help towards 
tins end, very sensible precautions had been used, in- 
geniously combining the experience of hospitals and railw ay 
stations Asphalt pavements substituted foi w ooden floors, 
honest bare walls of glazed brick and tile — e\ en at the back 
of the boxes — foi plaster and papei, no benches stuffed, and 
no carpeting 01 baize used a cool ruateiial with a light 
glazed surface, bemg the covering of the seats. 

These various contrivances are as well considered in the 
place in question as if it were a Fever Hospital , the result 
is, that it is sw eet and healthful. It has been constructed 
fiom the ground to the roof, with a careful leference to sight 
and sound m every comer, the lesult is, that its form is 
^beautiful. and that the appearance of the audience, as seen 
from the proscenium — with e\ ery face m it commanding the 
stage, and the whole so admirably laked and turned to that 
centre, that a hand can scarcely move m the great assemblage 
without the movement being seen fiom thence— is lnghly 
remarkable m its union of vastness with compactness The 
stage itself, and all its appurtenances of machinery, cellarage 
height and breadth, aie on a scale more like the Scala at 
Milan, or the Sau Carlo at Naples, or the Grand Opera at 
Pans, than any notion a stranger would be likely to foim of 
ttie Bntannia Theatre at Hoxton, a mile north of St Luke’s 
Hospital in the Old-street-road, London The Forty Tlnei es 
might he played here, and even* thief nde his real horse 
and the disguised captain bung in his oil jars on a train of 
real camels, and nobody be put out of the wav This really 
jextraordmaiy place is the achievement of one man’s enter- 

md ' v “ s er ?f ted ° n the rums of au inconvenient old 
budding in less than five months, at a reund cost of five- 
and-twenty thousand pounds To dismiss tins part of mv 
subject, and still to render to the propnetor tirccredit that 
as stnctly Ins due I must add that L sense of W 

hit Wffir tb^t° mt t e if ° f h,s ^^nce, and to do 
his best for them, is a highly agreeable sign of these times. 
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As the spectators at this theatre, foi a reason I will 
presently show, were the object of my journey, I entered 
on the play of the night as one of the two thousand and odd 
hundreds, by looking about me at my neighbours We were 
a motley assemblage of people, and Me had a good many 
boys and young men among us, had also many grrH 
and young m omen To represent, however, that we did not 
include a very great number, and a very fair proportion of 
family gioups, would be to make a gross mis-statement 
Such groups Mere to be seen m all parts of the house , in 
the boxes and stalls particularly, they were composed of 
persons of very decent appearance, who had many children 
with them Among our dresses there Mere most kinds of 
shabby and greasy wear, and much fustian and corduroy 
that was neithei sound nor fragrant The caps of our 
young men were mostly of a Imip chaiacter, and we who 
m ore them, slouched, high shouldered, into oui places with 
oui hands m oui pockets, and occasionally twisted our 
cravats about oui necks like eels, and occasionally tied them 
down our breasts like hnks of sausages, and occasionally had 
a screw m our hair over each cheek bone with a slight ^ 
Tlnef-flavoui m it Besides prowlers and idlers, Me were 
mechanics, dock-labourers, costermongers, petty tradesmen, 
small clerks, milliners, stay-makers, shoe-binders, slop 
workers, pool workers in a hundred highways and by^vays 
Many of us — on the whole, the majority — were not at all 
clean, and not at all choice m oui lives or conversation 
But we had all come together in a place wheie our con 
vemence was well consulted, and where we weie well looked 
after, to enjoy an evening’s enteitamment m common We 
were not going to lose any part of what we had paid for 
thiough anybody’s caprice, and as a community we had 
a character to lose So, we were closely attentive, and kept 
excellent order , and let the man or hoy who did otherMnse 
instantly get out from this place, or we would put him out 
Mnth the greatest expedition i 

We began at half-past six with a pantomime — with a 
pantomime so long, that before it wrs over I felt as if I had 
been travelling foi six weeks — going to India, say, by the 
Overland MaiL The Spirit of Liberty was the principal 
personage m the Introduction, and the Four Quarters of the 
World came out of the globe, glittering, and discoursed with 
the Spirit, who sang charmingly We were delighted to 
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understand that there was no libeity anywhere hut among 
ourselves, and we highly applauded the agreeable fact In 
an allegorical way, which did as well as any other way, we 
and the Spirit of Liberty got into a kingdom of Reedies and 
Pms, and found them at war with a potentate who called m 
qto his aid their old arch enemy Rust, and who would have 
got the bettei of them if the Spirit of Liberty had not m the 
nick of time tiansformed the leaders into Clown Pantaloon 
Harlequin, Columbine, Harlequins, and a whole family ot 
Sprites, consisting of a remarkably stout fathei and three 
spineless sons. We all knew what was coming when the 
Spirit of Liberty addressed the king with a big face and His 
Majesty backed to the side scenes and began untying himself 
behind, with his big face all on one side Our excitement 
at that crisis was gieat, and our delight unbounded Aftei 
this era m oui existence, we went through all the incidents 
of a pantomime , it was not by any means a savage panto- 
mime, m the way of burning or boiling people, 01 throwing 
them out of window, or cuttmg them up , was often very 
droll, was always liberally got up, and clexeily piesented. 
^1 noticed that the people who kept the shops, and who 
lepresented the passengers m the thoroughfares, and so 
forth, had no coni entionality in them, but were unusually 
like the real thing— from which I infei that you may take 
that audience in (if you wish to) concerning Knights and 
Ladies, Fames, Angels, or such like, but they are not to he 
done as to anything in the sheets I noticed, also, that 
when two young men, dressed in exact imitation of the eel- 
and-sausage-cravated portion of the audience, were chased 
by policemen, and, finding themselves in dangei of being 
caught, dropped so suddenly as to oblige the policemen to 
tumble over them, theie was great rejoicing among the caps 

liacf h eardof before! * dellCftte 1,eference to something they 


The Pantomime was succeeded by a Melo-Drama 
1 throughout the evening I was pleased to observe Virtue 

mctZai if Um S ant ,, as she usuaU y 13 out of doors, and 
Sl I /5° Ugh u rather more so We all agreed (for the 

Sn nnon°V Sty 6 best , J°, hcy ’ aA we were as hard 

as iron upon Vice, and we wouldn’t lieai of Villainy getting 

B^ h r°,f- n0 ’ ” 0t ° n f Dy consl dei-fttion whatever. 

refresh S* ^T’ ™ almost a11 of went out and 
^freshed Many of ns went the length of drinking beer ai 
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the bar of the neighbouring public-house, some of us drank 
spirits, crowds of us had sandwiches and ginger-beer at the 
refreshment bars established foi us in the Theatre The 
sandwuch — ns substantial as was consistent with portability, 
and as cheap as possible — we hailed as one of our greatest 
institutions It forced its way among us at all stages of thqj 
entertainment, and w e were always delighted to see it , 
its adaptability to the varying moods of our nature was 
surprising, we could never weep so comfortably as when 
our tears fell on our sandwich , we could never laugh so 
heartily as when we choked with sandwich, Virtue ne^er 
looked so beautiful 01 Vice so deformed as when we paused, 
sandwnch in hand, to consider what would come of that 
resolution of Wickedness in boots, to se\er Innocence in 
flowered chintz from Honest Industry m striped stockings 
When the cm tain fell for the night, we still fell back upon 
sandwich, to help us thiough the ram and mire, and home 
to bed 

This, as I have mentioned, was Saturday night Being 
Saturday night, I had accomplished but the half of my un- 
commercial journey , for, its object w r as to compare the play, 
on Saturday evening with the preaching m the same Theatre 
on Sunday evening 

Therefore, at the same hour of half-past si\ on the 
similarly damp and muddy Sunday evening, I returned to 
this Theatre I drove up to the entrance (fearful of being 
late, or I should have come on foot), and found myself in 
a large crowd of people who, I am happy to state, w r ere put 
into excellent spirits by my arrival Having nothing to look 
at but the mud and the closed doors, they looked at me, and 
highly enjoyed the comic spectacle My modesty inducing 
me to draw off, some hundreds of yards, into a dark comer 
they at once forgot me, and applied themselves to then 
former occupation of looking at the mud and looking in at 
the closed doois which, being of grated ironwork, allowed 
the lighted passage within to be seen They were cluefi} 
people of respectable appearance, odd and impulsive as most 
crowds are, and making a joke of being there as most 
crowds do 

In the daik coiner I might have sat a long while, but 
that a very obliging passer-by informed me that the Theatre 
was already full, and that the people whom I saw m the 
street were all shut out for want of room Aftei that, I lost 
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no time m woiming myself into the building and creeping 
to a place in a Proscenium box that had been kept for me 

There must hav e been full four thousand people present. 
Carefully estimating the pit alone, I could bring it out as 
holding little less than fourteen hundred Every pai t of the 
$tou$e was well filled, and I had not found it easy to make 
my way along the back of the boxes to wlieie X sat The 
chandeliers m the ceiling were lighted ; there was no light 
on the stage, the orchestra was empty The green curtain 
was down, and, packed pretty closely on chairs on the small 
space of stage before it. were some tlmty gentlemen, and 
two or three ladies In the centre of these, in a desk or 
pulpit covered wuth red baize, was the presiding minister 
The kind of rostrum he occupied will he very well undei- 
stood, if I liken it to a boarded-up fireplace turned tow ards 
the audience, with a gentleman m a black surtout standing 
in the stove and leaning forward over”! he mantelpiece 

A portion of Scnptuie was being read when I went in. 
It was followed by a discourse, to which the congregation 
listened with most exemplary attention and uninterrupted 
Silence and decorum My own attention compiehended both 
the auditory and the speaker, and shall turn to both in this 
recalling of the scene, exactly as it did at- the time. 

A very difficult thing,” I thought, when the discourse 
began, “to speak appropriately to so large an audience, and 
to speak with tact. Without it, better not to speak at all 
Infinitely better, to read the New Testament well, and to let 
that speak In this congregation there is indubitably one 
pulse, but I doubt if any power short of genius can touch 
it as one, and make it answer as one 

I , C , 0U ]J possibly say to myself as the discourse pro 
ceeded, that the mimstei w'as a good speakei I could not 
possibly say to myself that he expressed an understanding 
ot the general mmd and character of his audienca Theie 
l™ 3 * f pposititious working-man introduced into the homily 
J LTo 6 su PP^ ltl0US objections to our Christian religion 
and be reasoned down, who was not only a very disagreeable 
person, but remarkably unlike life-veiy much morfunlSe 

nSr 7 ythm8 r r u had seen 1D the Pantomime* 1 The nSv 
independence of chaiacter this artisan was supposed to nos 

by a s uggest, ° 1 ' ° f “s* to 

certainly neyei heard m my uneommeicial travels and with 

* CMIS! "™* of ™» -oner anytlimgZ' 
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to his feelings, I should conceive, considered in the light of 
a portrait, and as far away from the fact as a Chinese Tartar 
There was a model pauper introduced m like manner, who 
appeared td me to be the most intolerably arrogant pauper 
ever relieved, and to show himself in absolute w ant and due 
necessity of a course of Stone Yard For how did thi£ 
pauper testify to his having recened the gospel of humility i 
A gentleman met him m the workhouse, and said (which 
I myself really thought good natured of lnm) “Ah, John! 
I am sorry to see you heie I am sorry to see )0u so poor ” 
“ Poor, air f ” replied that man, draw mg himself up “ I am 
the son of a Prince 1 My father is the King of Kings My 
father is the Lord of Lords My father is the ruler of all 
the Princes of the Earth 1 ” &c And this was what all the 
preacher’s fellow sinners might come to, if they w ould em 
brace this blessed book — which I must say it did some 
violence to my own feelings of rei erence, to see held out at 
arm’s length at frequent intervals and soundingly slapped, 
like a slow lot at a sale Now, could I help asking myself 
the question, whether the mechanic before me who must 
detect the preacher as being wrong about the 1 lsible manner 
of himself and the like of himself, and about such a noisy 
lip-server as that pauper, might not, most unhappily for the 
usefulness of the occasion, doubt that preacher’s being light 
about things not visible to human senses ? 

Again, Is it necessary or advisable to address such an 
audience continually as “ fellow sinners ” ? Is it not enough 
to be fellow-creatures, born yesteiday, suffeung and striving 
to day, dying tomorrow ? By our common humanity, my 
brothers and sisters, by our common capacities for pain and 
pleasure, by our common laughter and our common tears, 
by our common aspiration to reach something better than 
ourselves, by our common tendency to beliei e in something 
good, and to invest whatever we love 01 whatever we lose 
with some qualities that are supenor to our own failings and 
weaknesses as we know them m our own poor hearts — by 
these, Hear me T — Surely, it is enough to be fellow cieatures. 
Surely, it includes the other designation, and some touching 
meanings over and above 

Again There was a peisonage introduced into the dis- 
course (not an absolute novelty, to the best of my remem- 
brance of my reading), who had been personally known to 
the preacher, and had been quite a Cnchton in all the ways 
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of philosophy, hut had been an infidel Many a tame had 
the preachei talked with him on that subject, and many 
a time had he failed to convince that intelligent man But 
he fell ill, and died, and before he died he iecorded his con- 
version — in words which the preacher had taken down, my 
^llow-smners, and would read to you from this piece of 
paper I must confess that to me, as one of an unmstructed 
audience, they did not appeal particularly edifying I thought 
their tone extremely selfish, and I thought they had a 
spiritual vanity m them which was of the befoie-mentioned 
lefractory pauper’s family 

All slangs and twangs are objectionable everywhere, but 
the slang and twang of the comenticle— as bad m its way as 
that of the House of Commons, and nothing worse can be 
said of it— should be studiously avoided under such circum- 
stances as I descube The avoidance was not complete on 
thiB occasion Noi was it quite agreeable to see the preacher 
addressing his pet “ pomts ” to his backers on the stage, as 
if appealing to those disciples to show' him up, and testify 
to the multitude that each of those points w r as a clmchei 
/ 1 But, in respect of the lnrge Christianity of his general 
tone , of his renunciation of all pnestly authonty , of his 
earnest and leiterated assurance to the people that the 
commonest among them could woik out their own salvation 
if they would, by simply, lovingly, and dutifully following 
Our Savioui, and that they needed the mediation of no 
emng man , m these particulars, this gentleman deserved 
all praise Nothing could be better than the spirit, or the 
plain emphatic words of his discourse in these lespects 
And it was a most significant and encouraging circumstance 
that whenever he struck that clioid, or whenevei he de- 
scnbed anything which Clmst himself had done, the an ay 
of laces before him w-as very much more earnest, and veiv 
much more expressive of emotion, than at any other tune 

ofTho T7’ 1 ““ , b ™ ught t0 the facfc ’ that the lowest part 
nn % n ? °! Previous night, teas not time. There 

” ™ doul >t about it There was no such thine m that 
building, that Sunday evening. I have been told snice that 

SS »' ’«? “«»»» of the it 

tn u mI t0 Sunda y seivlces I have been vei v glad 
to heai it, but on this occasion of w Inch I wnh> fi,r. 17.,® l 

PMt of the usual audience of the Britannia TIiMtr’e deid dK 
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seat and looked at the house, my suipiise at the change in 
its occupants w r as as great as my disappointment To the 
most respectable class of the previous evening was added 
a great numbei of respectable strangers attracted by curiosity, 
and drafts from the legular congregations of Anrious chapels 
It was impossible to fail m identifying the charactei of tlieso 
last, and they were very numeious I came out m a strong 
slow tide of them setting from the boxes Indeed, while 
the discourse was in progiess, the respectable character of 
the auditory w as so manifest m their appearance, that when 
the minister addressed a supposititious ‘‘outcast/' one really 
felt a little impatient of it, as a figure of speech not justified 
by anything the eye could disco\er 

The time appomted for the conclusion of the proceedings 
was eight o'clock, The addiess having lasted until full that 
time, and it being the custom to conclude with a hymn, the 
preachei intimated in a few sensible words that the clock 
had stiuck the hour, and that those wdio desired to go before 
the hymn was sung, could go now, without giving offence 
No one stirred The hymn wars then sung, in good time 
and tune and unison, and its effect was Aery striking A 
comprehensive benevolent piayer dismissed the throng, anc 
in seven or eight minutes there was nothing left in the 
Theatre but a light cloud of dust 

That these Sunday meetings in Theaties aie good things, 
I do not doubt N01 do I doubt that they will woik lower 
and low r er down in the social scale, if those who preside ovei 
them will be very caieful on two heads firstly, not to dis 
parage the places m which they speak, or the intelligence of 
their heal el’s , secondly, not to set themselves in antagonism 
to the natural inborn desire of the mass of mankind to 
lecreate themselves and to be amused 

There is a third head taking precedence of all others, to 
which my lemarks on the discourse I lieaid, have tended 
In the New Testament there is the most beautiful and affect 
mg history conceivable by man, and tlieie are the terse, 
models for all prayei and foi all preaching As to th</ ! 
models, mutate them, Sunday preachei s — else why are they 
there, consider? As to the lnstoiy, tell it Some people 
cannot read, some people wnll not read, manv people (this 
especially holds among the young and ignoiant) find it haid 
to pursue the verse-fomi 111 Avhioh the book is piesented to 
them, and imagine that those breaks imply gaps and vrant of 
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continuity Help them ovei that first stumbling-block, by 
setting foith the history in nanative with no fear of ex- 
hausting it You will never preach so well you wall nevei 
move them so profoundly, you will ne^ei send them away 
with half so much to think of Which is the hettei interest 
Christ’s choice of twelve poor men to help m those meiciful 
wonders among the pool and rejected , 01 the pious bullying 
of a whole Union-full of paupers? "What is youi changed 
philosopher to wn*etched me, peeping m at the dooi out of 
the mud of the streets and of my life, w r hen you have the 
widow’s son to tell me about, the luler’s daughter, the other 
figure at the dooi when the brother of the two sisteis was 
dead, and one of the two lan to the mourner, crying, u The 
Master is come, and calleth for thee 99 ** — Let the preacher 
who wall thoroughly forget himself and remember no indi- 
viduality but one, and no eloquence but one, stand up befoie 
four thousand men and women at the Britannia Theatre 
any Sunday night, recounting that fuurative to them as 
fellow cieatures, and he shall see a sight 1 
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POOR MERCANTILE JACK 

Is the sweet little cherub who sits smiling aloft and keeps 
^atch on the life of poor Jack, commissioned to take charge 
of Mercantile Jack, as well as Jack of the national navy 9 
If not, who is? What is the cherub about, and what are 
we all about, when poor Mercantile Jack is having his brains 
slowly knocked out by pennyweights, aboard the brig 
Beelzebub, or the baique Bowie-knife— v hen he looks his 
last at that infernal craft, with the first officers iron boot- 
heel in Ins lemammg eye, or with Ins dying body towed 
o^iboaid in the ship’s wake, while the cruel wounds in 1^ 
do “the multitudinous seas incarnadine”? 

Is it umeasonable to entertain a belief that if, aboaid the 
brig Beelzebub or the barque Bowie-knife, the first officer did 
half the damage to cotton that he does to men, there would 
presently arise fiom both sides of the Atlantic so vociferous 
an m vocation of the sweet little cherub who sits calculating 
aloft, keeping watch on the markets that pay, that such 
Vigilant cheiub would, with a winged sword, have that 
gallant officei’s organ of destructrv eness out of Ins head in 
the space of a flash of lightning ? 

If it be unreasonable, then am I the most unreasonable 
of men, foi I believe it with all my soul 

This was my thought as I v alked the dock quays at 
Liverpool, keeping watch on poor Mercantile Jack Alas 
for me T I have long outgiown the state of sweet littl^ 
cherub , but theie I was, and there Mercantile Jack was, anc? 
very busy he v as, and very cold he was the snow yet lying 
in the frozen furrows of the land, and the north-east winds 
snipping off tlie tops of the little waves m the Mersey, and 
lolling them into hailstones to pelt him with Mercantile 
Jack was hard at it, in the hard veathei as he mostly is m 
all weathers, pooi Jack. He was girded to ships’ masts and 
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funnels of steamers, like a forestei to a great oak. scraping 
and painting, lie was lying out on yaids, failing sails that 
tried to beat lnm off , he was dimly discernible up in a woild 
of giant cobwebs, reefing and splicing, lie in as faintly 
audible down m holds, stowing and unshipping cat go , he 
(jf ras winding round and round at capstans melodious, 
monotonous, and drunk , he was of a diabolical aspect, with 
coaling for the Antipodes , he was washing decks barefoot, 
with the breast of his red slnrt open to the blast, though 
it was sharpei than the knife m bis leathern girdle , lie was 
looking over bulwarks, all eyes and hair, he was standing 
by at the shoot of the Cunaid steamer, off to-monow, as the 
stocks in trade of several butch era poulterers, and fish- 
mongers, pomed down into the icehouse, he was coming 
aboard of other vessels, with his kit in a tarpaulin hag, 
attended by plunderers to the very last moment of his 
shore-going existence As though his senses, when released 
from the uproar of the elements, were undei obligation to 
be confused by other turmoil, there was a rattling of wheels, 
a clatteung of hoofs, a clashing of non, a jolting of cotton 
,]find hides and casks and timbei, an incessant deafening dis* 
turhance on the quays, that was the very madness of sound. 
And as, in the midst of it, he stood swaying about with Ins 
han blown all mannei of wild ways, rather crazedly taking 
leave of his plunderers, all the rigging m the docks was 
shiall m the wind, and every little steamer coming and 
going across the Mersey was sharp m its blowing off, and 
eveiy buoy m the nver bobbed spitefully up and down, as 
it there were a general taunting chorus of “ Come along 
Mercantile Jack » Mi-lodged, ill-fed, ill-used, hocussed en- 
trapped anticipated, cleaned out Come along, Pool Mer- 
cantde Jack, and be tempest-tossed till you are drowned ' ” 
the uncommercial transaction which had brought me and 
Jack together, was this -I had entered the Livemool police 
foice, that I might have a look at the vaiious unlmvfuHrans 

T ery seb fo1 As my term of semK 

> that Jsfanguwhed corps was short, and as my nereonnl 

u* ZZ7 TJ of the 

much S Stt H . ttanlKSSt “?{"* 

61 tlian the metropolitan system, and m all 
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respects it tempers its remarkable Mgilance with a still 
more remaikable discretion 

Jack had knocked off work in the docks some hours, and 
I had taken, foi puiposes of identification, a photograph 
likeness of a thief, in the portiait-room at oui head police 
office (04 the whole, he seemed rather complimented by thf ' 
proceeding), and I had been on police parade, and the small 
hand of the clock was moving on to ten, when I took up my 
lantern to follow" Mi Superintendent to the traps that w ere 
set for Jack I11 Mr Supeuntendent I saw, as anybody 
might, a tall well-looking well set up man of a soldierly 
healing, wnth a cavalry an, a good chest, and a resolute but 
not by any means ungentle face He carried in his hand 
a plain black walking-stick of hard wood, and whene'vei 
and wherevei, at any aftei-time of the night, he stiuck it on 
the pavement w r ith a ringing sound, it instantly produced 
a whistle out of the darkness, and a policeman To this 
lemarkable stick, I refer an an of mjstery and magic which 
pervaded the whole of my perquisition among the traps that 
were set foi Jack 

We began by diving into the obscurest streets and lane^- 
of the port Suddenly pausing 111 a flow of cheerful dis- 
course, before a dead wall, apparently some ten miles long, 
Mr Superintendent struck upon the giound, and the wall 
opened and shot out, wuth military salute of hand to temple, 
two pohcemen — not m the least surpused themselves, not 
m the least suipusmg Mr Superintendent 
“All right, Shaipeye ? 99 
“ All nght, sn ” 

“ All light, Tiampfoot ? ” 

“All right, sir 99 
“ Is Quickear there ? ” 

“ Here am I, sir 99 
“ Come with us ” 

“ Yes, sn ” 

So, Shaipeye went befoie, and Mi Superintendent and^ 
I went next, and Trampfoot and Quieheai marched as real 
guaid Shaipeye, I soon had occasion to remark, had a 
skilful and quite professional way of opening doors — 
touched latches delicately, as if they weie keys of musical 
instruments — opened every dooi he touched, as if he weie 
perfectly confident that there was stolen property behind it 
— instantly insinuated himself, to present its being shut 
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Sharpeye opened several doors of traps that were set for 
Jack, but Jack did not happen to be m any of them They 
were all such miserable places that really, Jack, if I weie 
you, I would give them a widei berth. In every trap 
somebody was sitting over a fire, waiting foi Jack. Now, 
<|t Tins a crouching old woman, like the picture of the 
Norwood Gipsy in the old sixpenny dream-books , now, it 
was a crimp of the male sex, m a checked shirt and without 
a coat, reading a newspaper , now, it was a man crimp 
and a woman ciimp, who always introduced themselves as 
united m holy matrimony , non , it was Jack’s cielight, Ins 
(un)lovely Nan, but they nere all waiting foi Jack, and 
nere all frightfully disappointed to see us 

“Who have you got up-stairs here?" says Sharpeye, 
generally (In the More-on tone) 

“Nobody, surr, suie not a blessed sowl!” (lush 
feunmne leply ) 

“What do you mean by nobody? Didn’t I hear a 
womnn’s step go up-stairs when my hand was on the latch ? ” 
“Ah' sure thm you’ie right, sun, I foigot her' ’Tis 
j^ton’y Betsy White, sun Ah! you know Betsy, sun. 
Come down, Betsy darlm’, and say the gmtleruin ” 
Generally, Betsy looks ovei the banisters (the steep stair- 
case is m the 100m) with a forcible expression m liei pro- 
testing face, of an intention to compensate herself foi the 
present trial by gnnding J ack finei than usual when he does 
come. Generally, Sharpeye turns to Mi Supeimtendent, 
ana says, ns if the subjects of his remaiks were wax-woik 
‘One of the worst, sir, this house is Tins woman has 
been indicted three times This man’s a regular had one 

rnSus ? 6 name 15 Pegg GlVeS la P“ d * ° ut 08 

T i 3 eVe +i lin< l Sltch a , Da “ 6 88 Pe Sg neai back, thin, since 
I was m this house, bee the good Laid » ” says the woman 

Generally, the man says nothing at all, but becomes 
* exceedingly round-shouldered, and pretend^ to readTs 
paper with rapt attention Generally, Sharpeye directs om 
iseivation with a look, to the prints and pietuies that are 
myambly numerous on the walls. Alw ay S P Trampfoot md 
Quickeai are taking notice on the doorstep In default of 
Sharpeye being acquainted with the exact individuality of 
any gentleman encountered, one of these two ia + 
vroc^un ftom the outer a 
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son is not Jackson, but knows himself to be Fogle, or that 
Canton is Walker’s brother, against whom there was not 
sufficient evidence , or that the man who says he neier was 
at sea since he was a boy, came ashore from a voyage last 
Thursday, or sails to-morrow morning “ And that is a bad 
class of man, you see,” says Mr Superintendent, when h| 
got out into the dark again, “ and very difficult to deal with, 
who, when he has made this place too hot to hold him, 
enters lnmself fora ^o\age as steward or cook and is out 
of knowledge for months, and then turns up again worse 
than ever 15 

When we had gone into many such houses, and had 
come out (always leaving ei erybody relapsing into waiting 
for Jack), we started off to a singing house where Jack was 
expected to muster strong 

The vocalisation was taking place in a long low room 
up stairs , at one end, an orchestra of tw 0 performers, and 
a small platform , across the room, a series of open pews 
for Jack, with an aisle down the middle , at the other end 
a larger pew than the rest, entitled Snttg, and lesened for 
mates and similar good company About the room, soine^ 
amazing coffee coloured pictures varnished an inch deep, and 
some stuffed creatures in cases , dotted among the audience, 
in Snug and out of Snug, the “ Piofessionals among them, 
the celebrated comic favourite Mi Banjo Bones, looking 
very hideous with his blackened face and limp sugar-loaf 
hat, beside him, sipping rum-and wntei, Mrs Banjo Bones, 
m her natuial colours— a little heightened 

It was a Friday night, and Frida} 7 night was considered 
not a good night for Jack At any iate, Jack did not show 
m very great force even herS, though the hohse was one to 
which he much lesorts, and where a good deal of money is 
taken. Theie was Butish Jack, a little maudlin and sleepy, 
lolling over his empty glass, as if he weie trying to read his 
fortune at the bottom , there was Loafing Jack of the Stars 
and Stripes, rather an unpiomismg customer, with his long 
nose, lank cheek, high cheek bones, and nothing soft about 
him but his cabbage-leaf hat , there was Spanish Jack, with 
curls of black hair, nngs in his ears, and a knife not fai 
from his hand, if you get into tiouble with him, theie 
were Maltese Jack, and Jack of Sweden, and Jack the Finn, 
looming through the smoke of their pipes, and turning faces 
that looked as if they were carved out of dark wood, towards 
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the young lady dancing the hornpipe : who found tlie plat- 
form so exceedingly small for it tlmt I had a nervous 
expectation of seeing her, in the backward steps disappeai 
through the window Still, if all hands had been got to- 
gethei they would not have more than half-filled the room. 
Observe, however, said Mr Licensed Yictuallei, the host 
that it was Friday night, and, besides it was getting on foi 
twehe, and Jack had gone aboard A sharp and watchful 
man, Mr Licensed Yictuallei, the host with tight lips and 
a complete edition of Cocker’s arithmetic m each eye 
Attended to his business himself, he said Always on the 
spot When lie heard of talent, trusted nobody’s account of 
it, but went off by rail to see it If true talent, engaged it 
Pounds a week for talent — four pound — five pound. Banjo 
Bones was undoubted talent Hear this instrument that, 
was going to play— it was real talent' In truth it was 
very good , a kind of piano-accordion, played by a young 
girl of a delicate prettiness of face, figure, and dress, that 
made the audience look coarsei Slip sang to the instru- 
ment, too ; first, a song about village bells, and how they 
c*uned ; then a song about how I went to sea , winding 
up with an imitation of the bagpipes which Mercantile 
Jack seemed to understand much the best A good gnl, 
and Mr Licensed Victualler Kept herself select Sat ni 
Snug, not listening to the blandishments of Mates. Lived 
with mother Fathei dead Once a merchant well to do 
ut over-speculated himself On delicate inquiry as to 
salip' paid for item of talent undei consideration, Mr 
Victualler’s pounds dropped suddenly to shillings— still it 
was a very comfortable thing foi a young person like that 
}ou know, she only went on six times a mglit. and was 
only required to be there from six at night to twelve. 
Uhat was more conclusive was, Mr. Yictuallei s assurance 

anv f W,„K eVer i lU °oI ed 1107 «nd neier suffered 

n d r ? i an f Ce S . ha /b 6 y e continued the statement, and 

tha J ^ WftS 1116 best l )roof of it that could 
.ie been cited. So, I came to the conclusion that poor 
Mercantile Jack might do (as I am afraid he does) much 

Wlf t0 Mr v “> ^ tasTt 

TmmnW tad n0t 7et loobed ’ ^ Superintendent— said 
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fill stick, rub the wonderful lantern, and cause the spirits of 
the stick and ‘lantern to convey us to the Darkies 

There was no disappointment in the mattei of Daik Jack, 
he was producible The Genu set us down in the little first 
floor of a little public house, and there, m a stifhngly close 
atmospheie, were Dark Jack, and Dark Jack’s delight, 
white unlovely Nan, sittmg against the wall all round the 
room Moie than that Dark Jack’s delight was the least 
unlovely Nan, both morally and physically, that I saw that 
night 

As a fiddle and tambourine band were sitting among the 
company, Quickeai suggested why not strike up 0 “Ah, 
la’ads 1 99 said a negro sittmg by the dooi “gib the jebblem 
a darnse Tak’ yah pardlers, jebblem, for ’um QUAD-nll ” 

This was the landlord, in a Greek cap, and a dress half 
Greek and half English As master of the ceremonies, he 
called all the figures, and occasionally addressed himself 
parenthetically — after tins mannei When he was 'seiy 
loud, I use capitals 

“Now den! Hoy! One. Right and left (Put n 
steam on, gib ’um powdei ) IiA-dies’ chail BAL-loon saf v 
Lemonade ! Two An-wainse and go back (gib ’ell a break 
down, shake it out 0’ yerselbs, keep a movil) SwiNG-coiners 
Bal-Ioou say, and Lemonade f (Hoy f ) Three Gent 
come foi’ani with a lady and go back, lioppersite come 
for’ard and do what yei can (Aeiolioy 1) BAL-loon say 
and leetle lemonade (Dat ban nigger by ’um fireplace ’hind 
a’ tune, shake it out o’ yerselbs, gib ’ell a breakdown.) Now 
den ! Hoy ! Four 1 Lemonade BAL-loon say, and swing 
Four ladies meets m ’um middle, four gents goes round 
’um ladies, four gents passes out undei ’um ladies’ arms 
swing — and Lemonade till ’a moosio can’t play no moie ? 
(Hoy, Hoy !) 99 

The male dancers w eie all blacks, and one was an unusually 
powerful man of sin feet tluee or four The sound of then 
flat feet on the fiooi was as unlike the sound of wlute fe^ ; 
as then faces w r eie unlike white faces They toed and heeled 
shuffled, double shuffled, double-double-shuffled, coveied the 
buckle, and beat the time out, rarely, dancing with a great 
show of teeth, and wuth a childish good humouied enjoyment 
that was very pi ©possessing They generally kept togethei, 
these poor fellows, said Mi Superintendent, because the} 
were at a disadvantage singly, ancl liable to slights in the 



A STRANDED SPANIARD 


59 


neighbouring streets But, if I were Light Jack I should 
he very slow to interfere oppressn elj' with Dark Jack for, 
whenever I have had to do with him I have found him a 
simple and a gentle fellow. Bearing this in mind, I asked 
his friendly permission to leave him restoration of beer in 
Wishing him good night, and thus it fell out that the last 
words I heard him say as I blundered don n the worn stairs, 
were, ‘ Jebblem’s elth ’ Ladies drinks fust ’ ” 


The night was now well on into the morning, but for 
miles and hours we explored a strange v> orld, where nobody 
ei er goes to bed, but everybody is eternally sitting up, wait- 
ing for Jack, This exploration was among a labyimth of 
dismal courts and blind alleys, called Entries, kept m w ondei- 
ful ordei by the police, and m much bettei order than by 
the corporation the want of gaslight m the most dangerous 
and infamous of these places being quite unworthy of so 
spirited a town I need describe but two or three of the 
houses m which Jack was waited for as specimens of the 
lest. Many ue attained by noisome passages so profoundly 
cknk that we felt our way with our hands Not one of the 
'Ihole number we visited, was w ithout its show of prints and 
ornamental crockery , the quantity of the latter set forth on 
little shelves and m little cases, m otherwise wretched rooms, 
indicating that Meicantile Jack must have an extraordmaiy 
fondness for ciockery, to necessitate so much of that bait in 
Ins traps 


Among such gaimtuie, in one fiont parlour in the dead of 
tile night, foui nomen neie sitting by a fire. One of them 
had a male cluld m her arms On a stool among them was 
a swarthy youth with a guitar, who had evidently stopped 
playing when our footsteps nere heard 

“ Y eU ,'v how do yon do? ’ sa 3* s Mr Superintendent look- 


i T 8 "* su » and ho P e 5* ou gentlemen are going to 
treat us ladies, now you have come to see us g 

* Order them ' ” says Sharpeye 
.None qf that ’ ” says Quickear 

Trampfoot outside is heard to confide to himself * Mee- 
gisson slot this is. And a bad hm t » iUeg 

“ And what does he do here ° ” 
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“ Come to gn e us a bit of music No barm in that, 
I Suppose 9 ” 

“ A young foieign sailoi ?” 

“Yes. He's a Spamiud You're a Spaniard, am t }ou 
Antonio ?” 

“Me Spanish ' ^ 

“And he don't know a woid ) T ou say not he , not if you 
was to talk to him till doomsday ” (Triumphantly, as if it 
redounded to the ciedit of the house ) 

“Will he play something?" 

“Oh, yes, if you like Play something, Antonio You 
ain’t ashamed to play something, are }ou 9 " 

The cracked guitar raises the feeblest ghost of a tune, and 
tlnee of the women keep time to it with their heads, and the 
fourth with the child If Antonio has hi ought any monej 
m with him, I am afraid he will neAer take it out, and it. 
even strikes me that his jacket and guitar may be in a bnd 
way But, the look of the young man and the tinkling of 
the instrument so change the place m a moment to a leaf 
out of Don Quixote, that I wondei where Ins mule is stabled, 
until he leaves off 

I am bound to acknowledge (as it tends rather to mj 
uncommercial confusion), that I occasioned a difficulty in tins 
establishment, by having taken the child in my arms Fox, 
on my offering to restoie it to a ferocious jokei not unstimu 
lated by rum, who claimed to be its mothei, that unnatural 
parent put her hands behind hei, and declined to accept it, 
backing into the fireplace, and very slnilly declaring, regard- 
less of remonstrance from her friends, that she knowed it to 
be Law, that whoever took a child from its mother of his 
own will, was bound to stack to it. The uncommeicinl sense 
of being m a latliei ridiculous position with the poor little 
child beginning to be Lightened, was relieved by my w orthy 
friend and fellow -constable, Trampfoot, who, laying hands 
on the article as if it were a Bottle, passed it on to the 
nearest woman, and bade her “take hold of that " As w^ 
came out the Bottle was passed to the feiocious ^oker, ana 
they all sat down a9 befoie, including Antonio and the 
guitar It was clear that there was no such thing ns a 
nightcap to this baby's head, and that even he nevei went 
to bed, but was always kept up — and would glow up kept 
up — waiting foi Jack 

Later still in the night, w r e came (by the court “ wlieie 



A DESERTER 


6l 


the man was murdered," and by the other court across the 
street, into which his body was dragged) to another parlour 
in another Entry, where several people were sitting round 
a fire m just the same way It was a dirty and offensive 
place, with some ragged clothes drying m it , but there was 
fyhigh shelf over the entrance-door (to Le out of the reach of 
marauding hands, possibly) with two large white loaves on 
it, and a great piece of Cheshire cheese 

“Well* ” says Mr Superintendent, with a comprehensive 
look all round “How do you do 0 " 

“ Hot much to boast of sir 99 Prom the curtseying woman 
of the house “ This is my good man, sn/ 

“You are not registered as a common Lodging House?" 
“Ho, sir" 

Sharpeye (in the Move-on tone) puts in the pertinent 
inquiry, “Then why amt you 0 " 

“Ain’t got no one here, Mr Sharpeye , 9 rejom the woman 
and my good man together, “ but our own family " 

“ How many are you m family 0 " 

The woman takes time to count, under pretence of cough- 
/Jig, and adds, as one scant of breath “ Seven, sir " 

But she has missed one, so Sharpeye, who knows all 
about it, says 


Here s a young man here makes eight, who am t of youi 
family * ” J 

“No, Mr Sharpeye, he’s a weekly lodger" 

“ "Wbat does he do for a living ? ” 

The young man Jieie, takes the reply upon himself, and 
shortly answers, “ Ain’t got nothing to do ” 

The young man here, is modestly brooding behind a damp 
apron pendent from a clothes-bne As I glance at him 
b^ome— but l don’t know why— vaguely reminded of 
Woolwich, Chatham, Portsmouth, and Dovei When v,e 

A ^at young man, sir, at Haiby’s 0 ” 

Yes Wh at is he ° J 

“ Desertei, sir.” 

wi^ h f PeYe fl1 1-tl1 ei intimates that when ve have done 

wLh ,n ’ V ? 11 St ? P back and take young man 
v (. a j oou^ 6 uf time he does feeling at perfect ease 
about finding him, and knowing for a moral certamtv E 
nobody m that legion will be |one toTed * ^ 
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Latei still m the night, we came to another parlour up 
a step or two from the stieet, which was very cleanly, neatly, 
even tastefully, kept, and in which, set forth on a draped 
chest cf drawers masking the staucase, 'was such a pro 
fusion of ornamental crockery, that it w ould have furnished 
forth a handsome sale-booth at a fair It backed up a stou\ 
old lady — Hogarth diew her exact likeness more than once 
— and a boy who was carefully writing a copy in a copy 
book 

“ Well, ma'am, how do you do 9 ” 

Sweetly, she can assure the dear gentlemen, sweetl} 
Charmingly, chaimingly Amd overjoyed to see us I 
“ Why, this is a strange time for tins boy to be writing 
his copy In the middle of the night T ” 

“ So it is, dear gentlemen, Heaven bless youi welcome 
faces and send ye prosperous, but he has been to the Play 
with a young friend foi his dnersion, and he combmates 
his impiovement with entertainment, by doing his school 
writing afterwaids, God be good to ye ! ” 

The copy admonished human nature to subjugate the 
fire of every fierce desire One might have thought iL 
recommended stirring the fire, the old lady so approved if 
There she sat, rosily beaming at the copy-book and the boy, 
and invoking showers of blessings on oui heads, when we 
left her in the middle of the night, waiting for Jack, 
Later still m the night, we came to a nauseous room with 
an eaith floor, into which the lefuse scum of an alley trickled 
The stench of this habitation was abominable , the seeming 
poveity of it, diseased and dire Yet, heie again, was \isitoi 
01 lodger — a man sittmg before the fire, like the rest of them 
elsewhere, and apparently not distasteful to the mistiesss 
niece, who was also before the fiie The mistress herself 
had the misfoitune of being m jail 

Three weird old women of transcendent ghastliness, were 
at needlework at a table in this room Says Tiampfoot to 
First Witch, “What are you making ?" Says she, “Money, 
bags ” * 

“ What are you making?” retorts Tiampfoot, a little oft 
his balance 

“ Bags to hold your money,” says the witch, shaking hei 
head, and setting her teeth, “you as has got it” 

She holds up a common cash bag, and on the table is ft 
heap of such bags Witch Two lafighs at us Witch Three 
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scowls at us Witch sisteihood all, stitch, stitch Fust 
Witch has a cucle lound each eye I fancy it like the 
beginning of the development of a perverted diabolical halo, 
and that when it spreads all round her head she will die m 
the odoui of devilry. 

ryTiampfoot wishes to he mfoimed what Past Witch has 
got behind the table, down by the side of her, there 9 
Witches Two and Three cioak angrily, ‘‘Show him the 
child 


She drags out a skinny little aim from a biown dustlieap 
on the ground Adjured not to distuib the child, she lets 
it drop again Thus we find at last that there is one child 
in the woild of Entries who goes to bed — if this be bed 

Mr. Superintendent asks how long aie they going to w oik 
at those bags ? 

How long? First Witch repeats. Going to have suppei 
presently See the cups and saucers, and the plates. 

“Late 9 Ay* But we has to 5 ain oui supper afore we 
eats it!” Both the other witches lepeat tins after First 
Witch, and take the Uncomnieicial measurement with their 
j^es, as for a charmed winding-sheet. Some grim discourse 
ensues, lefemng to the mistress of the cave, who will he 
released from jail to-monow. Witches pionounce Tiampfoot 
“light there,” when he deems it a trying distance foi the 
old lady to walk , she shall be fetched by niece in a spung- 
c&vt* 


As I took a paitmg look at First Witch in turning away 
the red maiks lound her eyes seemed to have already grown 
larger and she hungrily and thirstily looked out beyond me 
into the dark doorway, to see if Jack was there Foi Jack 
came even here, and the mistress had got into jail tlnough 
deluding Jack. fa 

t ended night of travel and got to bed 

I tailed to keep my mind on comfoi table thoughts of Sea- 
man s Homes (not oveidone with strictness), and impioved 
VS) Te b ruk b°ns giving Jack greatei benefit of fiie and 
ftmdle aboard ship through my mind’s wandering among the 
vermin I had seen. Afterwau.s the same vermin ran alLovei 
my sleep Evermore, vhen on a breezy day I see Poor 

SiLTsh a e il J fl Ck L Un W int °, POltAVlthafai1 ™ nd ^derail 
neve, 1 S JI ! ^ the peeping host of deiomers who 

for hi m 1 b ’ aTK are always m tlj en set traps waitmg 
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lb the ]ate high winds I this blown to a gieat many places 
— and indeed, wind 01 no wind, I generally lia\e extensile 
transactions on hand m the article of Air— but I ha^e not 
been blown to any English place lately, and I very seldom 
liaye blown to any English place in my life, w here I could 
get anything good to eat and drink m five minutes, or where, 
if I sought it, I was received with a welcome 

This is a curious thing to consider But before (strniu 
lated by my own experiences and the representations of 
many fellow travellers of every uncommercial and com 
mercial degree) I consider it further, I must utter a passinp- 
v ord of wonder concerning high winds * * 

I wonder why metropolitan gales always blow so hard at 
Walwoith I cannot imagine what Walworth lias done, to 
bring such windy punishment upon itself, as I never fail to 
find recorded in the newspapers when the wind has blown at f 
all hard Brixton seems to have somethmg on its con 
science , Peckham suffers more than a virtuous Peckham 
might be supposed to deserve , the howling neighbourhood 
of Deptford figuies largely m the accounts of the ingenious 
gentlemen who are out in every wind that blows, and to 
whom it is an ill high wind that blows no good , but, there 
can hardly be any Walworth left by this time It must 
surely be blown away I have read of more chimney stacks 
and house -copings coming down with terrific smashes at 
Walworth, and of more sacred edifices being nearly (nof> 
quite) blown out to sea from the same accursed locality 
than I have lead of practised thieves with the appearance 
and manners of gentlemen — a popular phenomenon which 
ne^er existed on eaith out of fiction and a police repoit 
Again I wondei why people aie always blown into the 
Surrey Canal, and into no othei piece of water * Why do 
people get up early and go out in gioups, to be blown into 
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the Surrey Canal ? Do they say to one another “ Welcome 
death, so that we get into the newspapers?” Even that 
would be an insufficient explanation, liecause even then 
they might sometimes put themselves m the way of being 
blown into the Regent’s Canal, instead of aln ays saddling 
Surrey for the field Some nameless policeman, too, is con- 
stantly, on the sbghtest provocation, getting himself blown 
into this same Surrey Canal Will Sin Richard Mayxe 
see to it, and restiam that weak-minded and feeble-bodied 
constable ? 

To resume the consideration of the cunous question of 
Refreshment. I am a Briton, and, as such, X am aware 
that I never will be a slave — and yet I have latent sus- 
picion that theie must be some slavery of wrong custom m 
this matter 


I travel by railroad. I staid from home at seven or eight 
m the morning, after breakfasting huirledly. What with 
skimming over the open landscape, what with mining in the 
damp bowels of the earth, what with banging booming and 
shrieking the scores of miles away, I am hungry when I 
’’$ave at the “ Refreshment ” station where I am expected 
Please to observe, expected. I have said, I am hungry , 
perhaps I might say, with greater pomt and force, that I am 
to some extent exhausted, and that X need — in the expressive 
French sense of the word— to be restored What is pre- 
luded for my restoiation ? The apartment that is to 
restore me is a wmd-trap, cunningly set to inveigle all the 
draughts in that country-side, and to communicate a special 
intensity and velocity to them as they retate in two hum- 
canes one, about my wretched head one about my 
wretched egs The training of the young ladies behind the 
counter who are to restore me, has been from their infancy 
directed to the assumption of a defiant dramatic show that 

X™ T' “Pf * ed - » » m foi me to represent to 
! ' , £ hl *mb]e aud conciliatory manners, that I wish 

A h hberal Xt 15 111 for me to represent to myself 

Indtpl n encouragernent Of my sinking soul, that the young 
ladies have a pecuniary interest m my arrival Neither m? 

as S 

16 15 P ° WerIess a § amst tbe Dghts and nu glits of Woman 
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(Of the page I make no account, for, he is a boy, and theie- 
fore the natural enemy of Creation ) Chilling fast, m the 
deadly tornadoes to w Inch my upper and lower extremities 
are exposed, and subdued by the moral disad\antage at 
which I stand, I turn my disconsolate eyes on the refresh 
ments that are to lestore me I find that I must eithfi 
scald my throat by insanely ladling into it, against time and 
foi no wager, brown hot "water stiffened "with flour, or 
I must make myself flaky and sick w ith Banbury cake , or, 
I must stuff into my delicate organisation, a currant pm 
cushion which I know will swell into immeasurable dimen 
sions when it has got there , or, I must extort from an 
iron bound quarry, with a fork, as. if I w ere farming an 
inhospitable soil, some glutinous lumps of gristle and giease, 
called pork pie While thus forlornly occupied, I find that 
the depiessing banquet on the table is, m every phase of its 
profoundly unsatisfactory character, so like the banquet at 
the meanest and shabbiest of evening parties, that I begin 
to think I must have u brought dowm ** to supper, the old 
lady unknown, blue with cold, who is setting hex teeth on 
edge with a cool orange at my elbow — that the pnstryco^V 
who has compounded for the company on the low est terms 
per head, is a fraudulent bankrupt, redeeming his contract 
with the stale stock from his window- — that, for some unex 
plained reason, the family giving the party have become my 
mortal foes, and have given it on purpose to affront me Or, 
I fancy that I am u breaking up” again, at the evening 
conversazione at school, charged two-and sixpence in the 
half year's bill , oi breaking dowm again at that celebrated 
evening paity given at Mrs Bogles's hoarding-house when 
I was a boarder there, on which occasion Mrs Bogles was 
taken in execution by a branch of the legal profession who 
got m as the harp, and was removed (with the keys and 
subscribed capital) to a place of durance, half an hour prior 
to the commencement of the festivities 

Take another case y 

Mr Grazmglands, of the Midland Counties, came to London 
by railroad one morning last week, accompanied by the 
amiable and fascinating Mrs Grazmglands Mi G is a 
gentleman of a comfortable property, and had a little business 
to transact at the Bank of England, which required the con 
cuiTence and signature of Mrs G Then business disposed 
of, Mr and Mrs Grazmglands viewed the Boyal Exchange, 
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and the exteuoi of St Pauls Cathedral. The Bpmts of 
Mrs Grazinglands then gradually beginning to hag, Mi 
Grnzmglands (u I10 is the tenderest of husbands) remarked 
w ith sympathy, “ Arabella, my dear, I fear you are famt ” 
Mrs Grazinglands replied, “ Alexander I am rather faint ; 
bf$ don’t mind me, I shall he better presently ” Touched 
by the femmme meekness of this answer. Mi Grazinglands 
looked m at a pastry-cook’s window, hesitating as to the 
expediency of lunching at that establishment He beheld 
nothing to eat, but butter in vanous forms, slightly charged 
with jam, and languidly frizzling over tepid water. Two 
ancient turtle-shells, on v Inch uas inscribed the legend, 
“Soups,” decorated a glass partition within, enclosing a 
stuffy alcove, fiom which a ghastly mockery of a marriage- 
breakfast spread on a rickety table, warned the terrified 
traveller An oblong box of stale and broken pastry at 
reduced prices, mounted on a stool, ornamented the door- 
way , and tuo high chairs that looked as if they weie per- 
foiming on stilts, embellished the countei Over the whole, 
a young lady presided, whose gloomy haughtiness as she sui- 
ted the street, announced a deep-seated grievance against 
society, and an implacable determination to he avenged. 
From a beetle-haunted kitchen below tins institution, fumes 
arose, suggestive of a class of soup which Mi. Grazinglands 
knew, fiom painful experience, enfeebles the mind, distends 
the stomach, forces itself into the complexion, and tues to 
ooze out at the eyes As be decided against entering, and 
turned away Mrs Grazinglands becoming peiceptibly ueaker, 
repeated, “ I am rather faint, Alexander, but don’t mind 
me Urged to new efforts by these woids of resignation, 
Mr Grazinglands looked m at a cold and floury bakei's shop 
where utilitarian buns unrelieved by a currant, consorted 
, , har( * biscuits, a stone filtei of cold watei, a haid pale 
c ock, and a hard little old woman with flaxen han, of an 
mdeveloped-fannaceous aspect, as if she had been fed upon 

He might have entered even here, but foi the timelv 

the’corae'r 06 C ° mme UP ° n him that Jnmn S’ 3 was but round 

Jft nmgs being an hotel for families and gentlemen 
m high repute among the midland counties, MpGrazme-’ 
lands plucked up a great spirit when he told Mrs GiST 

iSw e , Bh0Uld hnVe a ch °P the *» That lady hkewife 
felt that she was going to see Life Aiming on thatgay 
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and festive scene, they found the second waiter, m ft flabby 
undiess, cleaning the windows of the empty coffee-room, 
and the first waiter, denuded of his white tie, making up 
his cruets behind the Post-Office Directory The latter 
(who took them in hand) was greatly put out by their 
patronage, and showed his mind to be troubled by a sefpe 
of the pressing necessity of instantly smugglmgMrs Grazing 
lands into the obscurest comer oflthe building This slighted 
lady (who is the pride of her division of the county) was 
immediately conveyed, by several dark passages, and up and 
down several steps, into a penitential apartment at the back 
of the house, where five invalided old plate-warmers leaned 
up against one another under a discarded old melancholy 
sideboard, and where the wintry leaves of all the dining 
tables in the house lay thick. Also, a sofa, of incompre- 
hensible form regarded from any sofane point of view, 
murmured " Bed while an air of mingled fluffiness and 
heeltaps, added, “Second Waiter’s ” Secreted m this dismal 
hold, objects of a mysterious distrust and suspicion, Hr 
Grazmglands and his charming partner waited twenty 
minutes for the smoke (for it never came to a fire), twenty 
five minutes for the sherry, half an hour for the tablecloth, 
forty minutes for the knives and forks, three-quarters of an 
hour for the chops, and an hour for the potatoes On 
settling the little bill — which was not much more than the 
day*s pay of a Lieutenant m the navy— Mr Grazmglands 
took heart to remonstrate against the general quality and 
cost of his reception To whom the waiter replied, sub- 
stantially, that Jairmg’s made it a merit to have accepted 
him on any terms “for,” added the waiter (unmistakably 
coughing at Mrs Grazmglands, the pnde of her division of 
the county), “when mdiwiduals is not staying in the ’Ouse, 
^ v °urs is not as a mle looked upon as making it 
worth Mr Jainng’s while, nor is it, indeed, a style of 
business Mr Jairing wishes ” Finally Mr and Mrs. 
Grazmglands passed out of Jairmg’s hotel for Family 
and Gentlemen, m a state of the greatest depression, scorned 
by the bar , and did not recover then self-respect for several 
days 

Or take another case Take youi own case 

You are going off by railway, from any Terminus You 
haVe twenty minutes for dmnei, oefore you go You want 
your dmnei, and like Dr Johnson, Sir, you like to dine 
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You present to your mind, n picture of the refreshment-table 
at that terminus. The conventional shabby ga enmg-party 
supper — accepted as the model for all termini and all 
refreshment stations, because it is the last repast knoun to 
this state of existence of which any human creature would 
partake, but in the direst extremity — sickens your contem- 
plation, and your words are these “ I cannot dine on stale 
sponge-cakes that turn to sand in the mouth I cannot dine 
on sliming brown patties, composed of unknown animals 
within, and offering to my Anew the device of an indigestible 
star-fish in leaden pie crust without. I cannot dme on a 
sandwich that has long been pining undei an exhausted 
receiver I cannot dme on bailey-sugar I cannot dme on 
Toffee ” You repair to the nearest hotel, and arrive 
agitated m the coffee-ioom 

It is a most astonishing fact that the waitei is very cold 
to you. Account for it how you may, smooth it over how 
you will, you cannot deny that he is cold to you He is 
not glad to see you, he does not want you, he uould much 
rather you hadn’t come He opposes to your flushed con- 
d^ion. an immovable composure As if this were not 
enough, another waitei, born, as it would seem, expressly 
to look at you m this passage of your life, stnnds at a little 
distance, with his napkin under his arm and his hands 
folded, looking at you with all his might You impress 
on your waiter that you have ten minutes for dinner, and he 
proposes that you shall begin with a bit of fish which Anil 
be ready in twenty That pioposal declined he suggests — 
as a neat originality — “a weal or mutton cutlet” You 
close with eithei cutlet, any cutlet, anything He goes 
leisurely behind a door and calls down some unseen shaft' 
A A'entnloquial dialogue ensues, tending finally to the effect 
that weal only, is available on the spur of the moment 

S“°° S°“ 3ly <*“ °“A Weal, then ’ ” Your barter ha, mg 
settled that point, returns to array youi tableelofh with 
^able napkm folded cocked-hat-wise (slowly, for somethmg 
out of Avmdow engages his eye), a white Anne-glass, a green 

St ffSs 
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rather like his brother Half your time gone, and nothing 
come but the jug of ale and the bread, you implore your 
yv alter to “ see aftei that cutlet, waiter , pray do!” He 
cannot go at once, for he is canying m seventeen pounds 
of American cheese for you to finish with, and a small 
Landed Estate of celery and water-ci esses The other w ai^ir 
changes his leg, and takes a new view of you, doubtful/y, 
now, as if he had rejected the resemblance to his brother, 
and had begun to think you moie like his aunt 01 his grand 
mother Again you beseech your waiter with pathetic 
indignation, to “ see aftei that cutlet I ” He steps out to 
see after it, and by and by, when you are going away with 
out it, comes back with it Even then, lie wull not take 
the sham silvei cover off, without a pause foi a flourish, and 
a look at the musty cutlet as if he w f ere surpused to see 
it — which cannot possibly be the case, he must have seen 
it so often befoie A sort of fui has been produced upon 
its surface by the cook s ai t, and in a sham silvei vessel 
staggeiing on two feet instead of three, is a cutaneous kind 
of sauce, of brown pimples and pickled cucumber You 
order the bill, but your waitei cannot bring your bill 
because he is bringing, instead, three flinty-hearted potatoes 
and two grim head of broccoli, like the occasional ornaments 
on area railings, badly boiled You know that you will 
never come to this pass, any more than to the cheese and 
celery, and you imperatively demand your bill , but, it takes 
time to get, even when gone for, because your winter has 
to communicate wuth a lady who lives behind a sash-window 
in a corner, and who appears to ha\e to refer to several 
Ledgeis before she can make it out — as if you had been 
staying theie a yeai You become distracted to getaway, 
and the othei w r aiter, once moie changing his leg, still looks 
at you — but suspiciously, now, os if you had begun to 
remind him of the party who took the gieat-coats last 
winter Your bill at last brought and paid, at the late of 
sixpence a mouthful, your waiter leprouchfully reminds 
you that “attendance is not charged for a single meal, 
and you have to seaich m all your pockets for sixpence 
more He has a woise opinion of you than evei, when 
you have given it to him, and lets you out into the street 
with the an of one saying to himself, as you cannot doubt 
he is, “I hope we shall never see you here again 1 ” 

Or, take any other of the numerous travelling instances 
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m which, with moie time at your disposal, you are, hare 
been, or may be, equally ill served Take tlie old-established 
Bull’s Head with its old established knife-boxes on its old- 


established sideboards, its old-established flue under its old- 
established foui-post bedsteads m its old-established anless 
lopms, its old-established frouziness up-stairs and down- 
stairs, its old-established cookery, and its old-established 
principles of plunder Count up your mjunes, m its side 
dishes of ailing sweetbreads in white poultices, of apothe- 
caries’ powders in nee foi cuiry, of pale stewed bits of 
calf ineffectually relying fox an adventitious interest on 
foi cement balls You have had expenence of the old- 
established Bull’s Head stringy fowls, with Ion ex extiemities 
like wooden legs, sticking up out of the dish , of its canm- 
bahe boiled mutton, gushing lioinbly among its capers, when 
carved , of its little dishes of pastry — loofs of spermaceti 
ointment, erected over half an apple or four gooseberries 
Well foi you if you have yet foigotten the old-established 
Bull’s Head fruity port . whose reputation was gained solely 
by the old-established price the Bull’s Head put upon it, 
?jfd by the old-established an with M Inch thd Bull’s Head 
set tli© glasses and D’Oyleys on, and held that Liquid Gout 
to the three-and-sixpenny wax-candle, as if its old-established 
coloui hadn’t come from the dyer’s 

Or lastly, take to finish with, turn eases that we all know 
every day ’ 


We all know the new hotel near the station, where it is 
always gusty, going up the lane which is always muddy 
where we axe sure 1o arrive at night, and where we make 
the gas start awfully when we open the front dooi We 
all know the flooring of the passages and staircases that is 
00 new, and the walls that are too new, and the house that 
is haunted by the ghost of mortar -We all know the doors 
that have cracked, and the cracked slmtteis tlnough which 
8®* a glunpse of the disconsolate moon We all know 

Imve COmG to kee P new hotel, and 
^10 wish they had never come, and who (inevitable result) 

scant an 1 ia ^ nGYer c ° me We know how much too 
Til l sm ° 01 , and br,ght ' the furniture is, and how 
l>i T7 l S n U e< J d °7 n ’ and fit itself into nght 

tw t 1 '? 77 Wrong places We a11 know bow 

We ain i,nw°l S | 10 !I S maps of ' Damp upon the walls. 

Ne 311 W W ghost of mortar passes into om sand- 
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wich, stirs our negus, goes up to bed with us, ascends the 
pale bedroom chimney, and prevents the smoke from follow 
rng We all know how a leg of our chair comes off at 
breakfast in the morning, and how the dejected waiter 
attributes the accident to a general greenness pervading 
the establishment, and informs us, in reply to a local y} 
quiry, that he is thankful to say he is an entire stranger 
m that pait of the country, and is going back to his own 
connexion on Saturday 

We all know, on the other hand, the great station hotel 
belonging to the company of proprietors, w hich has suddenly 
sprung up in the back outskirts of any place we like to 
name, and where we look out of our palatial windows, at 
little back yards and gardens, old summei houses, fowl 
houses, pigeon traps, and pigsties We all know this hotel 
in which we can get anything we want, after its land, for 
money , but where nobody is glad to see us, or sorry to see 
us, or minds (our bill paid) whether we come 01 go, or how, 
or when, or why, or cares about us. We all know this hotel, 
where we have no individuality, but put ourselves into the 
general post, as it were, and are sorted and disposed ij - 
according to our division We all know that we can get 
on very well indeed at such a place, but still not perfectly 
well , and this may be, because the place is largely whole- 
sale, and there is a lingering personal retail interest within 
us that asks to be satisfied 

To sum up My uncommercial tiavellmg has not yet 
brought me to the conclusion that v e are close to perfection 
in these matters And just as I do not believe that the end 
of the world will ever be near at hand, so long as any of the 
very tiresome and arrogant people who constantly predict 
that catastrophe are left in it, so, I shall lm e small faith in 
the Hotel Millennium, iiVhile any of the uncomfortable super 
stitions I have glanced at remain in existence 
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I got into the travelling chariot — it was of German make, 
roomy, heavy, and unvarnished — I got into the travelling 
chanot, pulled up the Bteps after me, shut myself in with 
a smart bang of the dooi, and gave the woid, “ Go on 1 ” 

Immediately, all that W. and SW division of London 
began to slide away at a pace so lrs ely, that I was over the 
liver, and past the Old Kent Road, and out on Blackbeath, 
and even ascendmg Shooter's Hill, befoie I had had tame to 
look about me m the carnage, like a collected tiaveller 

had two ample Imperials on the loof, other fitted storage 
for luggage m fiont, and othei up behind , I had a net for 
books overhead, gieat pockets to all the windows, a leathern 
pouch or two hung up foi odds and ends, and a reading 
lamp fixed in the back of the chariot, in case I should be 
benighted. I was amply provided m all respects, and had 
no idea where I was going (which was delightful), except 
that I was going abroad 

So smooth was the old high road, and so fresh were the 
homes, and so fast went I, that it was midway between 
Gravesend and Rochester, and the widening nvei was bear- 
ing the ships, white sailed 01 black -smoked, out to sea, when 
1 noticed by the wayside a veiy queer small boy 

“ Holloa 1 ” said I, to the very queer small boy, “ where 
dojouhve 0 ” 


At Chatham,” says he 
‘ What do you do there ? ” says L 
‘ I go to school,” says be 

I took him up m a moment, and we went on Presen tlv 
Sm t U , ? °Z ”*■> >s 

ana ™ » re F ’ Jst “ ffwent rob tho E8 trailers, 

to'velSr 1 "' 80m6,, ™s a 10 " 1 Falstaff oh ? •• sui L 
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“ All about him,” said the very queer small boy “I am 
old (I am nine), and I read all sorts of books But do let 
us stop at the top of the hill, and look at the house there, 
if you please I ” 

“ You admne that house ? ” said L 

“Bless you, sir,” said the very queer small boy, “whenfl 
avas not more than half as old as nine, it used to be a treat 
foi me to be brought to look at it And novr, I am nine, I 
come by myself to look at it And ever smce I can recollect, 
my father, seeing me so fond of it, has often said to me, ‘If 
you were to be very perse\enng and were to work hard, you 
might some day come to live in it ’ Though that’s impos 
Bible ! ” said the Aeiy queer small boy, drawing a low breath, 
and now staring at the house out of window with all his 
might 

I was rathei amazed to be told this by the Aery queer 
small boy , foi that house happens to be my house, and I 
haA r e reason to believe that what he said Avas true 

Well I I made no halt there, and I soon dropped the Aery 
queei small boy and went on Over the road Avlieie the old 
Romans used to maich, over the load A\heie the old Cante|£ 
bury pilgrims used to go, oa ei the road Avhere the traA ellmg 
hams of the old imperious priests and princes used to jingle 
on hoiseback between the continent and this Island through 
the mud and water, o\ f ei the road where Shakespeaie hum 
med to himself, “Blow, blow, thou winter AAind,” as he sat 
m the saddle at the gate of the inn yard noticing the earners , 
all among the cherry oichards, apple orchaids, corn-fields, and 
hop gardens , so went I, by Canterbury to DoA r er There, 
the sea was tumbling m, AAnth deep sounds, after dark, and 
the levobnng French light on Cape Gnnez was seen regularly 
bursting out and becoming obscured, as if the head of a 
gigantic light-keeper m an anxious state of mind Avere inter 
posed every half-minute, to look boAv it was burning 

Early m the morning I was on the deck of the steam 
packet, and Ave a^ ere aiming at the bar m the usual mtolem 
able raannei, and the bar avas aiming at us in the usutu 
intolerable manner, and the bar got by far the best of it, and 
we got by far the worst — all in. the usual intolerable manner 

But, when I Avas clear of the Custom House on the othei 
side, and Avhen I began to make the dust fly on the thirsty 
French roads, and when the tAvigsome trees by the Avayside 
(Avbich, I suppose, never will grow leafy, for they never did) 
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guarded lieie and there a dusty soldier, >oi field labourer, 
baking on a heap of broken stones, sound asleep in a fiction 
of shade, I began to recover my travelling spirits. Coming 
upon the breaker of the broken stones, m a hard hot shining 
hat, on which the sun played at a distance as on a buming- 
sdass, I felt that now, indeed, I was in the dear old France 
of my affections I should have known ft, without the aa ell- 
remembered bottle of rough ordinal y wine, the cold roast 
fowl, the loaf, and the pinch of salt, on which I lunched with 
unspeakable satisfaction, from one of the stuffed pockets of 
the chanot 

I must ha\ e fallen asleep aftei lunch, foi when a bright 
face looked m at the window, I started, and said 

“Good God, Louis, I dreamed you vere dead r * 

My cheerful servant laughed, and answeied 
“Me? Not at all, sir ” 

II How glad I am to wake 1 What are we doing, Louis * 
“We go to take lelay of horses Will you walk up the 

hill*” ^ F 


^Certainly , 

Welcome the old French hill, with the old Fiencli lunatic 
Inot in the most distant- degree i elated to Sterne's Mana) 
living in a thatched dog-kennel half-way up, and flying out 
With, lus crutch and his big head and extended nightcap, to 
he beforehand with the old men and women exhibiting crip 
pled children, and with the children exhibiting old men and 
women, ugly and blind, who always seemed by resurrect lonaiy 
process to be lecalled out of the elements for the sudden peo- 
pling of the solitude 1 ” * 

t i 5 SaiC * ^ among them vhat small 

com I had , here comes Louis, and I am quite loused from 
my nap ” 

^ on a g ain » I welcomed every new assm- 

ance that France stood uhere I had left it There were the 

™ th their 1 arc , h '™ys> dirty stnlile-yards, and 
J W W ht "<>men of business, looking 

n n ^^ ie puttmg-to of the horses , there neie the nostihonf 
Z n ‘“ g ““'r they got. into then hats and nova 

groy hoi" 6 U of P and th T H,e population of 

Sr v wf tf Flni ) dere descent, invariably biting oneX - 

skms in! 6 ] hey g0t U ,? haQCe » tbere ^ere the fleecy y 
f ik? j 00ped 0n over their uniforms by the Tx><ihhJ/ 
ibbed aprons when it blew and rained , theie we thl 
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boots, and then* cracking whips , there ere the cathedrals 
that I got out to see, as under some cruel bondage, m no 
wise desmng to see them , there were the little towns that 
appeared to have no reason for being towns, since most of 
their houses were to let and nobody could be induced to look 
at them, except the people who couldn't let them and ha^ 
nothing else to do but look at them all day I lay a night 
upon the road and enjoyed delectable cookery of potatoes, 
and some other sensible things, adoption of which at home 
would inevitably be shown to be fraught with rum, somehow 
or other, to that rickety national blessing, the British farmer , 
and at last I was rattled, like a single pill in a box, ovei 
leagues of stones, until — madly cracking, plunging, and 
flourishing two grey tails about — I made my triumphal entry 
into Pans 

At Pans, I took an upper apartment for a few days m one 
of the hotels of the Rue de Rivoli , my front windows look- 
ing mto the garden of the Tuileries (wheie the principal 
difference between the nursemaids and the flowers seemed to 
be that the formei weie locomotive and the latter not) my 
back windows looking at all the other back windows in the 
hotel, and deep down mto a paved yard, where my German 
chariot had retired undei a tight-fitting archway, to all appeal* 
ance for life, and where bells rang all day without anybody's 
minding them but certain cliambeilams with feather brooms 
and green baize caps, who here and there leaned out of some 
high window placidly looking down, and where neat waiters 
with trays on their left shoulders passed and lepassed from 
morning to night 

Whenever I am at Paris, I am dragged by invisible force 
mto the Morgue I never want to go theie, but am always 
pulled there One Chustmas Day, when I would rather 
have been anywhere else, I was attracted in, to see an old 
grey man lying all alone on Ins cold bed, with a tap of water 
turned on over his grey hair, and running, dnp, dnp, dnp, 
down his wretched face until it got to the comer of his 
mouth, where it took a turn, and made him look sly One 
New Year s Morning (by the same token, the sun was shining 
outside, and there was a mountebank balancmg a feather on 
his nose, within a yard of the gate), I was pulled m again to 
look at a flaxen haired boy of eighteen, with a heart hanging 
on his breast — “from his mother,” was engraven on it — who 
come into the net across the liver, with a bullet wound 
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in lus fair forehead and lus hands cut with a knife, hut 
whence or how was a blank mystery This time I was 
forced into the same dread place, to see a large dark man 
whose disfigurement by watei was in a frightful manner 
comic, and whose expression was that of a pnze-figkter who 
*^ad closed his eyelids under a heavy blow, but was going 
immediately to open them, shake his head, and “come up 
smiling " Oh what this large daik man cost me in that 
bright city' 

It was very hot weather and he was none the better 
for that, and I was much the worse Indeed, a very neat 
and pleasant little woman with the key of her lodging on her 
forefingei, who had been showing him to her little girl while 
she and the child ate sweetmeats, observed monsieur looking 
pooily ns we came out together, and asked monsieur, with 
her Wondering little eyebrows prettily raised, if there were 
anything the matter ? Faintly replying in the negatn e, 
monsieur crossed the road to a wine-shop, got some brandy, 
and resolved to freshen himself with a dip m the great float- 
ing bath on the nver. 


/ jI The bath was crowded m the usual airy manner by a 
male population m striped drawers of various gay colours, 
who walked up and down aim in arm, drank coffee, smoked 
cigars, sat at little tables, conversed politely w ith the damsels 
who dispensed the towels and every now and then pitched 
themselves into the nver head foremost, and came out again 
to repeat this social routine I made haste to participate in 
the water part of the entertainments, and was in the full 
enjoyment of a delightful bath, when allm a moment I was 
seized with an unreasonable idea that the laige dark body 
was floating straight at me y 

t\° j\°> f the nve1 ’ and Messing instantly. In the 
shock. 1 had taken some water into my mouth, and it turned 

was' in k ,f f0r T hT le ? ? te C0ntammatl0n of the creature 
W i 7, 1 h ? d - got back to m >' C0Gl darkened room m the 

Zyir ^ ° n a S ° fa there ' before 1 to reason 

Of course, I knew perfectly well that the lame daik 

d ? d > and U “‘ 1 “» mJS come 

1 AouM ° ' »‘r V,i ’V C ' 1 l,ri(l ! «° him dead (W 

enwi d , upon i]jc - cathedral of Kotre-Dame 
ontwlyw srtuahon. What tabled 

Of Bie creature , and that had so cunoust™ nd l' - .** 
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painted itself upon my brain, that I could not get nd of it 
until it was worn out 

I noticed the peculiarities of this possession, while it was 
a real discomfort to me That very day, at dmnei, some 
morsel on my plate looked like a piece of him, and I vas 
glad to get up and go out Later in the e\emng, I wa£ 
walking along the Rue St Honors, when I saw a bill at 
a pubhc room theie, announcing small-swoid exercise, broad 
swoid exercise, wiestling, and other such feats* I went m, 
and some of the sword play being very skilful, remained 
A specimen of oui own national spoit, The British Boaxe, 
was announced to he given at the close of the evening In 
an evil hour, I determined to wait for this Boaxe, as became 
a Briton. It was a clumsy specimen (executed by tw 0 English 
giooms out of place), but one of the combatants, receiving 
a straight nght-handei with the glove between his eyes, did 
exactly what the laige daik ereatuie in the Morgue had 
seemed going to do— and finished me for that night 

There vas lather a sickly smell (not at all an unusual 
frag ranee m Pans) in the little ante 100m of my apaitment 
at the hotel The large dark denture m the Morgue was 
no duect expel lence associated with my sense of smell, 
because, when I came to the knowledge of him, he lay 
behind a vail of thick plate glass as good as a wall of steel 
01 maible foi that mattei Yet the whiff of the 100m nevei 
failed to reproduce him What was moie curious, was the 
capi lciousness with which his poi trait seemed to light itself 
up in my mind, elsewhere I might be walking in the 
Palais Royal, lazily enjoying the shop windows, and might 
be legalmg myself with one of the leady made clothes shops 
that are set out there My eyes, wandenng over impossible- 
waisted dressing gowns and luminous waistcoats, would fall 
upon the mastei, 01 the shopman, 01 even the very dummy 
at the door, and would suggest to me, “ Something like 
him 1 5 — and instantly I w as sickened again 

This would happen at the theatre, in the same mannei^ 
Often it would happen in the street, when I certainly was 
not looking foi the likeness, and when probably theie was 
no likeness theie It was not because the cieature was dead 
that I was so haunted, because I know that I might have 
been (and I know it because I have been) equally attended 
by the imhge of a living aversion This lasted about a week 
We pictuie did not fade by degrees, in the sense that it 
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became a wlnt less foicible and distinct, but m tlie sense that 
it obtruded itself less and less frequently The experience 
may be worth considering by some who have the caie of 
children It would be difficult to overstate the intensity 
and accuracy of an intelligent child s obser\ ation At that 
<yipressible time of life, it must sometimes produce a fixed 
nnpression If the fixed impiession be of an object terrible 
to the child, it will be (foi want of reasoning upon) insepar- 
able from gieat fear Force the child at such a time, lie 
Spaitan with it, send it into the dark against its will, leave 
it m a lonely bedroom against its will, and you had bettei 
muider it 

On a bright morning I lattled away fiom Pans, m the 
Geiman chariot, and left the large dark cieatuie behind me 
foi good I ought to confess, though, that I had been drawn 
back to the Morgue, aftei he was put undeigiound, to look 
at Ins clothes, and that I found them fngbtfuHy like bun — 
particularly Ins boots However, I rattled an ay foi Switzer- 
land, looking forward and not backwaid, and so ne parted 
company 


) "Welcome again, the long long spell of France, with the 
queer country inns, full of vases of floweis and clocks, m the 
dull little town, and with the little population not at all dull 
on the little Boulevard m the evening, under the little trees » 
Welcome Monsieur the Cur 6 , walking alone m the early 
morning a shoit way out of the town, reading that eternal 
Breviary of yours winch suiely might be almost read, witli- 
out book, by this tune ' Welcome Monsieui the Cure, later 
m the day, jolting thiough the highway dust (as if you had 

t0 i thS i Cl ° Udy regl0n )' m a V6r y bigheaded 
cabuolet, With the dried mud of a dozen winters on it "Wei- 

th , e C , Ur4 ' as " 6 change salutations; 
} ou straightening your back to look at the German chariot- 

fa fljfe? “ garden a ^3,3 

101 the day s soup I, looking out of the Geiman chariot 
m * liat delicious traveller s tiance winch knows no 
res, no yesterdays,^ no to-monous, notlung hut the nassine- 
objects and the passing scents and sounds And so I canie g 
m due course of delight to Strasbourg, where I passed a wet 

23735 
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of windows m its high roof alone , how many m its giotesque 
front, I soon gave up counting The owner was a shopkeeper, 
by name Straudenheim , by trade — I couldn’t make out what 
by trade, for he had forborne to write that up, and his shop 
was shut 

At first, as I looked at Straudenheim’s, through the steadily 
falling lain, I set him up m business m the goose liver line 
But, inspection of Straudenheim, who became visible at 
a window on the second floor, com meed me that there was 
something more precious than livei in the case He wore 
a black velvet skull-cap, and looked usunous and nch 
A large lipped, pear nosed old man, with white hair, and 
keen eyes, though near sighted He was writing at a desk 
was Straudenheim, and ever and again left off writing, put 
his pen in his mouth, and went through actions with his 
right hand, like a man steadying piles of cash Five-franc 
pieces, Straudenheim, or golden Napoleons? A jeweUei, 
Straudenheim, a dealei m money, a diamond merchant, or 
what? 

Below Straudenheim, at a window on the first flooi, sat 
his housekeeper — fai from young, but of a comely presence 
suggestive of a well matured foot and ankle She wa£ 
cheenly dressed, had a fan m her hand, and woie laige gold 
earrings and a large gold cioss She ^ould have been out 
holiday-making (as I settled it) but for the pestilent ram 
Strasbourg had given up holiday making for that once, as 
a bad job, because the ram was jerking in gushes out of the 
old roof spouts, and running in a biook down the middle of 
the street The housekeepei, hei arms folded on hei bosom 
and her fan tapping her chin, was bright and smiling at her 
open window, but otherwise Straudenheim ’s house fiont was 
veiy dreary The housekeepers was the only open window in 
it , Straudenheim kept himself close, though it was a sultry 
evening when air is pleasant, and though the ram had bi ought 
into the town that a ague refreshing smell of grass which 
rain does bring m the summei time 

The dim appearance of a man at Straudenheiru’s shouldei, 
inspned me with a misgiving that somebody had come to 
murder that flourishing mei chant foi the wealth with which 
I had handsomely endowed him the lathei, as it was an 
excited man, lean and long of figuie, and evidently stealthy 
of foot But, he conferred with Straudenheim instead of 
doing him a moital injury, and then they botli softly opened 
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the othei -window of that loom — which was immediately ovei 
the housekeeper’s — and tried to see her by looking down 
And my opinion of Straudenkeim was much lowered when 
I saw that eminent citizen spit out of window, clearly with 
the hope of spitting on the housekeeper 

The unconscious housekeeper fanned herself, tossed hei 
head, and laughed Though unconscious of Straudenheim, 
she was conscious of somebody else — of me 9 — there was 
nobody else 

After leaning so far out of the window, that I confidently 
expected to see their heels tilt up, Straudenheim and the 
lean man drew their heads m and shut the window. Pre- 


sently, the house dooi secretly opened, and they slou ly and 
spitefully crept forth into the pouring ram They were coming 
over to me (I thought) to demand satisfaction for my looking 
at the housekeeper, when they plunged into a lecess m the 
architecture under my window and dragged out the puniest 
of little soldiers, begirt uitli the most innocent of little 
swoids The tall glazed head-dress of this wamor, Strauden- 
heim instantly knocked off, and out of it fell two sugai- 
.Jticks, and thi-ee or four large lumps of sugar. 

' The wamor made no effort to recovei his property or to 
pick up his shako, but looked with an expression of attention 
at Straudenheim when he kicked him five times, and also at 
the lean man when he kicked lum five times, and again at 
Straudenheim when he tore the bieast of his (the warrior's) 
little coat open, nnd shook all his ten fingers m his face, as 
if they weie ten thousand When these outrages had been 
committed. Straudenheim and his man w ent into the house 
?f! n .!' nd 1 barred the door A w onderful circumstance was, 
that the housekeeper who saw it all (and who could have 
taken six such u amors to hei buxom bosom at once) only 
Pa “ ed , ] ! er ! elf nnd laughed as she had laughed before, and 
e J? ed have no opinioh about it, one way or other. 

“ the chief effect of the drama was the remarkable 
^en to eance taken by the little wamor Left alone in the 

pufc lfc on ' a11 wet and dirty 
house wJ fi red ° a C ? Ur , t of ^’bich Straudenheim^ 
r “ the , COlJ l er wheeled about , and bringing his 
two forefingers close to the top of his nose n.hl^d fuf™ 

tempt° n 0 f Straudl , cro8S * wi *®» } n dension, defiance, and con- 
possibly he sunnosed^n , Atl0u Sb Straudenheim could not 
PP0SGd t0 16 T c ° nscious of this strange pro- 
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ceeding, it so inflated and comforted the little wamor’s soul, 
that twice he went away, and twice came back into the court 
to repeat it, as though it must goad his enemy to madness 
Not only that, but he afterwards came back with two other 
small warriors, and they all three did it togethei Not 
only that — as I live to tell the tale ! — but just as it wil* 
falling quite dark, ihe thiee came back, bringing with them 
a huge bearded Sapper, whom they moved, by recital of the 
original wrong, to go through the same performance, with 
the same complete absence of all possible knowledge of it on 
the part of Stiaudenheun And then they all went awa), 
aim m arm, singing 

I went away too, in the Geiruan chariot at sunrise, and 
rattled on, day after day, like one in a sweet dream , with so 
many clear little bells on the harness of the horses, that the 
nuisery rhyme about Banbuty Gross and the venerable lady 
who rode in state there, was always in my ears And now 
I came to the land of wooden houses, innocent cakes, tlun 
butter soup, and spotless little inn bediooms with a family 
likeness to Dairies And now the Swiss marksmen were for 
ever rifle-shooting at marks across gorges, so exceedingly 
near my ear, that I felt like a new Geslei in a Canton c v 
Tells, and went in highly deserved dangei of my tyrannical 
life The prizes at these shootings, were watches, smart 
ban dkei chiefs, hats, spoons, and (above all) tea trays , and at 
these contests I came upon a more than usually accomplished 
and amiable countryman of my own, who had shot himself 
deaf m whole yeais of competition, and had won so many 
tea trays that he went about the country "with his carnage 
full of them, like a gloiified Cheap Jack. 

In the mountain country into which I had now travelled, 
a yoke of oxen were sometimes hooked on befoie the post 
horses, and I went lumbering up, up, up, through mist and 
rain, with the roai of falling water for change of music Of 
a sudden, mist and ram would clear away, and I would come 
down into picturesque little towns with gleaming spires andv 
odd towers, and would stroll afoot into marketplaces nf^ 
steep winding sheets, where a hundred women in bodices, 
sold eggs and honey, butter and fruit, and suckled their 
children as they sat by their clean baskets, and had such 
enormous golties (or glandulai swellings in the thioat) that 
it became a science to know where the nurse ended and the 
child began About this time, I deserted my Geitnan chariot 
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for the back of a mule (m colour and consistency so veiy 
like a dusty old liair trunk I once bad at school, that I half 
expected to see my initials in brass-beaded nails on bis back- 
bone), and went up a thousand rugged ways, and looked 
down at a thousand woods of fh and pine, and would on 
Abe whole have preferred my mule’s keeping a little neaiei 
to the inside, and not usually travelling with a hoof or two 
over the precipice — though much consoled by explanation 
that this was to be attributed to his great sagacity, by leason 
of his carrying bioad loads of wood at other times, and not 
being clear but that I myself belonged to that station of 
life, and required as much 100m as they He biought me 
safely, m Ins own wise way, among the passes of the Alps, 
and here I enjoyed a dozen climates a day , being now (like 
Don Quixote on the back of the wooden horse) in the region 
of wind, now m the region of fire, now in the region of 
unmeltmg ice and snow Heie, I passed over trembling 
domes of ice, beneath which the cataiaet was roaung , and 
here was leceived under arches of icicles, of unspeakable 
beauty, and here the sv>eet air was so bracing and so light, 
,^liat at halting-tunes I rolled in the snow when I saw my 
mule do it, thinking that he must know best At this pait 
of the journey we would come at mid-day, into half an horn’s 
thaw when the lough mountain inn would be found on an 
island of deep mud in a Bea of snow, while the baiting strings 
of mules, and the carts full of casks and bales, which had 
been in an Aictic condition a mile off, would steam again. 
■By such ways and means, I would come to the clustei of 
cMIets wheie I had to tuin out of the tiack to see the watei- 

* ’ „ then > uttering a howl like a young giant, 011 espying 

a traveller— m other words, something to eat-commg up 
tlie steep, the idiot lying on the wood-pile who sunned lnm- 

n< Ji m r! d , llS §oUre > ' vould lou se the woman-guide 
within the hut, who would stream out hastily, throwing liei 
luld over one of her shoulders and hei goitre over the othei 
'y!V he Came alo “S 1 sle Pt nt religious houses, and bleak 
me-luf ° f kmds, on this journey, and by the stove at 
mght heard stories of travellers who had perished within call 

“aTe tST d „W 0f sn r 0ne store "turn! 

foigotten nnrl T rl de ’ a ,7 akened childish associations long 
on? 5* ’ d , 1 d l ear P ed 1 was W Russia— the identical seif 

myseh-a^d 1 had ’ before 1 could S “l for 

7 d Ul(tk 1 was to be knouted by a noble 
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personage m a far cap, boots, and eanmgs, who, I think, 
must have come out of some melodrama 

Commend me to the beautiful waters among these 
mountains ! Though I was not of then mind they, being 
mveteiately bent on getting down into the level country, 
and I ardently desiring to linger wheie I was Wha£ 
desperate leaps they took, what dark abysses they plunged 
into, what rocks they wore away, what echoes they m 
yoked I In one part where I went, they were pressed 
into the service of carrying wood down, to be burnt next 
winter, as costly fuel, in Italy But, then fierce savage 
nature was not to be easily constrained, and they fought 
with every limb of the wood , whirling it lound and round, 
stripping its bark away, dashing it against pointed comers, 
driving it out of the course, and roanng and flying at the 
peasants who steered it back again from the bank with long 
stout poles Alas f concurrent streams of time and water 
earned me down fast, and I came, on an exquisitely clear 
day, to the Lausanne shore of the Lake of Geneva, where 
I stood looking at the bnght blue water, the flushed white 
mountains opposite, and the boats at my feet with thei*#! 
furled Mediterranean sails, showing like enormous magmfica 
tions of this goose quill pen that is now m my hand 

— The sky became overcast without any notice , a wind 
very like the March east wind of England, blew across me , 
and a voice said, “ How do you like it ? Will it do ? ” 

I had merely shut myself, for half a minute, m a German 
travelling chariot that stood for sale in the Carnage Depart- 
ment of the London Pantechnicon I had a commission to 
buy it, for a friend who w r as going abroad , and the look 
and manner of the chariot, as I tried the cushions and the 
springs, bi ought all thes& hints of travelling remembrance 
before me 

“It will do very well,” said I, lathei sorrowfully, as 
I got out at the other door, and shut the carnage up 
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I travel constantly, up and down a certain line of railway 
that has a terminus m London It is the railway for a 
large military depot, and for other large banacks To the 
best of my serious belief I have nevei been on that railw ay 
by daylight, without seeing some handcuffed deserters m 
the tram 

It is m the nature of things that such an institution as 
oui English aiiny should have many bad and troublesome 
characters in it But, this is a reason fox, and not against, 
its being made as acceptable as possible to well-disposed 
, jjiaen of decent behaviour. Such men are assuredly not 
tempted into the ranks, by the beastly inversion of natural 
Ians, and the compulsion to live m worse than swinish 
foulness Accordingly, v hen any such Circumlocutional 
embellishments of the soldier s Condition have of late been 
brought to notice v> e cmlians, seated in outer darkness 
cheerfully meditating on an Income Tax, have consideied 
the matter as being our busmess, and have shown a tendency 
to declare that we would rather not have it misiegulated 
if such declaration may without violence to the Chuich 
Catechism, be hinted to those who aie put m authontv 
over us J 


Any animated descnption of a modern battle, any private 
soldiers letter published m the newspapers, any pa™ of the 
records of the Vrotorn Cross, mil show that Jffi. rf 

r e Y sts 1,11 ‘tentages as fine a sense- 
/ L^i nS x ^ t0 found ln nn 3' station on earth "Who 
th +f lf S 1 dld 0111 dufc y «s faitlifully as the soldier 
AV ° U d 1ie ft better P lace 9 There may 
Sj d «- m T ihm m soldier’s. Not 
T P S , B , Ut ,? et 118 at W do om duty towards lnm 
T )mri 1 j acb n £ mn to that nch and beautiful port wbei e 
I had looked after Mercantile Jack, and I w as vfaltang up 
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personage in a fur cap, boots, and earrings, who, X think, 
must have come out of some melodrama 

Commend me to the beautiful waters among these 
mountains ! Though I was not of then mind they, being 
mvetemtely bent on getting down into the level country, 
and I ardently desiring to linger wheie I was What 
desperate leaps they took, what daik abysses they plunged 
into, what rocks they wore away, what echoes they in- 
voked 1 In one part where I went, they were pressed 
into the service of carrying wood down, to be burnt next 
winter, as costly fuel, m Italy But, their fieice savage 
nature was not to be easily constrained, and they fought 
with every limb of the wood , whirling it lound and round, 
stripping its bark away, dashing it against pointed corners, 
driving it out of the course, and roanng and flying at the 
peasants who steered it back again from the bank with long 
stout poles Alas f concurrent streams of time and water 
earned me down fast, and I came, on an exquisitely clear 
, day, to the Lausanne shore of the Lake of Geneva, where 
I stood looking at the bright blue Mater, the flushed white^ 
mountains opposite, and the boats at my feet with then#; 
furled Mediterranean sails, showing like enormous magrufica 
tions of this goose-quill pen that is now m my hand 

— The sky became oveicast without any notice, a wind 
very like the March east m md of England, blew across me , 
and a voice said, “ How do you like it ? Will it do ? ” 

I had merely shut myself, foi half a minute, m a German 
travelling chariot that stood for sale in the Carriage Depart- 
ment of the London Pantechnicon I had a commission to 
buy it, for a friend who was going abroad , and the look 
and manner of the chanot, as I tried the cushions and the 
spiings, bi ought all these hints of travelling remembrance 
before me 

“It will do veiy well,” said I, lathei soiTowfully, as 
I got out at the othei dooi, and shut the carnage up 
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I travel constantly, up and down a ceitam line of railway 
that has a terminus in London It is the railway for a 
large military depot and for other large barracks To the 
best of my senous belief I have nevei been on that railway 
by daylight, without seeing some handcuffed deserters m 
the tram 

It is m the nature of tilings that such an institution as 
om English army should have many had and troublesome 
characters m it But this is a reason foi, and not against, 
its being made as acceptable as possible to well-disposed 
fjjjnen of decent behaviour. Such men are assuredly not 
tempted into the lanks, by the beastly inversion of natural 
laws, and the compulsion to live m worse than swinish 
foulness Accordingly, when any such Circumlocutional 
embellishments of the soldier s Condition have of late been 
brought to notice, we civilians seated m outer darkness 
cheeifully meditating on an Income Tax, have considered 
the matter as being our business, and have shown a tendency 
to declare that we would rather not have it misregulated 
n such declaration may without violence to the Chuich 
Catechism, Le hinted to those who are put m autliontv 
over us J 


Any animated description of a modem battle, any private 
soldier s letter published m the newspapers, any page of the 
records of the b ictona Cross will show that in the ranks of 
*tbe amiy, there exists under all disadvantages as fine a sense* 

f !Si nS x lS r to found m station on earth. Who 
doubts that if we all did oui duty as faithfully as the soldier 
does his. this world would be a better place‘s There mnv 

d^Sd f BuM^ 1D /7 77 thnn m the soldier’s Not 
, B "V et 113 at least do our duty towards hm 

I li t? S a< £ ag £ n t0 tllRt nch beautiful portwheie 
I had looked after Meicantile Jack, and I was walking up 


! 
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a hill theie, on a wild March morning My conversation 
with my official friend Pangloss, by whom I was accidentally 
accompanied, took this direction as we took the up-hill 
dnection, because the object of my uncommeicial journey 
was to see some discharged soldiers who had recently come 
home from India There were men of Havelock’s amon^f 
them , them were men who had been in many of the great 
battles of the great Indian campaign, among them , and 
I was curious to note what our discharged soldiers looked 
like, when they w ere done with 

I was not the less interested (as I mentioned to my official 
fnend Pangloss) because these men had claimed to be dis- 
charged, wdien their right to be discharged w as not admitted 
They had behaved with unblemished fidelity and biavery, 
but, a change of circumstances had ansen, which, as they 
considered, put an end to then compact and entitled them 
to enter on a new one Then demand had been blundei 
mgly resisted by the authorities in India , but, it is to be 
presumed that the men weie not fai viong, inasmuch as 
the bungle had ended in their being sent home discharged, 
m pursuance of orders fiom home (Theie was an lmmenseA 
waste of money, of course ) 

Under these circumstances — thought I, as I walked up 
the hill, on which I accidentally encounteied my official 
fnend under these circumstances of the men having sue 
cessfnlly opposed themselves to the Pagoda Department of 
that great Circumlocution Office on w r hich the sun nevei 
sets and the light of reason never rises, the Pagoda Depart 
ment will have been particulaily caieful of the national, 
honoui It wall have shown these men, in the scrupulous 
good faith, not to say the generosity, of its dealing wnth 
them, that great national authorities can have no small 
retaliations and revenges It will have made every pro 
vision for their health on the passage home, and wall have 
^landed them, restored from their campaigning fatigues by 
a sea voyage, pure air, sound food, and good medicines, j 
And I pleased nyself with dwelling beforehand, on the 
great accounts of their personal treatment w hich these men 
would cany into their various tovms and Milages, and on 
the increasing populanty of the service that would insensibly 
follow I almost began to hope that the hitherto never- 
failing deserters on my railroad would by-and by become 
a phenomenon 
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In this agreeable frame of mind I entered the workhouse 
of Liverpool. — For, the cultivation of laurels 111 a sandy 
soil, had bi ought the soldiers m question to that abode of 
Glory 

s Befoie going into their wads to MSit them, I mquued 
they had made their triumphant entry there? They 
had been brought through the ram m carts, it seemed, from 
the landing-place to the gate, and had then been earned up- 
stairs on the backs of paupers Their groans and pains during 
the perfonnnnce of this glorious pageant, had been so dis- 
tressing, as to bring tears mto the eyes of spectators hut too 
well accustomed to scenes of suffering. The men were so 
dreadfully cold, that those who could get near the fires weie 
hard to be restrained from thrusting their feet m among 
the blazing coals They were so horribly 1 educed, that they 
were awful to look upon Hacked with dysentery and 
blackened with scurvy, one hundred and foity wi etched 
soldiers had been revived with brandy and laid m bed. 

My official friend Pnngloss is lineally descended from a 
learned doctor of that name, who was once tutor to Candide, 
0 >n ingenious young gentleman of some celebrity In his 
personal character, he is as humane and worthy a gentle- 
man as any I know , in his official capacity, he unfortunately 
preaches the doctrines of his renowned ancestor, by demon- 
strating on all occasions that we live m the best of all pos- 
sible official worlds. 

« In the name of Humanity/' said I « how did the men 
tall mto tlus deplorable state ? Was the ship well found m 
stores 0 

“ I m not here to asseverate that I know the fact, of mv 
own knowledge,” answered Pangloss, “but I have grounds 
for asserting that the stores were the best of all possible 


4 IDe J lcn L°? C ^ lfud befoie us > a handful of rotten biscuit, 
and a handfui of split peas The biscuit was a honey- 
^combed heap of maggots, and the excrement of maggots 

fnl T 616 eV6U harder tlian this filth A similar lumd- 
ful had been experimentally boiled six hours, and had 
shown no signs of softening These were the stores on 
which the soldiers had been fed 

^hen Pangloss cut me short. 
Was the best of all possible beef,” said he 

But. behold, there was laid before ns certain evidence 
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given at the Coroner’s Inquest, holden on some of the men 
(who had obstinately died of their treatment), and from 
that evidence it appeared that the beef was the worst of 
possible beef f 

“Then I lay my hand upon my heart, and take my 
stand,” said Pangloss, “ by the pork, which was the besjfr 
of all possible pork ” 

“ But look at this food before oui e) es, if one may so 
misuse the woid,” said L “Would any Inspector vho did 
his duty, pass such abomination ? ” 

“ It ought not to have been passed,” Pangloss admitted 

“Then the authorities out there ” I began, when 

Pangloss cut me short again 

“ There would certainly seem to have been something 
wrong somewhere,” said he , “but I am prepaied to prove 
that the authorities out there, are the best of all possible 
authorities ” 

I never lieaid of any impeached public authority m mj 
life, who was not the best public authority in existence 
“ We are told of these unfortunate men being laid low b) 
scurvy, said I “Since lime juice has been regulaily storec^ 
and served out in our navy, surely that disease, which used 
to devastate it, has almost disappeared ? Was there lim e- 
juice aboard this transport?” 

My official friend was beginning “the best of all pos 
sible • 'when an inconvenient medical foiefinger pointed 
out another passage m the evidence, from which it appealed 
that the lime-juice had been bad too Not to mention that 
the vinegar had been bad too, the i egetables bad too, the 
cookmg accommodation insufficient (if there had been any 
thing woitk mentioning to cook), the watei supply exceed 
ingly inadequate, and the beer sour 

“Then the men,” said Pangloss, a little irritated, “were 
the worst of all possible men ” 

“ In what respect ? ” I asked 

** Oh l Habitual drunkards,” said Pangloss* 

But, again the same mconigible medical forefinger pointed 
out another passage m the evidence, showing that the dead 
men had been examined after death, and that they, at least, 
could not possibly have been habitual drunkards, because 
the organs within them which must have shown traces of 
that habit, were perfectly sound 

“And besides,” said the three doctors present, one and 
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nil, 1 habitual drunkards brought as low* as these men have 
been, could not recoAei under care and food, as the great 
majority of these men are recovering They would not 
lm\e strength of constitution to do it ” 

“ Eeckless and improvident dogs, then ’ said Pangloss 
^Always are — nine times out of ten ” 

I turned to the master of the workhouse, and asked lnm 
whether the men had any money? 

“ Money 5 ” said he “ I have in my iron safe, nearly four 
hundred pounds of theirs , the agents have nearly a hundred 
pounds more , and many of them have left money in Indian 
banks besides.” • 

“ Hah t ” said I to myself, as we went up-stairs, “ this is 
not the best of all possible stones, I doubt 1 

We went into a large ward, containing some twenty or 
fh e-and-twenty beds We went into several such wards, 
one after another I find it very difficult to indicate w’hat 
a shocking sight I saw in them, without fnghtemng the 
readei from the perusal of these hnes, and defeating my 
object of making it known 

, a 0 the sunken eyes that turned to me as I walked between 
the row3 of beds, or— worse still— that glazedly looked at 
the white ceiling, and saw nothing and cared for nothing » 
Here, lay the skeleton of a man, so lightly covered with 
a thin unwholesome skin, that not a bone m the anatomy 
was clothed, and I could clasp the arm above the elbow m 
my finger and thumb Here, lay a man with the black 
scurvy eating his legs away, his gums gone, and his teeth 

A 8 ™? 4 and bn ™ Tbls bed " as empty, because gangrene 
had set m, and the patient had died hut yesterday That 

S TATA T’ because Its oc cupant was sinking 
mil- f / 0U d onl y , be rous ed to turn the poor pinched 
mask of face upon the pillow, with a feeble moan The 

theili m i eS3 ° f f ? lkn Cheeks> the awful brightness of 
ff e y es - tbe bps of lead, the hands of ivory the 

h r an ' mage v s ^“8 ln the shadow of death with 
0n them ’ hke tbe «fy Who had 

t ti sizzjr * the w- * «- 

,.,7,® ne bed > % a man whose life had been saved fas it 

m tbe fMl 

poultices 
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I had an instinctive feeling that it was not 'well to turn, 
away, merely to spare myself He was soiely wasted and 
keenly susceptible, but the effoits he made to subdue any 
expression of impatience 01 suffeung, were quite heroic. It 
was easy to see, m the shrinking of the figuie, and the 
drawing of the bed-clothes over the head, how acute t]fr 
enduiance was, and it made me shnnk too, as if 1 vere in 
pain , but, when the new bandages were on, and the poor 
feet were composed again, he made an apology for himself 
(though he had not utteied a word), and said plaintively, 
“ I am so tender and weak, you see, sir r ” Neither from 
him nor from any one sufferei of the whole ghastly number, 
did I hear a complaint Of thankfulness foi piesent sokci 
tude and care, I heard much , of complaint, not a word 

I think I could have lecognised in the dismalest skeleton 
there, the ghost of a soldier Something of the old an was 
still latent m the palest shadow of life I talked to One 
emaciated creature, in the stuctest literality worn to the 
bone, lay stretched on his back, looking so like death that 
I asked one of the doctois if he were not dying, or dead ? 
A few kind words from the doctor, m his eai, and he opened 
his eyes, and smiled — looked, m a moment, as if lie would 
have made a salute, if he could “We shall pull him 
through, please God, ’ said the Doctoi “ Plase God, surr, 
and t hanky©,” said the patient u You are much bett^i to- 
day , are you not ? ” said the Doctor “Plise God, surr, 
7 tis the slape I want, surr , ’tis my breathin' makes the nights 
so long ” “ He is a careful feliow this, you must know/' 

said the Doctor, cheerfully , “ it was mining hard when 
they put him in the open cart to bung him here, and he had 
the presence of mind to ask to have a soveieign taken out of 
his pocket that he had there, and a cab engaged piobably 
it saved his life ” The patient rattled out the skeleton of 
a laugh, and said, proud of the story, “ 'Deed, suit, an open 
cairt was a comical means o’ bnngin’ a dyin’ man heie, and 
a clevei way to kill him ” You might have sworn to him 
for a soldier when he said it 

One thmg had perplexed me very much in going flora 
bed to bed A very significant and cruel thing I could 
find no young man but one He had attracted my notice, 
by having got up and dressed himself in his soldiei’s jacket 
and trousers, with the intention of sitting by the fixe , but 
he had found himself too weak, and had ciept back to his 
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bed and laid himself down on the outside of it I could 
have pronounced him, alone, to be a young man aged by 
famine and sickness As we weie standing by the Insli 
soldier’s bed, I mentioned my perplexity to the Doctor 
He took a board with an inscription on it fiom the head of 
t^e Iiishman’s bed, and asked me what age I supposed that 
man to be ? I liad obseived him with attention while talking 
to him, and answered, confidently, “Fifty” The Doctoi, 
with a pitying glance at the patient, who had diopped into 
astupoi again, put the boaid back, and said, “ Twenty-four ” 
All the arrangements of the waids weie excellent They 
could not have been more humane, sympathising, gentle, 
attentive, or nholesome The owneis of the ship, too, had 
done all they could, libeially. Tlieie weie blight flies m 
every 100m, and the convalescent men weie sitting round 
them ; leading vanous papeis and periodicals. I took the 
liberty of inviting my official friend Pangloss to look at those 
convalescent men, and to tell me whetliei their faces and 
beaimg Weie 01 weie not, geneially, the faces and healing 
of steady lespectable soldiers ? The master of the woik- 
f Clouse, ovei hearing me, said he had liad a pietty large ex- 
perience of troops, and that bettei conducted men than 
these he had nevei had to do with They weie always (he 
added) as we saw them And of us visitors (I add) they 
knew nothing whatever, except that we weie there 

It was audacious in me, but I took anotliei 1 liberty with 
Pangloss Prefacing it with the observation that, of course 
I knew beforehand that there was not the faintest desire* 
anpyheie to hush up any part of this dieadtul business’ 
and that the Inquest was the fanest of all possible Inquests 
four , tbin S s of Pangloss Firstly, to obseive 

th l nqU o St was not Md m t]lat -P?«ee, but at some 
isfance off Secondly, to look round upon those helpless 

mTnesL ln S eiT ! b l d3 Tlnrdl >b to lemember that the 
Sdd nnf P r dUC i d fr ° m 1 ftmon S them befoie that Inquest 
?A ii kve beeu selected because they weie the men 

be m , f^ 16 m ,° St i° 1611 but becau8e happened to 
snv adrmttm S of their safe removal Fourthly to 

to those nmn e C ° T aT, Jury could lia ' e come tlirne 

10 tnose pillows, and taken a little evidence 9 ¥ v 
fnend declined to comm.t himself to a7epl 

SioutT Ifl," ” rge,mt ’ ,s ; d “S’ “ of the fireside 
P PS. As he was a man of very Intelligent countenance 
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and as I have a great respect for non-commissioned officers 
as a class, I sat dow n on the nearest bed, to have some tall 
with him (It was the bed of one of the grisliest of the 
poor skeletons, and he died soon afterwards ) 

“I was glad to see, in the e\idence of an officer at the 
Inquest, sergeant, that he never saw men behave better 
board ship than these men ” 

“ They did behave very well, sir ” 

“I was glad to see, too, that eiery man had a hammock" 
The sergeant gravely shook his head “ There must he 
some mistake, sn The men of my own mess had no 
hammocks There were not hammocks enough on board, 
and the men of the two next messes laid hold of hammocks 
for themselves as soon as they got on board, and squeezed 
my men out, as I may say ” 

“ Had the squeezed out men none then ? ” 

“None, sn As men died, their hammocks were used In 
other men, who wanted hammocks , but many men had 
none at all ” * 

“ Then you don’t agiee with the evidence on that point ? w 
“ Certainly not, su A man can’t, when he knows to tl*u 
contrary ” 

“ Did any of the men sell their bedding for drink ? ” 

“ There is some mistake on that point too su Men were 
under the impression— I knew it for a fact at the tune— that 
it was not allowed to take blankets or bedding on board, 
and so men who had things of that sort came to sell them 
purposely ” 

“ Did any of the men sell their clothes for drink ? ” 

“ They did, su ’ (I believe there never w as a more 
truthful vntness than the sergeant. He had no inclination 
to make out a case ) 

“Many ? ” 

“Some, sir” (considering the question) “Soldierlike 
They had been long marching in the rainy season, by bad 
loads no roads at all, m short — and when they got to Calr, 
cutta, men turned to and drank, befoie takmer a last look tit 
it Soldier-like ” 

“ Do you see any men in this ward, for example, who sold 
clothes foi drink at that time ? ’ 

The sergeant’s wan eye, happily just beginning to rekindle 
with health, tra^ elled round the place and came back to me* 
“Certainly, sn ” 
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" The maiehmg to Calcutta in the rainy reason must have 

been severe 9 ” 

“ It vras very severe, sir ” 

« Yet what with the rest and the sea air, I should have 
thought that the men (even the men who got drunk) would 
ftive soon begun to recover on board ship 9 ” 

“ So they might , but the bad food told upon them, and 
when we got into a cold latitude, it began to tell more, and 
the men dropped ” 

4 The sick had a general disinclination for food I am told, 
sergeant ? ” 

u Have you seen the food, sn ? 99 
“ Some of it 99 

“ Have you seen the state of their mouths, sir ? 99 
If the sergeant, who was a man of a few orderly 
words, had spoken the amount of this volume, he could 
not have settled that question bettei I believe the 
sick could as soon have eaten the ship, as the ship's pio- 
visions 

I took the additional liberty with. my friend Pangloss, when 
ijhad left the sergeant with good wishes, of asking Pangloss 
whethei he had eiei heard of biscuit getting drunk and 
bartering its nutritious qualities for putrefaction and vermin ; 
of peas becoming hardened m liquor , of hammocks drinking 
themselves off the face of the earth, of lime-juice, vegetables 
vinegar, cooking accommodation, water supply, and beer, all 
taking to drinking together and going to nun 9 “If not 
(I asked him), what did he say in defence of the officeis 
condemned by the Coroner’s Jury who, by signing the 
General Inspection repoit relative to the ship Great Tas- 
mania, chartered for these troops, had deliberately asserted 
all that bad and poisonous dunghill lefuse, to be good and 
wholesome food 9 1? My official friend leplied that it was 
a remarkable fact, that whereas some officers were only 
positively good, and other officers only compaiatively better, 
qjbose particular officers were supeilatively the very best of 
all possible officers 

My hand and my heart fail me, m writing my record of 
this journey The spectacle of the soldieis m the hospital- 
Jeds of that Liverpool workhouse (a very good workhouse, 
mdeed, be it understood), was so shocking and so shameful’ 
that as an Englishman I blush to lemember it It would 
Have been simply unbearable at the time but for the con- 
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sideration and pity with which they were soothed in their 
sufferings 

No punishment that our inefficient lavs proMde, is worthy 
of the name v hen set against the guilt of this transaction 
But, if the memory of it die out unavenged, and if it do not 
lesult m the inexorable dismissal and disgrace of those wlj} 
are lesponsible for it, their escape will be infamous to the 
Government (no matter of what party) that so neglects lb 
duty, and infamous to the nation that tamely suffers such 
mtoleiable wiong to be done in its name. 



IX 


CITY OF LONDON CHOTCHE? 

If the confession that I have often travelled fiom tlnsCovent 
Garden lodging of mine on Suudnys, should gi\e offence to 
those who ne\ei travel on Sundays they will be satisfied 
(I hope) by my adding that the journeys in question were 
made to chuiches 

Not that I have any curiosity to hear poweiful preachers 
Time was, when I was dragged by tli,e hair of my head, as 
one may say, to hear too many On summer e\enmgs, when 
every flowei and tree, and bird, might have better addressed 
my soft young heart, I have m my day been caught m the 
mini of a female hand by the ciown, have been violently 
sciubbed from the neck to the loots of the hau as a 
pmification for the Temple, and have then been earned off 
highly charged with saponaceous electucity, to he steamed 
like a potato in the unventilated bieath of the powerful 
Boanerges Boilei and his congregation, until \\ hat small 
mind I had, w as quite steamed out of me In which pitiable 
plight I haie been haled out of the place of meeting, at 
the conclusion of the exeicises, and catechised respecting 
Boanerges Boilei, lus fifthly, his sixthly-, and his seienthly 
until I have legarded thnt reverend person m the light of 
a most dismal and oppiessive Charade Time was. when 
I was earned off to platform assemblages at which no human 
child, whether of wrath or grace, could possibly keep its eves 
open, and when I felt the fatal sleep stealing, stealing ovei 
me, and when I gradually heaid the oratoi m possession 
'Spinning and humming hke a great top until he rolled, 
if ed 'T tumbled ova, and I discovered to mv burning 
shame and fear that as to thnt last stage it was not he, hut I 
d»i Boanerges when he has specifically ad- 

SlC 1 t0 , US 7 U ' the inf ™ts-and at this present 

uT&oh f r L S V mbe T SJ0CuIan ty ( whlch never amused 
us, though we basely pretended that it did), and I behold 
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bis big lound face, and I look up the inside of Ins out 
stretched coat sleeve as if it were a telescope w ith the 
stoppei on, and I hate him with an unwholesome hatred 
for two hours. Through such means did it come to pass 
that I knew the powerful preacher from beginning to end, 
all over and all through, while I was very young, ahd th£ 
I left bun behind at an eaily period of life Peace be with 
him ! More peace than he brought to me 1 

Now, I have lieaid many preachers since that time — not 
powerful , merely Christian, unaffected, and leverential — and 
I have had many such preachers on my roll of friends But, 
it was not to hear these, any more than the powerful class, 
that I made my Sunday journeys. They w r ere journeys of 
curiosity to the numeious churches in the City of London 
It came into my head one day, heie had I been cultivating 
a familiarity with all the churches of Pome, and I knew 
nothing of the insides of the old chuiclies of London ! This 
befell on a Sunday morning I began my expeditions that 
very same day, and they lasted me a yeai 

I never wanted to know the names of the churches to 
which I went, and to this hour I am piofoundly ignorant i£ 
that particulai of at least nine-tenths of them Indeed, 
saving that I know the church of old Gower’s tomb (he lies 
m effigy with his head upon his books) to be the church of 
Samt Savioui’s, Southwark, and the church of Miltons 
tomb to be the church of Cnpplegate, and the church on 
Cornhilf with the great golden keys to be the church of 
Saint Petfer , I doubt if I could pass a competitrve examina 
tion m any of the names No question did I ever ask of 
living creature concerning these churches, and no answer to 
any antiquarian question on the subject that I evei put to 
books, shall harass the readers soul A full half of my 
pleasure in them aiose out of their mystery , mysterious 
I found them, mysterious they shall lemam foi me 
Where shall I begin my round of hidden and forgotten 
old churches m the City of London? / 

It is twenty minutes shoit of eleven on a Sunday inommgf 
when I stroll down one of the many narrow hilly streets m 
the City that tend due south to the Thames It is my hist 
experiment, and I have come to the region of Whittington 
in an omnibus, and we have put down a fierce-eyed spare old 
woman, whose slate coloured gown smells of heibs, and who 
walked up Aldersgate-stieet to some chapel where she com 
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forts herself with bumstone doctune, I wan ant. We have 
also put down a stouter and sweeter old lady, with a pietty 
large prayet-book in an unfolded pocket-handkei chief w r lio 
got out at a cornei of a court near Stationer's’ Hall, and who 
I think must go to cliuich there, because she is the widow 
c4some deceased old Company’s Beadle The rest of oui 
freight were mere chance pleasure-seekers and rural walkers, 
and w r ent on to the Blackwall railway So many bells are 
ringing, when X stand undecided at a street comer, that 
erery sheep in the ecclesiastical fold might be a bell-wether 
The discoi dance is feaifuL My state of .indecision is refer- 
able to, and about equally divisible among, four great 
churches, winch are all within sight and sound, all within 
the space of a few squaie yaids 

As I stand at the street coinei, I don’t see as many as 
foui people at once going to church, though I see as many 
as four churches with their steeples clamounng for people 
I choose my church, and go up the flight of steps to the great 
entrance in the tower A mouldy tower within, and like 
a neglected washhouse. A rope comes thiough the beamed 
Ujof, and a man m the coinei pulls it and clashes the bell — 
a whity-browm man, whose clothes were once black — a man 


with flue on him, and cobweb He stales at me, wondering 
how I come there, and I stare at him, wondering how he 
comes there Through a scieen of w r ood and glass, I peep 
into the dim chuich About twenty people are discernible, 
■waiting to begin Christening would seem to have faded out 
of tins church long ago, for the font has the dust of desuetude 
thick upon it, and its wooden cover (shaped like an old* 
fashioned tureen-covei) looks as if it wouldn’t come oft, upon 
requirement. I peiceive the altai to be rickety and the 
Commandments damp Entenng aftei tins suzvey, 1 3 ostle 
the cleigyman m his canonicals, who is entenng too from, 
a dark lane behind a pew of state w ith curtains, wbeie nobody 
sits The pew is ornamented wuth four blue wands once 
canned by four somebodys, I suppose, befoie somebody else 
but which theie is nobody now to hold 01 receive honoui 
uom. I open the door of a family pew, and shut myself m 
it X could occupy twenty family pews at once I might have 
lem Tile clerk, a busk young man (how does he come 
nere f), glances at me knowingly, as who should say, “ You 
1m e done it now , you must stop * Organ plays Organ- 
m. a small gallery across the church , gallery congre- 
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gation, two girls I wonder withm myself what will happen 
when we aie lequned to sing 

There is a pale heap of books m the comer of m} pew, 
and while the organ, which is hoarse and sleepy, pliijs m 
such fashion that I can hear moie of the rusty woikmg of 
the stops than of any music, I look at the books, which 
mostly bound in faded baize and stuff They belonged m 
1754, to the Dowgate family, and who were they? Jane 
Comport must have married Young Dowgate, and come mto 
the family that way, Young Dowgate was courting Jane 
Comport when he gave her her prater book, and recorded 
the piesentation in the fl} leaf, if Jane were fond of Young 
Dow gate, why did she die and leave the hook here ? Perhaps 
at the rickety altar, and before the damp Commandments, 
she, Comport, had taken him, Dowgate, m a flush of youthful 
hope and joy, and perhaps it had not turned out in the long 
run as gieat a success as was expected ? 

The opening of the sei vice recalls my wandeung thoughts. 
I then And, to my astonishment, that I have been, and still 
am, taking a strong kind of invisible snuff, up my nose, into 
my eyes, and down my tin oat I wink, sneeze, and cougp 
The clerk sneezes , the clergyman winks , the unseen organist 
sneezes and coughs (and probably winks) , all om little party 
wink, sneeze, and cough The snuff seems to be made of 
the decay of matting, 'wood, cloth, stone, iron, earth, and 
something else Is the something else, the decay of dead 
citizens in the vaults below ? As sure as Death it is } Not 
only m the cold damp February day, do w e cough and sneeze 
dead citizens, all through the service, hut dead citizens ha'se 
got into the very bellows of the oigan, and half choked the 
same We stamp oui feet to waim them, and dead citizens 
arise in heavy clouds Dead citizens sticK upon the walls, 
and he pulveiised on the sounding boaid over the clergy 
mans head, and, when a gust of air comes, tumble down 
upon him 

In this first expenence I was so nauseated by too much 
snuff, made of the Dowgate family, the Comport branch, anw 
other families and blanches, that I gave but little lieed to 
oui dull mannei of ambling thiough the sei vice , to the brisk 
cleiks manner of encouraging us to try a note or two at 
psalm time , to the gallery-congiegation’s mannei of enjoying 
a fell nil duet, without a notion of time 01 tune , to the wluty 
brown man's mannei of shutting the mmistei into the pulpit. 
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and being very paiticular v ltli the lock of the dooi, as if he 
weie a dangerous animal But, I toed again next Sunday, 
and soon accustomed myself to tlio dead citizens vrlien I found 
that I could not possibly get on -without them among the 
City churches 
^Another Sunday 

Aftei being again rung for by conflicting bells, like a leg 
of mutton or a laced hat a hundred yearn ago, I moke 
selection of a church oddly put away m a corner among 
a number of lanes — a smaller chuich than the Inst, and an 
U gly @f rib out the date of Queen Anne. -As a congregation, 
we me fourteen strong not counting an exhausted chanty 
school m a gallery, which has dwindled away to four hoys, 
and two gnls In the poicli, is a benefaction of loaves of 
bread, w’hich there would seem to be nobody left in the 
exhausted congregation to claim, and which I saw an 
exhausted beadle, long faded out of umfoim, eating with his 
eyes for self and family when I passed in There is also an 
exhausted clerk m a blown wig, and two 01 thiee exhausted 
doors and windows lime been bricked up, and the sen ice 
J^oks aie musty, and the pulpit cushions aie threadbare, and 
the w'hole of the chuich furniture is in a very adianced 
stage of exhaustion We are thiee old women (habitual), 
two young lovers (accidental), two tradesmen, one with 
a wife and one alone, an aunt and nephew, ngam two gnls 
(these two girls dressed out for church with every thing about 
them limp that should be stiff, and vice t«s«, are an invariable 
experience,) and three sniggering boys. The clergyman is, 
perhaps, the chaplain of a civic company he has the moist 
and vinous look, and eke the bulbous boots, of one acquainted 
with Twenty port, and comet vintages 
We are so quiet m our dulness that the three sniggering 
hojs, who hare got away into a comei by the altar-railmg, 
give us a stai t, like crackers, w hene\ er they laugh And this 
reminds me of my ow n village church wdiere during sennon- 
tjaie on blight Sundays when the birds aie very musical 
indeed, farmeis’ boys patter out over the stone pavement, 
and the clerk 6 teps out from his desk aftei them, and is 
distinctly heard m the summer repose to pui sue and punch 
them m the churchj ard, and is seen to return with a medi- 
tative countenance, making believe that nothing of the sort 
has happened The aunt and nephew' m this City church 
are much disturbed by the sniggering boys The nephew is 
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gation, two girls, I wonder within myself what will happen 
when we are lequired to sing 

There is a pale heap of books in the corner of my pew, 
and while the organ, which is hoarse and sleepy, pLa)s m 
such fashion that I can hear moie of the rusty working of 
the stops than of any music, I look at the books, which 
mostly bound in faded baize and stuff They belonged in 
1754, to the Dowgate family, and who were they? Jane 
Comport must have married Young Dowgate, and come into 
the family that way , Young Dowgate was courting Jane 
Comport when he gave her her prayer book, and recorded 
the piesentation in the fl} leaf, if Jane were fond of Young 
Dowgate, why did she die and leave the book lieie ? Perhaps 
at the nckety nltai, and before the damp Commandments, 
she, Comport, had taken him, Dowgate, in a flush of youthful 
hope and joy, and perhaps it had not turned out in the long 
run as gieat a success as was expected ? 

The opening of the service recalls my wandeung thoughts. 
I then find, to my astonishment, that I have been, and still 
am, taking a strong kind of invisible snuff, up my nose, into 
m y eyes, and down my throat. I wink, sneeze, and cough t 
The clerk sneezes , the clergyman winks , the unseen organist 
sneezes and coughs (and probably winks) , all our little party 
wink, sneeze, and cough The snuff seems to be made of 
the decay of matting, Mood, cloth, stone, iron, earth, and 
something else Is the something else, the decay of dead 
citizens in the vaults below? As sure as Death it is 1 Not 
only m the cold damp Febiuary day, do m e cough and sneeze 
dead citizens, all through the service, but dead citizens lia’ve 
got into the very bellovs of the oigan, and half choked the 
same We stamp our feet to waim them, and dead citizens 
arise m heavy clouds Dead citizens stick upon the walls, 
and he pulveused on the sounding-board ovei the clergy 
man s head, and, when a gust of air comes, tumble down 
upon him 

In this first experience I was so nauseated by too much 
snuff, made of the Dowgate family, the Comport branch, anw 
other families and blanches, that I gave but little heed to 
our dull mannei of ambling through the seivice , to the brisk 
cleik s mannei of encouraging us to try a note or two at 
psalm time , to the gallery-congiegation’s manner of enjoying 
a shrill duet, without a notion of time 01 tune , to the wlnty 
brown man’s mannei of shutting the minister into the pulpit, 
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and being very paiticulnr with the lock of the dooi, as if he 
weie a dangerous animal But, X tued again next Sunday, 
and soon accustomed mj self to the dead citizens when I found 
that I could not possibly get on without them among the 
City churches 
■^Another Sunday 

Aftei being agam rung for by conflicting bells, like a leg 
of mutton 01 a laced hat a hundred years ago, I make 
selection of a church oddly put away in a comer among 
a number of lanes — a smaller church than the last, and an 
ugly . of about the date of Queen Anne As a congregation, 
we aie fourteen stiong not counting an exhausted chanty' 
school m a gallery, which has dwindled away to four boys, 
and tw o girls In the porch, is a benefaction of loaves of 
bread, which there would seem to be nobody left in the 
exhausted congregation to claim, and which I saw an 
exhausted beadle, long faded out of umfoim eating with his 
eyes foi self and family when I passed in Theie is also an 
exhausted clerk in a brown wag, and two or tlnee exhausted 
doom and windows have been bucked up, and the service 
hjoks me musty, and the pulpit cushions aie threadbare, and 
the whole of the church furniture is m a very adianced 
stage of exhaustion TVe are three old women (habitual) 
two young lovers (accidental), two tradesmen, one with 
a wife and one alone, an aunt and nephew, agam two gills 
(these two girls di essed out for church w ith everything atiout 
hem limp that should he stiff, and ucc to set , ;yhi an invariable 
experience,) and three sniggering boys. The clergyman i S 
perhaps, the chaplain of a civic company , he has the moist 

ii V >m° US ook ’ and e ^ e tke bulbous hoots, of one acquainted 
with Twenty port, and comet a mtages 

We are so quiet m our dulness that the three sniggering- 
bojs, who June got away into a coinei by the altar-rail ms? 
f ‘'f a stnr V lke crackers, w lienever they laugh And this 

!™ nds °l*»y vjllase churck " liere > during seimon- 
*no on bright Sundays when the birds aie very musical 

SJ* *rr? 0yS Patter out 0Ver stone pa“menl 
dKbwf) C erk J tepS ,.° Ut from hls desk them, and is 
them ^ S 6 !? the summer xepose to puisue and punch 
li * church} aid, and is seen to return vath a mecli- 

lm lmpZ e ™ «>»* ""Hung of the nt 

are much dSturtSl £ ftnd ne r hew 111 this City church 
disturbed by the sniggering boys The nephew is 
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himself a hoy, and the smggerers tempt him to secular 
thoughts of marbles and string, by secretly offering such 
commodities to his distant contemplation This young 
Saint Anthony for a while resists, but presently becomes 
a backslider, and in dumb show defies the smggerers to 
“ heave ” a marble or two in his direction. Herein he/,: 
detected by the aunt (a ngoious reduced gentlewoman who 
has the charge of offices), and I perceive that worthy relative 
to poke him in the side, with the coirugated hooked handle 
of an ancient umbiella The nephew revenges himself for 
this, by holding Ins breath and terrifying his kinswoman 
with the dread belief that he has made up Ins mind to hurst 
Regardless of whispers and shakes, he swells and becomes 
discoloured, and yet again swells and becomes discoloured, 
until the aunt can bear it no longer, but leads him out, with 
no visible neck, and with his eyes going before him like 
a prawn’s This causes the smggerers to regard flight as an 
eligible move, and I know which of them wnll go out first, 
because of the ovei -devout attention that he suddenly con 
centra tes on the clergyman In a little while, this hypocrite, 
with an elaborate demonstration of hushing his footstep 
and with a face generally expressive of having until noiv 
forgotten a rehgious appointment elsewhere, is gone. Num 
her two gets out in the same way, but rathei quicker 
Number three getting safely to the door, there turns reckless, 
and banging it open, flies forth with a Whoop 1 that vibrates 
to the top of the tower above us 

The clergyman, who is of a prandial piesence and a 
muffled voice, may be scant of hearing as well as of breath 
but he only glances up, as having an idea that somebody 
lias said 4men m a wrong place, and continues his stendi 
jogtrot, hke a faimei’s wife going to maiket He does all 
he has to do, m the same easy way, and gives us a concise 
sermon, still hke the jog tiot of the faimer’s wife on a level 
load Its diowsy cadence soon lulls the three old women 
asleep, and the unmanied tradesman sits looking out 
window", and the married tradesman sits looking at bj* 
wife’s bonnet, and the lovers sit looking at one another, 
so supeilativ ely happy, that I mind when I, turned of 
eighteen, went with my Angelica to a City church on 
account of a show r er (by this special comcidence that it 
was in Huggm-lnne), and when I said to my Angelica 
“Let the blessed event, Angelica, occur at no altai hut 




THE CITY PERSONAGE 




A CITY PERSONAGE 


tins 1 ” tmd v lien my Angelica consented that it should 
oeeui at no other — v.luch it cextamly never did, for it nevei 
occurred anywhere And 0, Angelica, what has become 
of you, this present Sunday morning when I can’t attend 
to the sermon , and, more difficult question than that, what 
become of Mo as I was when I sat by your side 9 
But wo recen e the signal to make that unanimous due 
n Inch surely is a little conventional — like the strange 
lustlings and settlings and clearings of throats and noses, 
which are never dispensed with, at certain points of the 
Church seince, and aie never held to be necessary under 
any other circumstances In a minute more it is all ovei. 
and the organ expresses itsplf to be as glad of it as it can 
bo of anything m its lheumatic state, and m another minute 
we aie all of us out of the church, and Whity-brown has 
locked it up Another minute or little moie, and, in the 
neighbouring churchyard— not the yard of that chuich, 
but of another — a churchyard like a great shabby old migno- 
notto box, with two trees in it and one tomb — I meet 
Whity-brown, in his pnvate capacity, fetching a pint of 
l^er for lus dinner from the public-house m the coiner, 
where the keys of the rotting fiie-ladders aie kept and were 
never asked for, and where there is a ragged, white-seamed 
out-at-elbowed bagatelle board on the first floor. 

In one of these City churches, and only m .one I found 
at V ^dividual who might have been claimed as expressly 
a City personage I remember the church, by the feature 
that the clergymnn'couldn’t get to lus own desk w itliout going 
through the clerk’s, or couldn’t get to the pulpit without 
gouig through the readmg-desk — I forget which, and it is 
no matter— and by the presence of this personage among 
the exceedingly sparse congregation I doubt if we were 
' ve hftd no exhausted chanty school to help us 
out The personage was dressed in black of snuaie cut 

iwh ol, StriCk w m yeat > and wore a w "ck velvet cap, and 

££t In h,f 1 "?i° a S i aid ’ AVealth >’ a » d ^satisfied 
ehdd a chdd f° COnducted ehurch a mysterious 

beaver hzitfh IJTT? g ' nder - The child had a 
£3* to nny tag of 

currant iellr nn t ^ nd j Jewish in the nature of 
urrant jelly, on its chm , and was a thirsty child W 
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n nR i” w when my Angelica consented that it should 
occui at no other— whichit ceitamly nevei did, for it nevei 
occurred anywhere And 0 , Angelica, what has 
of you, this present Sunday morning when I C8 ® \ a ™md 
to {he sermon , and, more difficult question than that, what 
become of Mo as I was when I sat by youi side 
cut, we receive the signal to make that unanimous due 
winch surelv is a little conventional— like the strange 
lusthngs and settlings and dealings of threats and noses, 
which are nevei dispensed with, at certain points 01 the 
Church service, and are nevei held to he necessary under 
any other circumstances. In a minute more it is all over, 
and the oigan expresses itsplf to be as glad of it as it can 
be of anything m its rheumatic state, and m another minute 
we are all of us out of the church, and Whity-brown. has 
locked it up Another minute or little mole, and, m the 
neighbouring churchyard — not the yard of that chuich, 
but of another— a churchyard like a great shabby old migno- 
nette box, with two trees in it and one tomb— I meet 
Whity-brown, in his pm ate capacity, fetching a pint of 
Ver for lus dinner from the public-house in the comei, 
where the keys of the rotting fire-ladders are kept and were 
never asked for, and wheie there is a ragged, white-seamed, 
out-at-elbowed bagatelle board on the first, floor 

In one of these City churches, and only m .one, I found 
an individual who might have been claimed as expressly 
a City personage I remember the church, by the feature 
that the clergyman <, couIdn’t get to his own desk w ithout going 
through the cleik's, or couldn’t get to the pulpit without 
going through the reading-desk — I foiget which, and it is 
no mattei — and by the presence of this personage among 
the exceedingly sparse congregation I doubt if we were 
a dozen, and we had no exhausted charity school to help us 
out The personage was diessed m black of square cut, 
and was stricken m years, and wore a black velvet cap, and 
cloth shoes He was of a staid, wealthy, and dissatisfied 
aspect. In his hand, he conducted to church a mystenous 
child a child of the feminine gender The child had a 
heaver hat, with a stiff drab plume that surely nevei 
belonged to any bird of the air The child was furthei 
attired in a nankeen frock aud spencer, hi own boxing- 
gloves, and a veil It had a blemish, m the nature of 
currant jelly, on its chm , and was a thirsty child Inso- 
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much that the personage carried in his pocket a green bottle, 
from which, when the first psalm was given out, the chUd 
was openly refreshed At all other times throughout the 
service it was motionless, and stood on the seat of the large 
pew, closely fitted into the corner, like a ram water pipe 
The personage never opened his book, and never look# 
at the clergyman He never sat down either, but stood 
with his arms leaning on the top of the pew, and his fore- 
head sometimes shaded with his right hand, alvays looking 
at the church door It was a long church for a church of 
its size, and he was at the upper end, but he always looked 
at the door That he was an old bookkeeper, 01 an old 
trader who had kept his own books, and that he might be 
seen at the Bank of England about Dividend times, no 
doubt That he had lived in the City all Ins life and was 
disdainful of other localities, fio doubt Why he looked 
at the door, I never absolutely pioved, but it is my belief 
that he lived in expectation of the time when the citizens 
would come back to live in the City, and its ancient glone* 
would be lenewed He appealed to expect that this would 
occur on a Sunday, and that the wanderers would fir^l 
appear, in the deserted churches, penitent and humbled 
Hence, he looked at the door which they never darkened 
Whose child the child was, whether the child of a dis 
inherited daughter, or some parish orphan whom the 
personage had adopted, there was nothing to lead up to 
It never played, or skipped, or smiled Once, the idea 
occurred to me that it was an automaton, and that the 
personage had made it , but following the strange coupk 
out one Sunday I heard the personage say to it, “ Thirteen 
thousand pounds , ” to which it added in a weak human 
voice, 11 Seventeen and fourpence ” Four Sundays I followed 
them out, and this is all I ever heard or saw them say One 
Sunday, I followed them home They lived behind a pump, 
and the personage opened their abode with an exceeding huge 
key The one solitary inscription on their house related tg 
a fire plug The house was paitly undermined by a deserteef 
and closed gateway , its windows were blind with dirt , 
and it stood with its face disconsolately turned to a wall 
Five great churches and two small ones rang then Sunday 
bells between this house and the church the couple fre- 
quented, so they must have had some special reason for 
going a quarter of a mile to it. The last time I saw them, 
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was on this wise I had been to explore another church 
at a distance, and happened to pass the church they fre- 
quented, at about two of the afternoon when that edifice 
was closed. But, a little side-door, which I had never 
observed before, stood open, and disclosed certain cellaious 
steps. Hethouglit “They are airing the vaults to-day,’’ 
when the personage and the child silently arrived at the 
steps, and silently descended Of course, I came to the con- 
clusion that the personage had at last despaired of the looked- 
for return of the penitent citizens, and that he and the child 
went down to get themselves buried 

In the course of my pilgrimages I came upon one obscure 
church which had broken out in the melodramatic style, 
and was got up with various tawdry decorations, much after 
the mannei of the extinct London may-poles These attrac- 
tions had induced several young priests or deacens m black 
bibs for waistcoats, and several young ladies mterested in 
that holy order (the proportion being, as I estimated, seven- 
teen young ladies to a deacon), to come into the City as 
a new and odd excitement. It was wonderful to see how 
^ese young people played out their little play m the heart 
of the City, all among themselves, without the deserted 
City's knowing anything about it It was as if you should 
take an empty counting-house on a Sunday, and act one of 
the old Mysteries there They had impressed a small school 
(fiom what neighbourhood I don’t know) to assist in the 
performances, and it was pleasant to notice frantic garlands 
of msonption on the walls, especially addressing those poor 
innocents m characters impossible for them to decipher 
There was a remarkably agreeable smell of pomatum in this 
congregation, 

fJS 0thei ° ases l rot and raildew dead citizens 
formed the uppermost scent, while, infused into it in a 

of^^lh 0 * ? h A dl T s P le f m &> * as the staple charactei 
fit nei 1 g ^ Urh ° 0d 111 the Arches about Mark-lane 

^ a dr y whlff ^ wheat ; and I acci- 
dentally struck an airy sample of bailey out of an aead 

and themboits^ th^Twas^Tn l°mbXyonvZ'^e 
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ally toned into a cosmopolitan blast of fish In one church, 
the exact counterpart of the church m the Rake’s Progress 
where the hero is bemg married to the horrible old lady, 
there was no speciality of atmosphere, until the organ shook 
a perfume of hides all oyer us from some adjacent ware- 
house ^ 

Be the scent what it would, however, there was no speci 
ality m the people There were never enough of them to 
lepresent any calling or neighbourhood They had all gone 
elsewhere over-night, and the few stragglers m the many 
churches languished there inexpressively 

Among the Uncommercial travels m which I have engaged, 
this year of Sunday travel occupies its own place, apart from 
all the rest W hether I think of the church where the sails 

of the oyster-boats m the river almost flapped against the 
windows, or of the church where the railroad made the bells 
hum as the tram rushed by above the roof, I recall a curious 
experience On summer Sundays, m the gentle ram or the 
bnght sunshine — either, deepemng the idleness of the idle 
City — I have sat, in that singular silence which belongs to 
resting places usually astir, in scores of buildings at the heart 
of the world’s metropolis, unknown to far greater numbers 01 
people speaking the English tongue, than the ancient edifices 
of the Eternal City, or the Pyramids of Egypt The dark 
vestries and registries into which I have peeped, and the little 
hemmed-in churchyards that have echoed to my feet, have 
left impressions on my memory as distinct and <puamt as any 
it has m that way received In all those dusty registers that 
the worms are eating, there is not a line but made some 
hearts leap, 01 some teal's flow, in their day Still and dry 
now, still and dry ! and the old tree at the window with no 
room for its branches, has seen them all out. So with the 
tomb of the old Master of the old Company, on which it 
nps His son restored it and died, his daughter restored 
it and died, and then he had been remembered long enough, 
and the tree took possession of him, and his name cracked 
out f 

There are few more striking indications of the changes of 
manners and customs that two or three hundred years have 
brought about, than these deserted churches. Many of them 
are handsome and costly structures, several of them were 
designed by Wren, many of them arose from the ashes of 
the great fire, others of them outlived the plague and the 
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fire too, to die a slow death in these later day a No one 
can he sure of the coming time ; but it is not too much to 
say of it that it has no sign m its outsettmg tides, of the 
reflux to these churches of their congregations and uses 
They remain like the tombs of the old citizens who lie 
'yneath them and around them, Monuments of another age 
They are worth a Sunday-exploration, now and then, foi 
they yet echo, not unharmoniously, to the time when the 
City of London really was London , when the Prentices and 
Trained Bands were 01 mark m the state , when even the 
Lord Mayor himself was a Reality — not a Fiction conven- 
tionally be-putfed on one day in the year by illustrious 
friends, who no less conventionally laugh at him on the 
remaining three hundred and sixty-four days. 



X 


SHY NEIGHBOURHOODS 

So much of my travelling is done on foot, that if I cherished 
betting propensities, I should probably be found registered 
m sporting newspapers under some such title as the Elastic 
Novice, challenging all eleven stone mankind to competition 
m walking My last special feat was turning out of bed at 
two, after a hard day, pedestrian and otherwise, and walking 
thirty miles into the country to breakfast The road was so 
lonely in the night, that I fell asleep to the monotonous 
sound of my own feet, domg their regular four miles an hour 
Mile after mile I walked, without the slightest sense of 
exertion, dozing heavily and dreaming constantly It wa^ 
only when I made a stumble like a drunken man, or struck 
out into the road to avoid a horseman close upon mo on the 
path— who had no existence — that I came to myself and 
looked about The day broke mistily (it was autumn time), 
and I could not disembarrass myself of the idea that I had to 
climb those heights and banks of cloud, and that there was 
an Alpme Convent somewhere behmd the sun, where I was 
going to breakfast This sleepy notion was so much stronger 
than such substantial objects as villages and haystacks, that, 

* after the sun w T as up and bright, and when I was sufficiently 
awake to have a sense of pleasure in the prospect, I still 
occasionally caught myself looking about for wooden arms to 
point the right track up the mountain, and wondering there 
was no snow yet It is a curiosity of broken sleep that I 
made immense quantities of verses on that pedestrian occasion 
(of course I never make any when I am m my right senses), 
and that I spoke a certain language once pretty familiar to 
me, but which I have nearly forgotten from disuse, with 
fluency Of both these phenomena I have such frequent 
experience in the state between sleeping and waking, that I 
sometimes argue with myself that I know I cannot be awake, 
for, if I were, I should not be half so ready The readiness 
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it, not imaginary, 'because I often recall long strings of the 
verses, and many turns of the fluent speech, after I am bioad 
awake. 

My walking is of two kinds one, straight on end to a 
definite goal at a round pace ; one, objectless, loitering, and 
{purely vagabond In the latter state, no gipsy on earth is 
a greater vagabond than myself, it is so natural to me, and 
strong with me, that I tlnnk I must be the descendant, at 
no great distance, of some irreclaimable tramp 

One of the pleasantest things I have lately met with, m 
a vagabond course of shy metropolitan neighbourhoods and 
small shops, is the fancy of a humble artist, as exemplified 
m two portraits representing Mr Thomas Sayers, of Great 
Britain, and Mi John Heenan, of the United States of 
America, These illustrious men are highly coloured in 
fighting tnm, and fighting attitude To suggest the pastoral 
and meditative nature of their peaceful calling Mr Heenan 
is represented on emerald sward, with primroses and other 
modest flowers springing up un*ler the heels of his half- 
boots , while Mr Sayers is impelled to the administration 
hls favourite blow, the Auctioneer, by the silent eloquence 
of a village church. The humble homes of England, with 
them domestic virtues and honeysuckle porches, urge both 
heroes to go in and wm , and the lark and other singing 
birds aie observable m the upper air, ecstatically carolling 
their thanks to Heaven for a fight On the whole, the 
associations entwined with the pugilistic art by this artist 
are much m the manner of Izaak Walton. 

Wltt tlle lower animals of back streets and by- 
ways that my present purpose rests For human notes we 
may return to such neighbourhoods when leisure and oppor- 
tunity serve 1 * 

t},^°Sl n K T Shy ““SJJwoAoods perplexes my mind more, 
than the had company birds keep Foreign birds often net 

^ c ^ go , od but British birds are inseparable from low 

associates ® ie F e 1S a wbole street of them m St Giles’s • 

TotimeTiafU the m in , P ° 0r and amoral neighbourhoods,' 
nvement to the puhhc-house and the pawnbroker’s Thev 

and tur caps, which they cannot be persuaded by 
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the respectable orders of society to undertake In a dirty 
court in Spitalfields, once, I found a goldfinch drawing his 
own water, and drawing as much of it as if he were in a 
consuming fevei That goldfinch lived at a bird shop, and 
offered, in wilting, to barter himself against old cloth e$ ; 
empty bottles, or even kitchen stuff Surely a low thin£ 
and a depraved taste in any finch 1 I bought that goldfinch 
for money He was sent home, and hung upon a nail over 
against my table He lived outside a counterfeit dwelling 
house, supposed (as I argued) to be a dyers, otherwise it 
would have been impossible to account for his perch sticking 
out of the garret window From the time of his appearance 
m my room, either he left off being thirsty — which was not 
m the bond — or he could not make up his mind to hear his 
little bucket drop back into his well when he let it go a 
shock which in the best of times had made him tremble. 
He drew no water but by stealth and under the cloak of 
night After an interval of futile and at length hopeless 
expectation, the merchant who had educated him was ap- 
pealed to The merchant was a bow-legged charactei, with 
a flat and cushiony nose, like the last new strawberry Hft 
wore a fur cap and shorts, and was of the velveteen race, 
velve teeny He sent word that he would u look lound M 
He looked round, appeared in the doorway of the room, and 
slightly cocked up his evil eye at the goldfinch Instantly 
a raging thirst beset that bird , when it was appeased, he 
still drew several unnecessary buckets of water , and finally 
leaped about his perch and sharpened his bill, as if he bad 
been to the nearest wine vaults and got drunk 

Donkeys again. I know shy neighbourhoods where the 
Donkey goes in at the street door, and appears to live up- 
stairs, for I have examined the back-yard from over the 
palings, and haVG been UimbIe make him out Gentility, 
nobility, Royalty, would appeal to that donkey in vain to 
+ 1 ? be ^ oes ^ 01 a c °stermonger Feed him with oats at 
he highest pnce, put an infant prince and princess m a paux 
of panniers on his back, adjust his delicate trappings to a 
nicety, take him to the softest slopes at Windsor, and try 
what pace you can get out of him Then, starve him, 
harness him anyhow to a truck with a fiat tray on it, and 
# see bim b °wl from Whitechapel to Bayswater There ap- 
pears to be no particular private understanding between 
birds and donkeys, in a state of nature , but in the shy 
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neighbourhood state, you shall see them always in the same 
hands and always developing their \ eiy best energies for the 
very worst company. I have known a donkey — by sight ; 
we were not on speaking terms — who lived over on the 
Surrey side of London-bndge, among the fastnesses of 
Ricoh’s Island and Dockhead It was the habit of that 
animal, when his services were not m immediate requisi- 
tion, to go out alone, idling I have met him a mile from 
his place* of residence, loitering about the streets , and the 
expression of his countenance at such times was most 
degraded He was attached to the establishment of an 
elderly lady who sold periwinkles, and he used to stand on 
Saturday nights with a cartful of those delicacies outside 


a gm-shop, pricking up Ins ears when a customer came to 
the cart, and too evidently denying satisfaction from the 
knowledge that they got bad measure His mistress was 
sometimes overtaken by mebnety. The last time I ever saw 
him (about five years ago) he was m cncumstances of diffi 
culty, caused by this failing. Having been left alone with 
the cart of penwmkles, and forgotten, he went off idling 

lyle prowled among his usual low haunts for some time, 
gratifying his depraved tastes, until, not taking the cart 
into Ins calculations, he endeavoured to turn up a nartow 
alley, and became greatly involved He was taken into 
custody by tbe police, and, the Green Yard - of the district 
emg neai at hand, was backed into that place of durance 
At that cnsis, I encountered him , the stubborn sense he 
minced of being— not to compromise tbe expression— a 
blackguard, I never saw exceeded in the human subject 
A flaring candle m a paper shade, stuck m nmong Ins peri- 
winkles, showed him, with his ragged harness broken and 
his cart extensively shattered, twitching his mouth and shak- 
mg his hanging head, a picture of disgrace and obduracy. 
I have seen boys being taken to station-houses, who were as 
like lmn as his own brother. ’ 

3 T h ® ^ of sh I neighbom hoods, I observe to avoid nlav 

of" fte^JbS ^as^rS trr?’ 

P T Hl3 P 0 ^t (which is not at all like him) 
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represents him m the act of draggmg to the earth a recreant 
Indian, who is supposed to have tomahawked, or essayed to 
tomahawk, a British officer The design is pure poetry, for 
there is no such Indian m the piece, and no such incident 
He is a dog of the Newfoundland breed, for whose honesty 
I would be bail to any amount , but whose intellectuqjfl 
qualities in association with dramatic fiction, I cannot rate 
high Indeed, he is too honest for the profession he has 
entered Being at a town in Yorkshire last summer, and 
seeing him posted in the bill of the night, I attended the 
performance His first scene was eminently successful , but, 
as it occupied a second m its representation (and five lines 
m the bill), it scarcely afforded ground for a cool and 
deliberate judgment of his powers He had merely to bark, 
run on, and jump through an mn window, after a comic 
fugitive. The next scene of importance to the fable was a 
little marred in its interest by his over anxiety , forasmuch 
as while his master (a belated soldier m a den of robbers on 
a tempestuous night) was feehngly lamenting the absence 
\ of his faithful dog, and laying great stress on the fact that 
he was thirty leagues away, the faithful dog was barking 
furiously in the prompter's box, and clearly choking himseli 
against Ins collar But it was m his greatest scene of all, 
that his honesty got the better of him. He had to .enter 
a dense and trackless forest, on the trail of the murderer, 
and there to fly at the murderer when he found him res tin g 
at the foot of a tree, with his victim bound ready foi 
slaughter It was a hot night, and he came into the forest 
from an altogether unexpected direction, m the sweetest 
temper, at a very deliberate trot, not m the least excited , 
trotted to the foot-lights with his tongue out , and there sat 
down, panting, and amiably surveying the audience, with 
his tail beating on the boaids, like a Dutch clock Mean- 
while the murderer, impatient to receive hip doom, was 
audibly calling to him “ Co o-ome here 1 ” while the victim, 
struggling with his bonds, assailed him with the ruos'L 
injurious expressions It happened through these means, 
that when he was in course of time persuaded to^ trot up 
and rend the murderer limb from limb, he made it (for 
dramatic purposes) a little too obvious that he v orked out 
that awful retribution by licking butter off his bloodstained 
hands^ 

In a shy street, behind Long-acre, two honest dogs live, 
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who perform m Punch’s shows I may venture to say that 
I am on terms of intimacy with both, and that I never saw 
either guilty of the falsehood of failing to look down at the 
man inside the show, during the whole performance The 
difficulty other dogs have in satisfying their minds about 
J^ese dogs, appears to be never overcome by time The 
Same dogs must encountei them over and over again, as they 
trudge along m their off-minutes behind the legs of the show 
and beside the drum , but all dogs seem to suspect then frills 
and jackets, and to sniff at them as if they thought those 
articles of personal adornment, an eiuption — a something m 
the nature of mange, peihaps Fiom this Covent-garden 
window of mine I noticed a country dog, only the other 
day, who had come up to Covent- garden Market under 
a cart, and had broken his cord, an end of which he still 
trailed along with him He loitered about the comers of 
the four streets commanded by my window , and bad London 
dogs came up, and told him lies that he didn’t believe , and 
worse London dogs came up, and made proposals to him to 
go and steal m the market, which Ins principles rejected , 
fjnd the ways of the town confused lnm, and he crept aside 
and lay down in a doorway He had scarcely got a wink of 
sleep, when up comes Punch with Toby He was darting 
to Toby for consolation and advice, when he saw the frilh 
and stopped, in the middle of the street, appalled The 
show was pitched, Toby retired behind the drapery, the 
audience formed, the drum and pipes struck up My 
country dog remained immovable, intently staling at these 
strange appearances, until Toby opened the drama bv appear- 
ing on his ledge, and to him entered Punch, who put a 
tobacco-pipe into Toby’s mouth At this spectacle, the 

c l°S threw U P bis tend, gave one .temble liowl, 
and fled due west 

We talk of men keeping dogs, hut we might often talk 
more expressively of dogs keeping men I know a bull-dog 
C. T y corner of Hammersmith who keeps a man He 
lavwa^? a r idl aT !f T keS 111111 S° to public-houses and 

indTSkVE Kim ’ aZ ° bll f 3 111111 1x1 lean gainst posts 

and W, 1 hl ^ a , nd f01c , es hlm t° neglect work for him. 

temi^L Zf T d COem0n 1 ° nCe 

brought nn k at P n a / e ^ tl f man mu gentlemau ™ ho bad been 
entirely J \ Oxford, too The dog kept the gentleman 

traveli.t’r 118 g oniication, and the gentleman nevei 
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talked about anything but the teinei This, however, was 
not in a shy neighbourhood, and is a digiession consequently 
There are a great many dogs in shy neighbourhoods, vho 
keep boys I have my eye on a mongrel in Someistown 
who keeps three boys He feigns that he can bring down 
spairows, and unburrow rats (he can do neither), and li£ 
takes the boys out on sporting pretences into all sorts oi 
suburban fields He has likewise made them believe that 
' he possesses some mysterious knowledge of the art of fish 
mg, and they consider themselves incompletely equipped 
foi the Hampstead ponds, with a pickle-jar and vide mouthed 
bottle, unless he is with them and barking tremendously 
There is a dog residing in the Borough of Southvaikwho 
keeps a blind man He may be seen, most days, in Oxford 
street, haling the blind man away on expeditions wholly 
uncontemplated by, and unintelligible to, the man wholly 
of the dog’s conception and execution Contrariwise, when 
the man has projects, the dog will sit down m a crowded 
thoroughfare and meditate I saw him yesteiday, wealing 
• the money tray like an easy collar, instead of offering it to 
' public, taking the man against his will, on the invitation 

of a disreputable cur, appaiently to visit a dog at Hanow — 
he was so intent on that direction The north wall of 
Builington House Gardens, between the Arcade and the 
Albany, offers a shy spot for appointments among blind 
men at about two or three o’clock m the afternoon They 
sit (very uncomfortably) on a sloping stone there, and 
compare notes Their dogs may always be observed at the 
same time, openly disparaging the men they keep, to one 
another, and settling where they shall respectively take their 
men when they begm to move again. At a small butcher’s, 
m a shy neighbourhood (there is no reason foi suppressing 
the name , it is by Nottmg-hill, and gives upon the district 
called the Potteries), I know a shaggy black and white dog 
who keeps a drovei He is a dog of an easy disposition, 
and too frequently allows this drovei to get drunk On 
these occasions, it is the dog’s custom to sit outside th^ 
public-house, keeping his eye on a few Bheep, and t hinkin g 
I have seen him with six sheep, plainly casting up in his 
mmd how many he began with when he left the market; 
and at what places he has left the rest, I have seen him 
perplexed by not being able to account to himself for certain 
particular sheep A light has gradually broken on him, he 
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has remembered at -what butchei's he left them, and in 
a burst of grave satisfaction has caught a fly off his nose, 
and diown himself much relieved If I could at any time 
have doubted the fact that it v. as he who kept the drovei, 
and not the drover vrho kept him it would have been 
^jiundantly proved by his way of taking undivided cliaige 
oi the si sheep, when the drover came out besmeared with 
red ochre and beer, and gave him wrong Erections, which he 
calmly disregarded He has taken the sheep entirely into his 
own hands, has merely remarked with respectful firmness, 
“ That instruction would place them undei an omnibus , 
you had better confine yom attention to yourself — you will 
want it all , ’ and has diiven his charge away, with an 
intelligence of ears and tail, and a knowledge of business, 
that lias left his lout of a man very, very far behind 

As the dogs of shy neighbourhoods usually betray a slink- 
ing consciousness of being m poor circumstances — for the 
most part manifested in an aspect of anxiety, an awkward- 
ness m their play, and a misgiving that somebody is going 
to harness them to something, to pick up a living— so the 
jjats of shy neighbourhoods exhibit a strong tendency to 
relapse into barbarism. Hot only are they made selfishly 
ferocious by ruminating on the surplus population around 
them, and on the densely crowded state of all the avenues 
to cat s meat, not only is there a moral and politico- 
economical haggardness m them, traceable to these reflec- 
tions , but they evince a physical deterioration Their linen 
is not clean, and is wretchedly got up, their black turns 
rusty uke old mourning , they wear very indifferent fur 
and take to the shabbiest cotton velvet, instead of silk 

^"'y* } or ! terms of recognition with several small 
streets of cats, about the Obelisk in Saint George’s Fields 

the jlfi U1 f+i le V1C , imfc ? Clerkenw ell- green, and also m 

the back settlements of Drury-lane. In appearance, they 
are very hke the women among whom they live. Thev 
?«em to turn out of their unwholesome beds into the street 
TTl They leave their young *£££ 

gutters, unassisted, while they frouzilv 
rrL?i d an , d BCratch and «t streetf corners 
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I cannot honestly report that I have ever seen a feline 
matron of this class washing her face when m an interesting 
condition 

Not to prolong these notes of uncommercial travel among 
the lower animals of shy neighboui hoods, by dwelling at 
length upon the exasperated moodiness of the tom-cats, an<^ 
then resemblance m many lespects to a man and ij^irother, 
I will come to a close with a word on the fowls of the same 
localities 

That anything bom of an egg and invested with wings, 
should have got to the pass that it hops contentedly down 
a laddei into a cellar, and calls that going home, is a cir 
c urns tan ce so amazing as to leave one nothing moie in this 
connexion to wonder at Otherwise I might wondei at the 
completeness with which these fou Is have become separated 
from all the birds of the air — have taken to grovelling m 
bricks and mortar and mud — have forgotten all about live 
trees, and make loostmg places of shop boards, barrows, 
oyster-tubs, bulk-heads' and door scrapers. I wonder at 
no thing concerning them, and take them as they are. I 
accept as products of Nature and things of course, a reduce^/ 
Bantam family of my acquaintance in the Hackney-road, 
who aie incessantly at the pawnbroker’s I cannot say 
that they enjoy themselves, for they are of a melancholy 
temperament , hut what enjoyment they are capable of, 
they derive from crowding together m the pawnbroker’s 
side-entry Here, they are always to be found in a feeble 
flutter, as if they were newly come down m the woild, and 
were afiaid of being identified I know a low fellow, 
originally of a good family from Dorking, who takes his 
whole establishment of wives, m single file, in at the door 
of the Jug Department of a disorderly tavern near the 
Haymarket, manoeuvres them among the company’s legs, 
emerges with them at the Bottle Entrance, and so passes 
Ins life seldom, m the season, going to bed before two in 
the morning Over Waterloo-bndge, there is a shabby old^ 
speckled couple (they belong to the wooden Fiench-bedstead, 
washing-stand, and towel-horse making trade), who are 
always trying to get m at the dooi of a chapel Whether 
the old lady, under a delusion reminding one of Mrs South- 
cott, has an idea of entrusting an egg to that pai ticular 
denomination, or merely understands that she has no busi 
ness in the building and is consequently fi antic to enter it, 
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I cannot determine , but she is constantly endeavouring to 
undermine the principal door while her partner, who is 
infirm upon his legs, walks up and down, encouraging her 
and defying the Universe But, the family I have been 
best acquainted with, since the removal from this trying 
Sphere of a Chinese circle at Brentford, reside in the densest 
part of Bethnal-green Their abstraction from the objects 
among which they live, or rathei their conviction that 
those objects have all come into existence m express sub- 
servience to fowls, has so enchanted me, that I have made 
them the subject of many journeys at divers hours After 
careful observation of the two lords and the ten laches of 
whom this family consists, I have come to the conclusion 
that their opinions are represented by the leading lord and 
leading lady . the latter, as I judge, an aged personage, 
addicted with a paucity of feather and visibility of' quill, 
that gives her the appearance of a bundle of office pens 
When a railway goods van that would crush an elephant 
comes round the corner, tearing over these fowls, they 
emerge unharmed from under the horses, perfectly satisfied 
gjtliat the whole rush was a passing property m the an, 
which may have left something to eat behind it They 
look upon old shoes, wrecks of kettles and saucepans, and 
fiagments of bonnets, as a kind of meteoric discharge, foi 
fowls to peck at Peg-tops and hoops they account, I think, 
as a sort of hail , shuttlecocks, as rain, or dew Gaslight 
comes quite as natural to’ them as any other light, and 
I have more than a suspicion that, in the minds of the two 
lords, the early public-house at the comei has superseded 
, e sun. I have established it as a certain fact, that they 
always begin to crow when the public-house shutters begin 
to be taken down, and that they salute the potboy, the 

SS?* h - e a PP eai ' s to perform that duty, as if he were 
vncefans m person. 
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TRAMPS 

The chance use of the word “Tramp” m my last paper, 
brought that numerous fraternity so vividly before my mind’s 
eye, that I had no sooner laid down my pen than a compul 
sion was upon me to take it up again, and make notes of the 
Tramps whom I perceived on all the summer roads in all 
dnections 

Whenever a tramp sits down to rest by the nayside, he 
sits with his legs in a dry ditch , and whenever lie goes to 
sleep (which is very often indeed), he goes to sleep on his 
back. Yonder, by the high road, glaung white m the bright 
sunshine, lies, on the dusty bit of [turf under the bramble^ 
bush that fences the coppice from the highway, the tramp 
of the order savage, fast asleep He lies on the broad of his 
back, with his face turned up to the sky, and one of his 
ragged arms loosely throun across his face His bundle 
(what can be the contents of that mysterious bundle, to 
make it worth his while to carry it about?) is thiown down 
beside him, and the waking woman with him sits with her 
legs m the ditch, and her back to the road She wears her 
bonnet rakishly perched on the front of her head, to shade 
her face from the sun m walking, and she ties her skirts 
round her m conventionally tight tramp fashion with a sort 
of apron You can seldom catch sight of her, resting thus, 
without seeing her m a despondently defiant manner doing 
something to her hair or her bonnet, and glancing at you 
between her fingers. She does not often go to sleep herself* 
in the daytime, but will sit for any length of time beside 
the man And his slumberous propensities would not seem 
to be referable to the fatigue of carrying the bundle, for she 
carries it much oftener and further than he When they 
are afoot, you will mostly find him slouching on ahead, in 
a gruff tempei, while she lags heavily behmd with the 
burden. He is given to personally correcting her, too — * 
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winch phase of his character develops itself oftenest, on 
benches outside alehouse doors — and she appears to become 
strongly attached to linn for these reasons , it may usually 
be noticed that when the poor creature has a bruised face 
she is the most affectionate He has no occupation whatever, 
$us order of tramp, and has no object whateiei m going 
anywhere He will sometimes call himself a buckmakei 
or a sawyer, but only when he takes an imaginative flight 
He generally represents himself, in a \ague way, as looking 
out for a job of work ; but he nevei did woik, he never does, 
and he never will It is a favourite fiction with him, how- 
ever (as if he were the most industrious character on earth), 
that you nevei work , and as he goes past your gulden and 
sees you looking at your flowers, you will oieihear him 
growl with a strong sense of contrast, “ You aie a lucky 
hidle devil, you are ’ ” 


The slinking tramp is of the same hopeless order, and has 
the same rnjuied conviction on him that you were born to 
whatever you possess, and never did anything to get it . but 
he is of a less audacious disposition He 'will stop before 
rifour gate, and say to Ins female companion with an air of 
constitutional humility and propitiation — to edify any one 
who may be within hearing behind a blind or a bush— “ This 
is a sw eet spot, am t it 5 A lovelly spot ' And I wonder if 
they’d give two pool footsore travellers like me and you, 
a drop of fresh water out of such a pretty gen-teel cob? 
We d take it wery komd on ’em wouldn’t us ? Wery komd. 
upon my woid, us would 9 ” He has a quick sense of a dog 
m the vicinity, and will extend his modestly-injured propi- 
tiation to the dog chained up in your yard , remarking, as 
he slinks at the yard gate, “ All ! You aie a fome breed o’ 
dog too, and you ain’t kep for nothink ! I’d take it wery 
komd o your master if he d elp a traveller and his woife as 

2? no H r tle S^ their S 0od fortun, wi’ a bit o’ yom 
broken wittles. He d never know the want of it, noi more 

■\lone ^° n ^ k aidc t^at, at poor persons as never 

done you no arm ; the poor is down-trodden and broke 
enough without that, 0 bok’t!” He generally Ws 

Le anddo^'fiV? and aI " a 3’ s lo0 ^ up the 

before going on ^ UP the r ° ad md down the road > 

let B +K? i° f t J eSe ® rdere of are of a very robust habit 

let the hard-workmg labourer at whose cStagSor thJj? 



120 the uncommercial traveller 

prowl and beg, have the ague never so badly, these tramps 
are sure to be in good health 

There is another kind of tramp, whom you encounter this 
bright summer day — say, on a road with the sea breeze 
making its dust lively, and sails of ships in the blue distance 
beyond the slope of Down. As you walk enjoyingly oij 
you descry m the perspective at the bottom of a steep lull 
up which your way lies, a figure that appears to be sitting 
airily on a gate, whistling in a cheerful and disengaged 
manner As you approach nearer to it, you observe the 
figure to slide down from the gate, to desist from whistling, 
to uncock its hat, to become tender of foot, to depress its 
head and elevate its shoulders, and to present all the charac 
tenstics of profound despondency Arriving at the bottom of 
the hill and coming close to the figure, you observe it to be 
the figure of a shabby young man He is moving p ain fully 
forward, in the direction in which you are going, and his 
mind is so preoccupied with his misfortunes that he is not 
aware of your approach until you aie close upon him at the 
hill foot. When he is awaie of you, you discover him to be 
a remarkably well behaved young man, and a remarkabl j 
well spoken young man You know him to be well-behaved, 
by his respectful manner of touching his hat you know him 
to be well-spoken, by his smooth manner of expressing him 
self He says in a flowing confidential voice, and without 
punctuation, “ I ask > our pardon sn but if you would excuse 
the liberty of being so addressed upon the public Iway by 
one who is almost reduced to rags though it as not always 
been so and by no fault of his own but through ill elth m 
his family and many unmerited suffonngs it would be a great 
obligation sn to know the time 99 Yon give the well-spoken 
young man the time The well spoken young man, keeping 
well up with you, resumes “ I am aware sir that it is a 
liberty to intrude a further question on a gentleman walking 
for his entertainment but might I make so bold as ask the 
&vour of the way to Dover, sir and about the distance?”. 
You inform the well spoken young man that the way to 
Dover is straight on, and the distance some eighteen miles. 
The well spoken young man becomes greatly agitated ^In 
the condition to which I am reduced,” says he, “I could not 
ope to reach Dover before dark even if my shoes were in 
a state to take me there or my feet were m a state to 
old out over the flinty road and were not on the hare 
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ground of which any gentleman has the means to satisfy 
himself by looking Sir may I take the liberty of speaking to 
you?” As the well-spoken young man keeps so well up 
with you that you can’t prevent his taking the liberty of 
speaking to you, he goes on, with fluency : “ Sir it is not 
Ij^ggmg that is my intention for I was brought up by the 
best of mothers and begging is not my trade I should not 
know sir how to follow it as a trade if such were my shameful 
wishes for the best of mothers long taught otherwise and m 
the best of omes though now reduced to take the present 
liberty on the Iway Sir my business was the law-stabonermg 
and I was favourably known to the Solicitor-General the 
Attorney-General the majority of the Judges and the ole of 
the legal profession but through ill elth m my family and 
the treachery of a fnend for whom I became security and he 
no other than my own wife’s brothel the brother of my own 
wife I was cast forth with my tender partner and three young 
children not to beg for I will sooner die of deprivation but to 
make my way to the seaport town of Dover where X have 
a relative 1 m lespect not only that will assist me but that 
tyould trust me with untold gold Sir m appier times and 
hare this calamity fell upon me I made for my amusement 
when I httle thought that I should ever need it excepting 
for my air this ” — here the well-spoken young man put his 
hand into his breast — 11 this comb ! Sir I implore you in the 
name of chanty to purchase a tortoiseshell comb which is 
a genuine article at any pnce that your humanity may put 
upon it and may the blessings of a ouseless family awaiting 
with beating arts the return of a husband and a father from 
Dover upon the cold stone seats of London-bndge ever 
attend you Sir may I take the liberty of speaking to you 
1 implore you to buy this comb ' ” By this time, being 
a reasonably good walker, you will have been too much for 
tlie well-spoken young man, who will stop short and express 
ms disgust and his want of breath, m a long expectoration, 
tjs you leave him behind 

Towards the end of the same walk, on the same bneht 

ummer day at the comei of the next little town or village 
S a S find aT \ other of embodied m the person^ 

to L^°l eSe ^ 1 TTi C0Uple Wh0se onl y improvidence appears 

oau n^ eD ’ that they ^ the laSt of tbeir Me All on 
soap they are a man and woman, spotless to behold— John 

Anderson, with the frost on his short smock-fiont instead 
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of his “pow,” attended by Mrs Anderson John is over 
ostentatious of the frost upon his raiment, and wears a curious 
and, you would say, an almost unnecessary demonstration of 
girdle of white lmen wound about his waist— a girdle, snowy 
as Mrs Anderson’s apron This cleanliness was the expiring 
effort of the respectable couple, and nothing then remain*; 
to Mi Anderson but to get chalked upon his spade in 
snow-white copy book characters, hungry I and to sit down 
here Yes , one thing more remained to Mr Anderson — his 
character , Monaichs could not deprive him of his hard 
earned characteL Accordingly, as you come up with this 
spectacle of virtue m distress, Mrs. Anderson rises, and with 
a decent curtsey presents for your consideration a certificate 
from a Doctor of Divinity, the reverend the Vicar of Upper 
Dodgmgton, who informs Ins Christian friends and all whom 
it may concern that the bearers, John Anderson and lawful 
■wife, are persons to whom you cannot be too liberal This 
benevolent pastoi omitted no work of his hands to fit the 
good couple out, for with half an eye you can recognise his 
autograph on the spade 

Anothei class of tramp is a man, the most valuable .paf 
of whose stock m trade is a highly perplexed demeanour 
He is got up like a countryman, and you will often come 
upon the poor fellow, while he is endeavouring to decipher 
the inscription on a milestone — quite a fruitless endeavour 
foi he cannot read He asks your paidon, he truly does 
(he is very slow of speech, this tramp, and he looks m a 
bewildered way all lound the prospect while he talks to 
you), but all of us shold do as we wold be done by, and he’ll 
take it kind, if you’ll put a power man m the right road fur 
to jme his eldest son as has broke his leg bad in the mason 
mg, and is m this heere Orspit’l as is wrote down by Squire 
Pouncerby’s own hand as wold not tell a lie fui no man 
He then pioduces from under his dark frock (being always 
very slow and peiplexed) a neat but worn old leathern 
purse, from which he takes a scrap of paper On this scray 
of paper is written, by Squire Pouncerby, of The Grove, 
“ Please to direct the Bearer, a poor but very worthy man, 
to the Sussex County Hospital, near Brighton ” — a matter 
of some difficulty at the moment, seeing that the request 
comes suddenly upon you in the depths of Hertfordshire 
The more you endeavour to indicate where Brighton is— 
when you have with the greatest difficulty remembered— 
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the less the devoted father can be made to comprehend, and 
the more obtusely he stares at the prospect , 'whereby, being 
reduced to extremity, you recommend the faithful parent 
to begin by going to St Albans, and present him noth 
linlf-a-crown It does him good, no doubt, but scarcely 
l$ps him forward, since you find him lying drunk that 
same evening in the wheelwrights sawpit under the shed 
■where the felled trees are, opposite the sign of the Three 
Jolly Hedgers. 

But, the most vicious, by far, of all the idle tramps, is the 
tramp who pretends to ha've been a gentleman u Educated, 
he writes, from the village beer-shop m pale ink of a fenu 
gmous complexion , u educated at Trm Coll Cam — nursed 
in the lap of affluence — once m my small way the pattron of 
the Muses,” &c & c &c — surely a sympathetic mind will 
not withhold a tnfle, to help him on to the market-ton n 
where he thinks of giving a Lecture to the fmgcs consumere 
nati, on things in geneial? This shameful creature lolling 
about hedge tap-iooms in his ragged clothes, now so fax 
from being black that they look as if they nerer can have 
£^een black, is more selfish and insolent than even the 
savage tramp He would sponge on the poorest boy for 
a fartlung, and spurn him when he had got it , he would 
interpose (if he could get anything by it) between the baby 
and the mother's bieast So much louei than the com- 
pany lie keeps, for his maudlin assumption of being higher, 
tins pitiless rascal blights the summer load as he maunders 
on between the luxuriant hedges , where (to my thinking) 
even the wild convolvulus and rose and sweeibnar, axe the 
worse for lxis going by, and need time to recover from the 
taint of him m the air 

The young fellows who trudge along barefoot, five 01 six 
together, their boots slung over their shoulders, their shabby 
bundles under their arms, their sticks newly cut from some 
roadside wood, aie not eminently prepossessing, but are much 
} & ss objectionable There is a tramp-fellowship among them 
They pick one another up at resting stations, and go on in 
companies They always go at a fast swing— though they 
generally limp too— and them is invariably one of the 
company who has much ado to keep up with the rest They 
generally talk about horses, and any other means of loco- 
motion than walking or, one of the company relates some 
recent experiences of the road — which are always disputes 


124 ' THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 

and difficulties As for example “ So as Fm a standing at 
the pump m the market, blest if there don’t come up a 
Beadle, and he ses, ‘Mustn’t stand here,’ he ses ‘Why 
not?’ I ses ‘No beggars allowed m this town,’ he ses* 
‘Who’s a beggar?’ I ses ‘You are,’ he ses. ‘Who ever 
see me beg? Did you? ’ I ses ‘ Then you’re a tiamp,’ ^ 
ses ‘Ed rather be that than a Beadle,’ I ses ” (The com- 
pany express great approval) “‘Would you?’ he ses to 
me ‘Yes, I would,’ I ses to him ‘Well,’ he ses, ‘any- 
how, get out of this town ’ ‘ Why, blow youi little town 1 ’ 

I ses, ‘ who wants to be in it? Wot does your dirty little 
town mean by cornin’ and sticlun’ itself m the road to any 
where ? Why don’t you get a shovel and a barrer, and 
clear your town out o’ people’s way ? ’ ” (The company 
expressing the highest approval and laughing aloud, they all 
go down the hill ) 

Then, there are the tramp handicraft men Are they not 
all over England, in this Midsummei time? Where does 
the lark smg, the corn grow, the mill turn, the river run, 
and they are not among the lights and shadows, tinkering, 
chair-mending, umbrella-mending, clock-mending, knif^[ 
grinding? Surely, a pleasant thing, if we were in tha C 
condition of life, to grind our way through Kent, Sussex, 
and Surrey Eor the worst six weeks or so, we should 
see the sparks we ground off, fiery bright against a back- 
ground of green wheat and green leaves A little later, and 
the npe harvest would pale our sparks from red to yellow, 
until we got the dark newly-turned land for a background 
again, and they were red once more By that time, we 
should have ground our way to the sea cliffs, and the whirr 
of our wheel would be lost in the breaking of the waves. 
Our next variety in sparks would be derived from contrast 
with the gorgeous medley of colours in the autumn woods, 
and, by the time we had ground our way round to the 
heathy lands between Beigate and Croydon, doing a pros 
perous stroke of business all along, we should show like j- 
little firework m the light frosty air, and be the next best- 
t)nng to the blacksmith’s forge Very agreeable, too, to go on 
a chair-mendmg tour What judges we should be of rushes, 
and how knowingly (with a sheaf and a bottomless chair at 
our back) we should lounge on bridges, looking over at 
osier-beds T Among all the innumerable occupations that 
cannot possibly be transacted without the assistance of 
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lookers-on, chair-mendmg may take a station m the first 
rank. When we sat down with our backs against the barn 
or the public-house, and began to mend, what a sense of 
popularity would grow upon us ! When all the children 
came to look at us, and the tailor, and the general dealer, 
jid the farmer who had been giving a small order at the 
little saddler’s, and the gioom from the great house, and the 
publican, and even the two skittle-players (and here note 
that, howsoever busy all the rest of village human-kind may 
be, there will always he two people with leisure do play at 
skittles, wherever village skittles are), what encouragement 
would be on us to plait and weave 1 Ho one looks at us 
while we plait and weave these words. Clock-mending 
again. Except for the slight inconvenience of carrying a 
clock under our aim, and the monotony of making the 
bell go, whenever jve came to a human habitation, what a 
pleasant privilege to give a voice to the dumb cottage-clock 
and set it talking to the cottage family again Likewise 
we foresee great interest in going lound by the park plan- 
tations, under the overhanging boughs (hares, rabbits, pai- 
fridges, and pheasants, scudding like mad across and across 
the cbequeied ground before us), and so over the park 
ladder, and through the wood, until we came to the Keeper's 
lodge Then, would the Keeper be discoverable at his 
door, in a deep nest of leaves, smoking Ins pipe Then, on 
our accosting him m the way of our trade, would he call 
to Mrs. Keeper, respecting “t’ould clock" in the kitchen 
Then, would Mrs Keeper ask us into the lodge, and on due 
examination we should offer to make a good 30b of it foi 
eighteenpence , which offer, being accepted, would set us 
tinkling and clinking among the chubby awe-struck little 
■Keepers for an hour and morei So completely to the family’s 
satisfaction would we achieve oui work, that the Keener 
would .mention how that there was something wrong with 
the bell of the turret stable-clock up at the Hall, and that if 

, of up to the housekeepei on the 

chance of that j6b too, why he would take us Then, should 

Slent the , bran ^ 10 g uaks and the deep fem, by 

silent ways of mystery known to the Keeper, seeW the 
herd glancing here and there as we went alone uSfl we 
«» °M Hall solemn and grand UndS a“ T «- 

Jr tl'K r<mnd by 1116 el * b ' 6S - "ould the 

per take us in, and ns we passed we should observe how 
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spacious and stately the stables, and how fine the painting 
of the horses’ names over then stalls, and how solitary all 
the family being m London Then, should we find our 
selves presented to the housekeeper, sitting, m hushed state, 
at needlework, in a bay-window looking out upon a mighty 
grim red buck quadrangle, guarded by stone lions disrespe^, 
fully throwing someisaults over the escutcheons of the nob/e 
family Then, our services accepted and we insinuated 
with a candle into the stable-turret, we should find it to be 
a mere question of pendulum, but one that would hold us 
Until dark Then, should we fall to work, with a general 
impression of Ghosts being about, and of pictures indoors 
that of a certainty came out of their frames and “ walked,” 
if the family would only own it Then, should we work 
and woik, until the day gradually turned to dusk, and even 
until the dusk gradually turned to dark Our task at 
length accomplished, we should be taken into an enormous 
servants’ hall, and theie regaled with beef and bread, and 
powerful ale Then, paid freely, we should be at liberty to 
go, and should be told by a pointing helpei to keep round 
over yinder by the blasted ash, and so stiaight through tl^ 
woods, till we should see the town lights light afore us Then, 
feelmg lonesome, should we desire upon the whole, that the 
ash had not been blasted, or that the helper had had the 
manners not to mention it However, we should keep on, 
all right, till suddenly the stable bell would strike ten in 
the dolefullest way, quite chilling oui blood, though we had 
so lately taught him how to acquit himself Then, as we 
went on, should we recall old stones, and dimly consider 
what it would be most advisable to do, m the event of a 
tall figure all in white, with saucer eyes, coming up and 
saying, “I want you to coma to a cliurchyaid and mend a 
church clock Follow me * ** Then, should we make a burst 
to get clear of the tiees, and should soon find ourselves m the 
open, with the town-lights bright ahead of us. So should 
we lie that night at the ancient sign of the Crispin and 
Cnspanus, and rise early ne\t morning to be betimes o£ 
tramp again. 

Bricklayers often tramp, in twos and threes, lying by 
night at their “lodges,” which are scattered all over the 
country Bricklaying is anothei of the occupations that 
can by no means be transacted m rural paits, without the 
assistance of spectators — of as mariy as can be convened In 
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tlunly-peopled spots, I have known bricklayers on tiamp, 
coming up with bricklayers at work, to be so sensible of the 
^dispensability of lookers-on, that they v themselves have 
sat up m that capacity, and have been unable to subside 
into the acceptance of a proffered share in the job, for two 
ox three days together. Sometimes the u navvy, on tramp, 
with an extra pair of half-boots over his shoulder, a bag, 
a bottle, and a can, will take a similar part in a job of 
excavation, and will look at at without engaging in it, until 
all his money is gone The current of my uncommercial 
pursuits caused me only last summer to want a little body 
of workmen for a certain spell of woik in a pleasant part 
of the country , and 1 was at one time honoured with the 
attendance of as many as seven-and-twenty, who were looking 
at six 

Who can be familial with any rustic highway in summer- 
time, without storing up knowledge of the many tramps 
who go from one oasis of town or village to another, to sell 
a stock in trade, apparently not worth a shilling when sold 9 
Shrimps are a favourite commodity for this kind of specula- 
tion, and so are cakes of a soft and spongy character, coupled 
with Spanish nut£ and brandy balls The stock iS'Carned 
on the head in a basket, and, between 1 the head and the 
basket, are the trestles on winch the stock is displayed at 
trading times Fleet of foot, but a careworn class of trump 
this, mostly ; with a certain stiffness of neck, occasioned by 
much anxious balancing of baskets , and also with a long 
Chinese sort of eye, which an overweighted forehead would 
seem to have squeezed into that form 

On the hot dusty roads near seaport towns and great 
rivers, behold the tramping Soldier And if you should 
happen never to ha v e asked yourself whethei his uniform is 
suited to his work, peihaps the poor fellow's appearance as 
he comes distressfully towards you, with his absuidly tight 
jacket unbuttoned, his neck-gear in his hand, and his legs 
^ell chafed by his trousers of baize, may suggest the per- 
sonal inquiry, how you think you would like it Much 
better the tramping Sailor, although his cloth is somewhat 
too thick for land service. But, why the tramping merchant- 
mate should put on a black rehet waistcoat, for a chalky 
country in the dog-days, is one of the great secrets of nature 
that will never be discovered 

1 have my eye upon a piece of Kentish load, bordered on 
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©ithei Bide by a wood, and having on one hand, between 
the road dust and the trees, a skirting patch of grass Wild 
flowers grow m abundance on this spot, and it lies high and 
airy; with a distant river stealing steadily away to the ocean, 
like a man’s life To gam the milestone here, which the 
moss, pnmroses, violets, blue-bells, and wild roses, wou^j 
soon render illegible but for peering travellers pushing them 
aside with their sticks, you must come up a steep hil l , come 
which way you may So, all the tramps with carts or 
caravans — the Gipsy- ti amp, the Show-tramp, the Cheap 
Jack — find it impossible to resist the temptations of the 
place, and all turn the horse loose when they come to it, and 
boil the pot Bless the plade, I love the ashes of the 
vagabond fires that have scorched its grass I What tramp 
children do I see here, attired in a handful of rags, making 
a gymnasium of the shafts of the cart, making a feather bed 
of the flints and brambles, making a toy of the hobbled old 
home who is not much more like a horse than any cheap 
toy would be ! Here, do I encounter the cart of mats and 
brooms and baskets — with all thoughts of busmess given to 
the evening wind — with the stew made and being serve/* 
out — with Cheap Jack and Dear Jill striking soft music oui 
of the plates that are rattled like warlike cymbals when put 
up foi auction at fairs and markets — their minds so in- 
fluenced (no doubt) by the melody of the nightingales as 
they begin to sing in the woods behind them, that if I were 
to propose to deal, they would sell me anything at cost price. 
On tins hallowed ground has it been my happy pnvilege 
(let me whisper it), to behold the White-haired Lady with 
the pink eyes, eating meat-pie with the Giant while, by the 
hedge-side, on the box of blankets which I kneiv contained 
the snakes, were set forth the cups and saucers and the 
teapot It was on an evening m August, that I chanced 
upon this ravishing spectacle, and I noticed that, whereas 
the Giant reclined half concealed beneath the overhanging 
boughs and seemed indifferent to Natuie, the white hair of 
the gracious Lady streamed free in the bieath of evening* 1 
and her pink eyes found pleasure m the landscape I heard 
only a single sentence of her uttenng, yet it bespoke a talent 
for modest repartee. The ill mannered Giant — accursed be 
his evil race I — had interrupted the Lady in some remark, 
and, as I passed that enchanted corner of the wood, she 
gently reproved him, with the words, " Now, Cobby , ” — 
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Cobby ' so short a name I — “ am t one fool enough to talk 

at a time ? ” . 

Within appropriate distance of this magic ground, though 
not so neai it as that the song trolled from tap or bench at 
door, can invade its "woodland silence, is a little hostelry 
\$ick no man possessed of a penny "was ever kno"wn to pass 
in warm weather. Before its entrance are certain pleasant 
trimmed limes , likewise a cool well, with so musical 
a bucket-handle that its fall upon the bucket rim will make 
a horse prick up his ears and neigh, upon the droughty road 
half a mile off This is a house of great resort for hay- 
making tramps and harvest tramps, insomuch that as they 
sit within, d rinkin g their mugs of beer, then relinquished 
scythes and reaping-hooks glare out of the open windows, 
as if the whole establishment were a family war-coach of 
Ancient Britons. Later m the season, the whole country- 
side, for miles and' miles, will swarm with hopping tramps. 
They come in families, men, women, and children, every 
family provided with, a bundle of bedding, an iron pot, 
a number of babies, and too often with some poor sick 
dfeatuie quite unfit for the lough life, foi whom they suppose 
the smell of the fresh hop to be a sovereign remedy Many 
of these hoppers aie lush, but many come from London 
They crowd all the roads, and camp under all the hedges 
and on all the sciaps of common-land, and hve among and 
upon the hops until they aie all picked, and the hop-gardens, 
so beautiful through the summer, look as if they had been 
laid waste by an invading army Then, there is a vast 
exodus of tramps out of the country , and if you ride or 
drive round any turn of any road, at more than a foot pace, 
you will be bewildered to find that you have charged into 
the bosom of fifty families, and that there are splashing up 
all around you, in the utmost prodigality of confusion, 
bundles of bedding, babies, iron pots, and a good-humoured 
multitude of both sexes and all ages, equally divided between 
.Jerspiration and intoxication. 
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DULLBOROUGH TOWN 

It lately happened that I found myself rambling about the 
scenes among which my eaxhest days were passed , scenes 
from which I departed when I was a child, and which I did 
not revisit until I was a man This is no uncommon chance, 
but one that befalls some of us any day , perhaps it may not 
be quite uninteresting to compare notes with the reader 
inspecting an experience so familiar and a journey so un- 
commercial. 

I call my boyhood’s home (and I feel like a Tenor in an 
English Opera when I mention it) Dullborough Most of 
us come from Dullborough who come from a country town£ 

As I left Dullborough in the days when there were no 
railroads m the land, I left it m a stage-coach. Through all 
the years that have since passed, have I ever lost the smell 
of the damp straw m which I was packed — like game — and 
forwaided, carriage paid, to the Cross Keys, Wood-street, 
Cheapside, London ? There was no other inside passenger, 
and I consumed my sandwiches in solitude and dreariness, 
and it rained haid all the way, and I thought life sloppier 
than I had expected to find it 

With this tender remembrance upon me, I was cavalierly 
shunted back into Dullborough the othei day, by tram My 
ticket had been previously collected, hke my taxes, and m) 
shining new portmanteau had had a great plaster stuck upon 
it, and I had been defied by Act of Parliament to offer an 
objection to anything that was done to it, or me, under 
a penalty of not less than forty shillings or more than fiv* 
pounds, eompoundable for a term of imprisonment When 
I had sent my disfigured property on to the hotel, I began 
to look about me , and the first discovery I made, was, that 
the Station had swallowed up the playing-field 

It was gone The two beautiful hawthorn-trees, the hedge, 
the turf, and all those buttercups and daisies, had given place 
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to the stoniest of jolting roads : "while, beyond the Station, 
an ngly dark monster of a tunnel kept its jaws open, as if 
it had swallowed them and were ravenous for more destruc- 
tion The coach that had earned me away, was melodiously 
called Trmpson’s Blue-Eyed Maid, and belonged to Timpson, 
aJithe coach-office up-street , the locomotive engine that had 
brought me hack, was called severely No 97, and belonged 
to S E R., and was spitting ashes and hot watei over the 
blighted ground 

When I had been let out at the platform-door, like a 
prisoner whom his turnkey grudgingly released, I looked m 
again over the low wall, at the scene of departed glones. 
Here, in the haymaking time, had I been delivered from the 
dungeons of Seringapatam, an immense pile (of haycock), by 
my own countrymen, the victorious British (boy nest door 
and his two cousins), and had been recognised with ecstasy 
by my affianced one (Miss Green), who had come all the way 
from England (second house in the terrace) to ransom me, 
and marry me Here, had I first heard in confidence, from 
one whose father was greatly connected, being under Govem- 
Otent, of the existence of a terrible banditti, called “ The 
Radicals,' whose principles were, that the Prince Regent 
n ore stays, and that nobody had a right to any salary, and 
that the army and navy onght to be pnt down — horrors at 
which I trembled in my bed, after supplicating that the 
Radicals might he speedily taken and hanged Here, too, 
had we the small hoys of Boles’s, had that cricket match 
against the small hoys of Coles’s, when Boles and Coles had 
actually met upon the ground, and when, instead of mstantlj 
nitnng out at one another with the utmost fury as we had 
au hoped and expected those sneaks had said respectively 
l hope Mrs Boles is* well," and “I hope Mrs Coles and 
me baby are doing charmingly ” Could it be that, after all 
us, and much more, the Playmg-field was a Station, and 
*°, ?2 ex P ec , to y atecl Rolling water and redhot cmdere on it 
■^ad the whole belonged by Act of Parliament to S E R ? 

for a' wX ld n bG ’ an ^ 1 left the P lace ^ heavy heart 
XA " a ]L a11 TT JT* And first of Timpson s up- 

amTs 1 de - Pa 1f, d * om Dullborough in the stra^- 

arms of Timpson s Blue-Eyed Maid, Timpson’s was a 

an ovafSn Zed COach *° ffi * e ( ra fact > a ^tle coach-office), with 

S i te? m 1116 ^ nd0W ’ whlch looked beautiful 
y night, representing one of Timpson’s coaches in the act 
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of passing a milestone on the London road with great velocity, 
completely full inside and out, and all the passengers dressed 
in the first style of fashion, and enjoying themselves tremen- 
dously I found no such place as Timpson’s now — no such 
bricks and rafters, not to mention the name — no such edifice 
on the teeming earth Pickford had come and knod^d 
Timpson’s down Pickford had not only knocked Trmpson's 
down, but had knocked two or three houses down on each 
side of Timpson’s, and then had knocked the whole into one 
great establishment with a pair of big gates, in and out of 
which, his (Pickford’s) waggons are, in these days, always 
rattling, with their drivers sitting up so high, that they look 
m at the second floor windows of the old-fashioned houses m 
the High-street as they shake the town I have not the honour 
of Pickford’s acquaintance, but I felt that he had done me an 
injury, not to say committed an act of boyslaughter, in run- 
ning over my childhood in this rough manner , and if ever 
I meet Pickford driving one of his own monsters, and smok 
mg a pipe the while (which is the custom of his men), he 
shall know by the expression of my eye, if it catches his, 
that there is something wrong between us £ 

Moreover, I felt that Pickford had no right to come rushing 
into Dullborough and deprive the town of a public picture 
He is not Napoleon Bonaparte When he took down the 
transparent stage coach, he ought to have given the town a 
transparent van. With a gloomy conviction that Pickford 
is wholly utilitarian and unimaginative, I proceeded on my 
way 

It is a mercy I have not a red and green lamp and a night- 
bell at my door, for m my very young days I was taken to 
so many lyings-in that I wonder I escaped becoming a 
profassional martyr to them in aft#r-lifa I suppose I had 
a very sympathetic nurse, with a large circle of married 
acquamtanca However that was, as I continued my walk 
through Dullborough, I found many houses to be solely 
associated in my mind with this particular interest. At oy 
little greengrocer s shop, down certain steps from the street, 
I remember to have waited on a lady who* had had foul 
children (I am afraid to write five, though I fully believe it 
was five) at a birth This meritorious woman held quite 
a reception in her room on the morning when I was intro- 
duced there, and the sight of the house brought vividly to 
my mind how the four (five) deceased young people lay, side 
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by side, on a clean cloth on a chest of drawers , reminding 
me by a homely association, which I suspect their complexion 
to have assisted, of pigs’ feet as they are usually displayed at 
a neat tripe-shop Hot caudle was handed round on the 
occasion, and I further remembered as I stood contemplating 
tlji greengrocer’s, that a subscription was entered into among 
the company, winch became extremely alarming to my con- 
sciousness of having pocket-money on my person This fact 
being known to my conductress, whoever she was, I was 
earnestly exhorted to contribute, but resolutely declined . 
therein disgusting the company, who gave me to understand 
that I must dismiss all expectations of going to Heaven 
How does it happen that when all else is change wheiever 
one goes, there yet seem, in every place, to be some few 
people who never alter ? As the sight of the greengrocer’s 
house recalled these trivial incidents of long ago, the identical 
greengrocer appeared on the steps, with his hands m his 
pockets, and leaning his shoulder against the dooi-post, as 
my childish eyes had seen him many a tune , indeed, there 
was his old mark on the door-post yet, as if Ins shadow had 
Income afixture tlieie It v, as he himself ; he might formerly 
have been an old-looking young man or he might now be 
a young-looking old man, hut there he was. In walking 
along the street, I had as yet looked in vain for a familiar 
face, or even a transmitted face , here was the very green- 
grocer who had been weighing and handling baskets on the 
morning of the reception As he brought with him a dawn- 
ing remembrance that he had had no proprietaiy interest m 
tliose babies, I crossed the road, and accosted him on the sub- 
ject. He was not in the least excited or gratified, or in anv 
way roused, by the accuracy of my recollection, but said Yes 
of the common— he didn’t remember how many 
it was as if half a-dozen babes either way made no difference) 
~-had happened to a Mrs What’s-her-name, as once lodged 
here—but he didn’t call it to mind, particular Nettled bv 
$us phlegmatic conduct, I informed him that I had left the 
1 a ***: slowly returned, quite nn! 

Xr, ° f oomplacency, 

x it , And did I find it had got on tolerahlv wall 

leftTm afcw ? e d fT° ce ^ thou 6ht, whe/l had 

in a b^ter W 7 behmd ’ and was so much 

remaming hTit a place and 

g m Jt 1 lmd no ri ght, I reflected, to be angiy 
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with the greengrocer for bis want of interest, I was nothing 
to hun whereas he was the town, the cathedral, the bridge, 
the nver, my childhood, and a large slice of my life, to me 
Of course the town had shrunk fearfully, smce I was a 
child there I had entertained the impression that the High 
street was at least as wide as Regent-sti eet, London, or tl|J 
Italian Boulevard at Pans I found it little better than a 
lane There was a public clock in it, w Inch I had supposed 
to be the finest clock in the world wheieas it now turned 
out to be as inexpressive, moon-faced, and weak a clock as 
ever I saw It belonged to a Town Hall, wheie I had seen 
an Indian (who I now suppose wasn’t an Indian) swallow a 
sword (which I now suppose he didn't) The edifice had 
appeared to me m those days so glorious a sti ucture, that I 
had set it up m my mind as the model on w hich the Genie 
of the Lamp built the palace foi Aladdin. A me/m little 
brick heap, like a demented chapel, with a few yawning 
persons m leather gaiters, and in the last extremity for some- 
thing to do, lounging at the door with their hands m their 
pockets, and calling themselves a Corn Exchange I 

The Theatie was m existence, I found, on asking the fislf] 
monger, who had a compact show of stock in his window, 
consisting of a sole and a quart of shrimps — and I resolved 
to comfort my mind by going to look at it Richard the 
Third, in a very uncomfortable cloak had first appealed to 
me there, and had made my heart leap with teiror by back- 
ing up against the stage box in which I was posted, while 
struggling for life against the virtuous Richmond It was 
within those walls that I had learnt os from a page of 
English history, how that wicked King slept in war tune 
on a sofa much too short for him, and how fearfully his 
conscience troubled his hoots There, too, had I first seen 
the funny countryman, but countryman of noble principles, 
in a floweied waistcoat, ciunch up his little hat and throw 
it on the ground, and pull off his coat, saying, “Dom thee, 
squire, coom on with thy ffstes then 1 ’ At which the lovely^ 
young woman w T ho kept company with him (and who went 
out gleaning, in a narrow white muslin apron with five 
beautiful bars of five different-coloured nbbons across it) 
was so frightened foi his sake, that she fainted away 
Many wondrous secrets of Nature had I come to the know- 
ledge of m that sanctuary of which not the least terrific 
were, that the witches in Macbeth bore an awful resem- 
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blance to the Thanes and other propel inhabitants of 
Scotland , and that the good King Duncan couldn’t rest 
m his grave, but was constantly coming out > of it and 
calling himself somebody else To the Theatre, therefore, 
I repaired for consolation But I found very little, foi it 
V£5 m a bad and declining w ay A dealer m wine and 
bottled beer had ahendy squeezed his trade into the box* 
office, and the theatrical money was taken — when it came — 
in a kind of meat-safe in the passage. The dealei in wine 
and bottled beer must have insinuated himself under the 
stage too . foi he announced that he had various descrip- 
tions of alcoholic drinks “m the wood,” and there was no 
possible stow age for the wood anywhere else Evidently 
he was by degrees eating the establishment away to the 
core, and would soon have sole possession of it It was 
To Let, and hopelessly so, foi its old purposes; and there 
had been no entertainment within its walls for a long time 
except a Panorama ; and even that had been announced 
as ‘'pleasingly instructive,” and I know too well the fatal 
meaning and the leaden import of those terrible expressions 
p there was no comfort m the Theatre It was mysteri- 
ously gone, like my own youth Unlike my own youth, 

“ mi gbt be coming back some day , but there was little 
promise of it 


As the town was placarded with references to the Dull- 
oorough Mechanics’ Institution, I thought I would go and 
rook at that establishment next There had been no such 
tmng m the town, m my young day, and it occurred to me 
« e ^ reme prosperity might have brought adversity 
pon (be Drama I found the Institution with some dif- 
ucuity and should scarcely have known that I had found 
it l had judged from its external appearance only but 
wlJ aS atl , nbntab]e to 3t -s new having been finished, and 
wvmg n 0 f ront • consequently, it led a modest and retired 
existence up a stable-yard. It was (as I leaint, on inquiry) 
£t!° U K T Institution, and of the highest benefits 

wcrc noinf nn 0 trmmpl r^ i A lch 1 was S lad to understand 
moSanit ^I by ^he seeming drawbacks that no 

tWi belonged to it, and that it was steeped in debt to 

«n”tacUkL Wft-. the bu,l,Ier declined to 

, Ct , intended staircase without a present mrm» n t 

Wlucb ^ullborough (though profoundly appreciative 
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with the greengrocer for his want of interest, I Mas nothing 
to him whereas he was the town, the cathedral the bridge, 
the river, my childhood, and a large slice of my life, to me 
Of coarse the town had shrunk fearfully, smce I was a 
child there I had entertained the lmpiession that the High' 
street was at least as wide as Regent sheet, London, or 
Italian Boulevard at Pans I found it little better than a 
lane There was a public clock in it, which I had supposed 
to be tbe finest clock in the world wheieas it now turned 
out to be as inexpressive, moon-faced, and weak a clock as 
ever I saw It belonged to a Town Hall, wheie I had seen 
an Indian (who I now suppose wasn’t an Indian) shallow a 
sword (which I now suppose he didn’t) The edifice had 
appeared to me m those days so glonous a sti ucture, that I 
had set it up in my mind as the model on which the Genie 
of the Lamp built the palace foi Aladdin A mean little 
buck heap, like a demented chapel, with a few yawmng 
persons m leather gaiters, and in the last extiemity for some* 
thing to do, lounging at the door with their hands in their 
pockets, and calling themselves a Corn Exchange I 

The Theatie was m existence, I found, on asking the fislj] 
monger, who had a compact show of stock in his window, 
consisting of a sole and. a quart of shrimps — and I resolved 
to comfort my mind by going to look at it Richard the 
Third, in a very uncomfortable cloak, had first appeared to 
me there, and had made my heart leap with tenor by bnck- 
mg up against the stage-box m which I \\as posted, while 
struggling for life against the virtuous Richmond It was 
withm those Avails that I had learnt as fiom a page of 
English history, how that wicked King slept m Avar-time 
on a sofa much too short for him, and how fearfully his 
conscience troubled his boots There, too, bad I first seen 
the funny countryman, but countryman of noble principles, 
m a flowered waistcoat, crunch up his little hat and throw 
it on the ground, and pull off his coat, saying, “Dom thee, 
squire, coom on Avith thy fistes then * ’ At Avhich the lovely^ 
young woman Avho kept company Avitli him (and Avho Avenu 
out gleaning, in a narrow white muslm apron Avith five 
beautiful bars of five different-coloured ribbons across it) 
was so frightened for his sake, that she fainted away 
Many Avondrous secrets of Nature had I come to the know- 
ledge of in that sanctuary of which not the least terrific 
Avere, that the witches m Macbeth bore an aAvful resem- 
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blance' to tlie Thanes and other propei inhabitants of 
Scotland , and that the good King Duncan couldn’t rest 
in his grave, but "was constantly coming out of it and 
calling hunself somebody else To the Theatre, therefore, 
I repaired for consolation But I found very little, foi it 
\TOs m a bad and declining way A dealei in wine and 
bottled beer had already squeezed his trade into the box- 
office. and the theatrical money was taken — when it came — 
m a kind of meat-safe in the passage. The dealer in. wine 
and bottled beer must have insinuated himself under the 
stage too . foi he announced that he had various descrip- 
tions of alcoholic dunks “m the wood,” and there was no 
possible stowage foi the wood anywheie else. Evidently, 
he was by degiees eating the establishment away to the 
core, and would soon have sole possession of it It was 
To Let, and hopelessly so, foi its old purposes ; and there 
had been no entertainment within its walls form long time 
except a Panorama , and even that had been announced 
as “pleasingly instructive,” and I know too well the fatal 
meaning and the leaden import of those terrible expressions 
4. 0 - there was no comfort m the Theatre It was mysteri- 
ously gone, like my own youth Unlike my own youth, 
it might be coming back some day , but there was little 
promise of it 


As the town was placarded with references to the Dull- 
borough Mechanics’ Institution, I thought I would go and 
look at that establishment next. There had been no such 
thing m the town, in my young day, and it occurred to me 
that its extreme prosperity might have brought adversity 
upon the Drama. I found the Institution with some dif- 
ficulty, and should scarcely have known that I had found 
u if I had judged from its external appearance only ; but 
urn was attributable to its never having been finished, and 
having no front : consequently, it led a modest and. retired 
existence up a stable-yard It was (as I learnt, on inquiry) 
^mo 3 t nourishing Institution, and of the highest benefit to 

‘ wlf 0W ? ’ !vblch 1 gM to understand 

re not at all impaired by the seeming drawbacks that no 

r mCS be on S e< ^ to it, and that it was steeped in debt to 

bv an 11 w5 er ' P0t f ? b ? d a lar S 0 room > which was approached 
isSuiSv?* step-ladder • the builder having declined to 
nstruct the intended staircase, without a present payment 
cash, which Dullborough (though profoundly appreciative 
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of the Institution) seemed unaccountably bashful about sub- 
scribing The large room had cost — or would, when paid 
for — five hundred pounds , and it had more mortar m it 
and more echoes than one might have expected to get for 
the money It was fitted up with a platform, and the usual 
lecturing tools, including a large black board of a menacing 
appearance. On referring to lists of the courses of lectuffis 
that had been given m this thriving Hall, I fancied I de- 
tected a shyness in admitting that human nature when at 
leisure has any desire whatever to be relieved and diverted , 
and a furtive sliding m of nny poor make-weight piece of 
amusement, shamefacedly and edgewise Thus, I observed 
that it was necessary for the members to be knocked on the 
head with Gas, Air, Water, Food, the Solar System, the 
Geological periods, Criticism on Milton, the Steam engine, 
John Bunyan, and Arrow-Headed Inscnptions, before they 
might be tickled by those unaccountable choristers, the 
negro singers m the court costume of the reign of George 
the Second Likewise, that they must be stunned by a 
weighty inquiry whether there was internal evidence in 
Shakespeare s works, to prove that his uncle by the mother^, 
side lived for some years at Stoke Newington, before they 
were brought-to by a Miscellaneous Concert But, indeed, 
the masking of entertainment, and pretending it was some 
thing else — as people mask bedsteads when they are obliged 
to have them in sitting-rooms, and make believe that they 
are book-cases, sofas, chests of drawers, anything rather 
than bedsteads — was manifest even in the pretence of dreari- 
ness that the unfortunate entertainers themselves felt obliged 
m decency to put forth when they came here One very 
agreeable professional singer, who travelled with two pro- 
fessional ladies, knew better than to introduce either of those 
ladies to sing the ballad u Cornin' through the Rye ” without 
prefacing it himself, with some general remarks on wheat 
and clover , and even then, be dared not for his life call the 
song, a -song, but disguised it in the bill as an “ Illustration ” 
In the library, also — fitted with shelves for three thousaif J 
books, and containing upwards of one hundred and seventy 
{presented copies mostly), seething their edges in damp 
plaster — there was such a painfully apologetic return of 62 
offenders who had read Travels, Popular Biography, and 
mere Fiction descriptive of the aspirations of the hearts and 
souls of mere human creatures like themselves , and such 
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an elaborate parade of 2 bright examples who had had down 
Euclid after the day’s occupation and confinement, and 3 
who had had down Metaphysics aftei ditto , and 1 who had 
had down Theology after ditto ; and 4 who had worried 
Grammar, Political Economy, Botany, and Logarithms all 
fhonee after ditto , that I suspected the boasted class to be 
one man, who had been hired to do it. 

Emerging from the Mechanics’ Institution and continuing 
my walk about the town, I still noticed everywhere the 
prevalence, to an extraoidinary degree, of this custom of 
putting the natural demand for amusement out of sight, as 
some untidy housekeepers put dust, and pretending that 
it was swept away And yet it was ministered to, m a dull 
and abortive manner, by all who made this femt Looking 
m at what is called in Dullborough “the eenouB book- 
seller’s,” where, m my childhood, I had studied the faces 
of numbers of gentlemen depicted m rostrums with a gas- 
light on each side of them, and casting my eyes over the 
open pages of certain printed discourses there, I found a vast 
deal of aiming at jocosity and dramatic effect, even in them 
-yyes, venly, even on the part of one very wrathful ex- 
pounder who bitterly anathematised a poor little Circus 
Similarly, m the reading provided for the young people 
enrolled in the Lasso of Love, and other excellent unions, 
I found the writers generally under a distressing sense that 
they must start (at all events) like story-tellers, and delude 
the young persons into the behef that they were going to 
be interesting. As I looked m at this window for twenty 
minutes by the clock, I am in a position to offer a friendly 
remonstrance — not hearing on this particular pomt — to the 
designers and engravers of the pictures m those publications) 
Have they considered the awful consequences likely to flow 
trom their representations of Virtue ? Have they asked 
themselves the question, whether the terrific prospect of 
acquiring that fearful chubbiness of head, unwieldiness 
htS J 66 ? 1 !. °* le & crispiness of hair, and 

hoTo 7 ¥ S>llrt ' Collar bY hlC , lx they ^present as inseparable 

mEvd^ r 85 ’ T 7 DOt teDd t0 Con W sen9lt ™ waverers, 
m Evil ? A most impressive example (if I had believed it\ 

of*, a Dustman and a Sai.ot ly'com. to, “ 

°3™ ™“ y8 ’ r s V™**** mo in this same shop 

XsT J7iT ey + T 6 , leamng < they were intimate 

Sll? a P ° S ^ drUDjc and reckless > ™th ^rpass- 
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mgly bad bats on, and their hair over their foreheads, they 
were rather picturesque, and looked as if they might be 
agreeable men, if they would not be beasts But, when 
they had got over their bad propensities, and when, as a 
consequence, their heads had swelled alarmingly, their hair 
had got so curly that it lifted their blown-out cheeks xjQ, 
their coat-cuffs were so long that they never could dt> any 
work, and their eyes were so wide open that they never 
could do any sleep, they presented a spectacle calculated to 
plunge a timid nature into the depths of Infamy 

But, the clock that had so degenerated since I saw it last, 
admonished me that I had stayed here long enough , and 
I resumed my walk. 

I had not gone fifty paces along the street when I was 
suddenly brought up by the sight of a man who got out 
of a little phaeton at the doctor’s door, and went into the 
doctor’s house Immediately, the air was filled with the 
scent of trodden grass, and the perspective of years opened, 
and at the end of it was a little likeness of this man 
keeping a wicket, and I said, “ God bless my soul f Joe 
Speoks ! ” £ 

Through many changes and much work, I had preserved 
a tenderness for the memory of Joe, forasmuch as we had 
made the acquaintance of Roderick Random together, and had 
believed him to he no ruffian, but an ingenuous and engaging 
hero Scorni ng to ask the boy left in the phaeton whether it 
was really Joe, and scorning even to read the brass plate oh 
the door — so sure was I — I rang the bell and informed the 
servant maid that a stranger sought audience of Mr Specks. 
Into a room, half surgery, half study, I was shown to await 
his coming, and I found it, by a senes of elaborate accidents, 
bestrewn with testimonies to Joe Portrait of Mr Specks, 
bust of Mr Specks, silver cup from grateful patient to 
Mr J Specks, presentation sermon from local clergyman, dedi- 
cation poem from local poet, dinner-card from local nobleman, 
tract ’on balance of power from local refugee, inscribed 
Hommage de Vauteur a Specks ^ 

When my old schoolfellow came m, and I informed him 
with a smile that I was not a patient, he seemed rather at 
a loss to perceive any reason for smiling in connexion with 
that fact, and inquired to what was he to attribute the 
honour ? I asked h i m, with another smile, could he remember 
me at all? He had not (he said) that pleasure I was 



at joe specks s x 39 

beginning to lmve but a poor opinion of Mr Specks, wl hen ] he 
said reflectively, “And yet there s a something too Upon 
X* I saw a boyish light in his eyes that looked well, and 
I asked him if he could inform me as a stranger who desired 
to know and had not the means of reference at hand what 
name of the young lady was. who married Mr Random 
iLn that, he said “ttarcissa, 5 and, after staling for a moment 
called mo by my name, shook me by the hand, and melted 
into a roar of laughter. “ Why, of course, you 11 mmembei 
Lucy Green,” he said, after we had talked a little 01 
comm” said L “ Whom do yon think she married ? said ^ 
he “Yon 9 ” I hazarded. “Me,” said Specks, and you 
shall see her ” So I saw her, and she was fat, and if all 
the hay in the woild had been heaped upon her, it could 
scarcely have altered her face moie than Time had altered it 
from my remembrance of the face that had once looked down 
upon me into the fragrant dungeons of Seringapatam But 
when her youngest child came m after dmnei (for X dmed 
with them, and we had no other company than Specks, 
Junior, Bamster-atdaw, who went away as soon as the cloth 
vj.s removed, to look after the young lady to whom he was 
going to be married next week) I saw again, m that little 
daughter, the little face of the hayfield, unchanged, and it 
quite touched my foolish heart We talked immensely, 
Specks and Mrs. Specks, and I, and we spoke of oui old 
selves as though our old selves were dead and gone, and 
indeed indeed they were — dead and gone as the playing- 
field that had become a wilderness of rusty non, and the 
property of S E K 

Specks, however, illuminated Dullborough with the rays of 
interest that I wanted and should otherwise have missed in 


it, and linked its piesent to its past, with a highly agi enable 
chum And m Specks’s society I had new occasion to observe 
what I had before noticed m similar communications among 
other men All the schoolfellows and others of old, w r hom 
Xanqmred about, had either done superlatively well 01 super- 
latively ill — had either become un certificated bankrupts, or 
been felonious and got themselves transported , or had made 
great hits in life, and done wonders And this is so com- 
monly the case, that I nevei can imagine what becomes of all 
the mediocre people of people’s youth — especially considering 
that we find no lack of the species in our maturity. But, 
I did not propound this difficulty to Specks, for no pause in 
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the conversation gave me an occasion Nor, could I discover 
one single flaw in the good doctor — when he reads this, he 
will receive in a friendly spirit the pleasantly meant recoid — 
except that he had forgotten his Roderick Random, and that 
he confounded Strap with Lieutenant Hatchway , who ne\er 
knew Random, howsoever intimate with Pickle 47 

When I went alone to the Railway to catch my tram at 
night (Specks had meant to go with me, but was inoppor- 
tunely called out), I was m a more charitable mood with 
Dullborough than I had been all day , and yet m my heart 
I had loved it all day too Ah f who was I that I should 
quarrel with the town for being changed to me, when I myself 
had come back, so changed, to it r All my early readings 
and early imaginations dated from this place, and I took 
them away so full of innocent construction and guileless 
belief, and I brought them back so worn and torn, so much 
the wiser and so much the worse I 
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KIGHT AVALKS 

Some years ago, a temporary inability to sleep, leferable to 
a distressing impression, caused me to ’walk about the 
streets all night, for a senes of seveial nights The dis- 
order might have taken a long time to conquer, if it had 
been faintly experimented on in bed , but, it w as soon 
defeated by the brisk treatment of getting up directly aftei 
lying down, and going ouh and coming home tired at 
sunuse 

In the course of those nights, I finished my education in 
a fair amateur experience of houselessne&s My principal 
Object being to get through the night, the pursuit of it 
In ought me into sympathetic relations with people who 
have no otliei object every night in the yeax 

The month was Maich, and the “weather damp, cloudy, 
and cold The sun not using before half-past five, the 
night perspective looked sufficiently long at half-past 
twelve which was about my time for confronting it 

The restlessness of a great city, and the way m which it 
tumbles and tosses before it can get to sleep, formed one 
of the first entertainments offered to the contemplation of 
us houseless people It lasted about two hours We lost 
a great deal of companionship when the late public-houses 
turned their lamps out, and when the potmen thrust the 
last brawling drunkards into tlie stieet , but stray vehicles 
and stray people were left us, after that If we were very 
jueky, a policeman's rattle sprang and a fray turned up 
but m general, surprisingly little of this diversion was pfo- 
wded Except in the Haymarket, v'hich is the vorst kept 
part of London, and about Kent-street in the Borough, and 
along a poihon of the line of the Old Kent-read, the peace 

ffi S T ld T VloIen ] 1 y broken But, it was aln ays the case 
tuat London as if in imitation of individual citizens be- 
longing to it, had expiring fits and starts of restlessness 
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Aftei all seemed quiet, if one cab rattled by, half-a dozen 
would surely follow, and Houselessness even obseived that 
intoxicated people appeared to be magnetically attracted 
to wai*d s each other so that we knew when we saw one 
drunken object staggering against the shutters of a shop, 
that another drunken object would stagger up before fiCe 
minutes weie out, to fiaternise or fight with it When we 
made a divergence from the legular species of drunkard, the 
thin armed, puff faced, leaden lipped gin drinker, and en 
countered a rarer specimen of a more decent appearance, 
fifty to one but that specimen was dressed m soiled mourn- 
ing As the street expeuence in the night, so the street 
expei lence m the day , the common folk who come un 
expectedly into a little pioperty, come unexpectedly into 
a deal of liquoi 

At length these flickering sparks would die away, worn 
out — the last veritable sparks of waking life trailed fiom 
some late pieman 01 hot-potato man — and London would 
sink to rest. And then the yearning of the houseless mind 
would lie foi any sign of company any lighted place, any 
movement, anything suggestive of any one being up^-najy 
even so much as awake, foi the houseless eye looked out 
for lights in windows. 

Walking the streets under the pattering rain. Houseless 
ness would walk and walk and walk, seeing nothing but 
the intei nun able tangle of streets, save at a coiner here 
and there, two policemen m conversation, 01 the sergeant 
or mspectoi looking aftei his men Now and then in the 
night — but rarely — Houselessness would become aware of 
a furtive head peering out of a doorway a few yards before 
him. * and coming up with the head would find a man 
standing bolt upiiglit to keep within the doonvay’s shadow, 
and evidently intent upon no particular service to society 
Under a kind of fascination, and in a ghostly silence suit- 
able to the time, Houselessness, and this gentleman would 
eye one another from head to foot, and so without exchange 
of speech, part, mutually suspicious Drip, dup, drip, flora 
ledge and coping, splash from pipes and watei spouts, and 
by-and-by the houseless shadow would fall upon the stones 
that pave the way to Waterloo budge , it being m the 
houseless mind to have a halfpenny worth of excuse for 
saying 11 Good night” to the toll-keeper, and catching a 
glimpse of his fire A good fire and a good great-coat and 
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a good woollen neck-shawl, were comfortable things to see 
m conjunction with the toll-keeper , also his brisk wake- 
fulness was excellent company when he rattled the change 
of halfpence down upon that metal table of his, like a man 
who defied the night, with all its sorrowful thoughts, and 
caie for the coming of dawn There was need of en- 
couragement on the threshold of the bridge, for the bridge 
was dreary The chopped-up murdeied man, had not been 
lowered with a rope over the parapet when those nights 
weie , he was alive, and slept then quietly enough most 
likely, and undisturbed by any dream of wheie he was to 
come But the river had an awful look, the buildings on 
the banks were muffled m black shrouds, and the reflected 
lights seemed to originate deep in the water, as if the 
spectres of suicides were holding them to show where they 
went down. The wild moon and clouds were as restless as 
an evil conscience in a tumbled bed, and the very shadow 
of the immensity of London seemed to he oppressively upon 
the river 


Between the bridge and the two gieat theatres, there was 
the distance of a few hundred paces, so the theatres 
canienext Gnm and black within, at night, those great 
dry Wells, and lonesome to imagine, with the rows of faces 
fnded out, the lights extinguished, and the seats all empty. 
One would think that nothing m them knew itself at such 
a tome but Yonck's skull In one of my night walks, as 
the church steeples were shaking the March winds and ram 
with strokes of Pour, I passed the outer boundary of one 
of these great deserts, and entered it With a dim lantern 
m my hand, I groped my well-known way to the stage and 
looked ovei the orchestra— which was like a great grave 
dug for a time of pestilence -into the void beyond A dis- 
cavern of an immense aspect, with the chandelier gone 

;mHV lke e T 6rythin S 6lse > nothing visible through mist 
and fog and space, but hers of wrndin g-sheets. The Around 

If Mel n there ’ 1 had 66611 peasantry 

ffiounhifn i nC r g n am T g t i ' 6 Yffies ’ reck3ess of the burning 
mountain which threatened to overwhelm them, was now 

lyi^g^nwait for\^ S "P2* of en ^-hose, watchfully 
png m wait for the serpent Fire, and ready to fly at it if 

L forked tong s? A g ^ st 

SS g /fl H? 0rpSe haunt6d the distant upper 

»ry and flitted away. Retiring within the proscenSm* 
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and holding my light above my head towards the rolled-up 
out tain — green no more, but black as ebony — my sight lost 
itself in a gloomy vault, show mg faint indications m it of 
a shipwreck of canvas and cordage Methouglit I felt 
much as a divei might, at the bottom of the sea 

In those small hours when there was no movement jji 
the streets, it afforded matter for reflection to take Newgate 
in the way, and, touching its lough stone, to think of the 
prisoners in their sleep, and then to glance in at the lodge 
over the spiked wicket, and see the fire and light of the 
watching turnkeys, on the white wall Not an inappro- 
priate time eithei, to linger by that wicked little Debtors’ 
Door — shutting tighter than any other door one evei saw — 
which has been Death’s Door to so many In the days of 
the uttering of forged one-pound notes by people tempted 
up from the country, how many hundreds of wi etched 
creatures of both sexes — many quite innocent — swung out 
of a pitiless and inconsistent world, with the tower of 
yonder Christian chuich of Saint Sepulchre monstrously 
before their eyes ! Is there any haunting of the Bank 
Parlour, by the remorseful souls of old directors, m tLjg 
nights of these later days, I wonder, or is it as quiet as 
this degenerate Aceldama of an Old Bailey? 

To walk on to the Bank, lamenting the good old times 
and bemoaning the present evil period, would be an easy 
next step, so I would take it, and would make my houseless 
circuit of the Bank, and give a thought to the treasure 
within , likewise to the guard of soldiers passing the night 
theie, and nodding over the fire Next, I went to Billings 
gate, m some hope of market-people, but it proving as yet 
too eaily, crossed London-bridge and got down by the water- 
side on the Suirey shore among the buildings of the great 
brewery Theie was plenty going on at the brewery, and 
the reek, and the smell of giains, and the rattling of 
the plump dray horses at their mangern, were capital 
company Quite refreshed by having mingled with thi|^ 
good society, I made a new start with a new heart, setting 
the old King’s Bench prison before me for my next object, 
and resolving, when I should come to the 'wall, to think 
of poor Horace Krnch, and the Dry Rot m men 

A very curious disease the Dry Rot m men, and difficult 
to detect the beginning of It had carried Horace Bunch 
inside the wall of the old King’s Bench prison, and it had 
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c finned him out with his feet foremost He was a likely 
man to look at, m the prime of life, well to do, as clever as 
he needed to be, and popular among many friends He was 
suitably roamed, and had healthy and pretty children 
But. like some fan -looking houses 01 fail-looking ships, he 
^ook the Diy Rot The first strong external 1 evolution of 
the Dry Rot m men, is a tendency to lurk and lounge , to 
be at street- corners without intelligible reason , to be going 
anywhere when met , to he about many places rather than 
at any , to £o nothing tangible, hut to have an intention of 
performing a variety of intangible duties to-morrow 01 the 
day after When this manifestation of the disease is 
observed, the observei will usually connect it with a vague 
ltnpiession once formed or received, that the patient was 
living a little too hard. He will seaicely have had leisure 
to turn it over m his mind and form the terrible suspicion 
“ Dry Rot,” when he will notice a change for the worse. in 
the patient’s appearance a certain slovenliness and del 
tenoration, which is not poverty, nor dirt, nor intoxication, 
noi ill-health, but simply Dry Rot To this, succeeds a smell 
^ of strong waters, in the morning , to that, a ’looseness 
respecting money , to that, a stronger smell as of strong 
waters, at all tunes , to that, a looseness respecting every- 
uung , to that, a trembling of the limbs, somnolency 
misery, and crumbling to. pieces As it is in wood, so it is 
in men Dry Rot advances at a compound usury quite in- 
calculable A plank is found infected with it, and the 
whole structure is devoted Thus it had been with the 
unhappy Horace Kinch, lately buried by a small sub- 
scnption Those who knew him had not nigh done saying. 
So well off, so comfortably established, with such hone 
before lum— and yet, it is feared, with a slight touch of Dry 
’ ,Tllen 1 ° 1 the man was all Drv Rot and dust 

dead ^ associated on 'those houseless nights 

aWMJ C °??° n st ^’ 1 chose to wander by 

-l^ethlehem Hospital , partly, because it lay on my road 

ound to Westminster , partly, because I had a mght fancy 
my head which could he best pursued within smht of 

dome 1116 th™ 7^ not the 

sane and the insane equal at night as the sane lie a dream- 
ing? Are not all of ns outside this hosnitaL who rlrf>nm 

ofourT leSS o m A he C0ndlfl0n of those msvde it every night 
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and holding my light above my head towards the rolled up 
cutfcam — green no more, but black as ebony — my sight lost 
itself in a gloomy vault, showing faint indications in it of 
a shipwreck of canvas and cordage Methougkt I felt 
much as a divei might, at the bottom of the sea 

In those small hours when there was no movement |/i 
the streets, at afforded matter for reflection to take Newgate 
in the way, and, touching its lough stone, to think of the 
pusoners m their sleep, and then to glance m at the lodge 
over the spiked wicket, and see the fire and light of the 
watching turnkeys, on the white wall Not an inappro 
printe time either, to longer by that wicked little Debtors 1 
Door — shutting tighter than any other door one ever saw — 
which has been Death’s Door to so many In the days of 
the uttering of forged one-pound notes by people tempted 
up from the country, how many hundreds of wretched 
creatures of both sexes — many quite innocent — swung out 
of a pitiless and inconsistent world, with the tower of 
yonder Chiistian church of Saint Sepulchre monstrously 
before their eyes 1 Is there any haunting of the Bank 
Parlour, by the remorseful souls of old duectors, in tljf 
nights of these later days, I wonder, or is it as quiet ns 
this degenerate Aceldama of an Old Bailey? 

To walk on to the Bank, lamenting the good old times 
and bemoaning the present evil period, would be an easy 
next step, so I would take it, and would make my houseless 
circuit of the Bank, and give a thought to the treasure 
within , likewise to the guard of soldiers passing the night 
theie, and nodding over the fire. Next, I went to Billings- 
gate, in some hope of market people, hut it proving as yet 
too eaily, crossed London-bridge and got down by the water- 
side on the Suirey shore among the buildings of the great 
brewery Theie was plenty going on at the brewery , and 
the ieek, and the smell of giains, and the rattlibg of 
the plump dray horses at their mangers, were capital 
company Quite refreshed by having mingled with this, 
good society, I made a new start with a new heart, setting 
the old King’s Bench prison before me for my next object, 
and resoh mg, when I should come to the wall, to think 
Of poor Horace Kineh, and the Dry Bot m men 

A very curious disease the Dry Bot m men, and difficult 
to detect the beginning of It had carried Horace KmcJi 
inside the wall of the old Kings Bench pnson, and it had 
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earned him out with his feet foiemost He was a likely 
man to look at, in the prime of life, well to do, as clever as 
he needed to be, and popular among many fnends He was 
suitably mamed, and had healthy and pietty children 
But, like some fair-looking houses or fair-looking ships, he 
iiok the Dry Rot The first strong external revelation of 
the Dry Rot m men, is a tendency to lurk and lounge , to 
be at street-corners without intelligible reason , to be going 
anywhere when met , to be about many places rathei than 
at any , to do nothing tangible, but to have an intention of 
performing a variety of intangible duties to-morrow 01 the 
day after When this manifestation of the disease is 
observed, the observer will usually connect it with a vague 
impression once formed or received, that the patient was 
living a little too hard He will scarcely have had leisure 
to turn it over in his mmd and form the terrible suspicion 
“ Dry Rot,” when he will notice a change for the worse in 
the patient’s appearance, a certain slovenliness and de-S 
terioration, which is not poverty, nor dnt, nor intoxication, 
nor ill-health, but simply Dry Rot. To this, succeeds a smell 
IPS °f strong waters, m the morning , to that, a 'looseness 
respecting money , to that, a stronger smell as of strong 
waters, at all times , to that, a looseness respecting every- 
thing , to that, a trembling of the limbs, somnolency 
misery, and crumbling to pieces. As it is in wood, so it is 
m men Dry Rot advances at a compound usury quite in- 
calculable A plank is found infected with it, and the 
whole structure is devoted Thus it had been with the 
unhappy Horace Kinch, lately buried by a small sub- 
scription Those who knew him had not nigh done saying 1 
So well off, so comfortably established, with such hope 
before him— and yet, it is feared, with a slight touch of Dry 
^hen lo ' the man was all Dry Rot and dust 
from the dead wall associated on "those houseless nights 
T 18 * « common story, I chose next to wander by 
^ethiehem Hospita 1 ; partly, because it lay on my road 
ound to Westminster , partly, because I had a night fancy 
. head which cou ^ be best pursued within sight of 
- d0me An( J the fan °y was this r Are not the 

Se ? r + n T% eqUal 1 n , lgh * 118 the sane lle a dream. 
Are not all of us outside this hospital, who dream 

more or less m the condition of those inside it every meht 
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are, that we associate preposterously with kings and queens, 
emperors and empresses, and notabilities of all sorts ? Do 
we not nightly jumble events and personages and times 
and places ? as these do daily? Are we not sometimes 
troubled by our own sleeping inconsistencies, and do we 
not vexedly try to account for them or excuse them, just $jf 
these do sometimes in respect of their waking delusions ? 
Said an afflicted man to me, when I was last m a hospital 
like this, “ Sir, I can frequently fly ” I was half ashamed 
to reflect that so could I — by night Said a w^unan to me 
on the same occasion, “ Queen Victoria frequently comes to 
dine with me, and her Majesty and I dine off peaches and 
maccaioni in our night gowns, and his Koyal Highness the 
Prince Consort does us the honour to make a third on 
horseback in a Field-Marshal's uniform. ” Could I refrain 
from reddening with consciousness when I remembered 
the amazing royal parties I myself had given (at night), 
the unaccountable viands I had put on table, and my ex- 
traordinary manner of conducting myself on those dis 
tmguished occasions? I wonder that the great mastei 
who knew everything, when he called Sleep the death of 
each day’s life, did not call Dreams the insanity of eacn 
day's sanity 

By this time I had left the Hospital behind me, and was 
again setting towards the river, and m a short breathing 
space I was on West mi aster-bridge, regaling my houseless 
eyes with the external walls of the British Parliament — the 
perfection of a stupendous institution, I know, and the 
admiration of all surrounding nations and succeeding ages, 

I do not doubt, but perhaps a httle the better now and then 
for being pricked up to its work Turning off into Old 
Palace-yard, the Courts of Law kept me company for a 
quarter of an hour , hinting m low whispers what numbers 
of people they were keeping awake, and how intensely 
wretched and horrible they were rendering the small hours 
to unfortunate suitors. Westmmstei Abbey was fine gloomy 
society for another quarter of an hour , suggesting a wonderful 
procession of its dead among the dark arches and pillars, 
each century more amazed by the century following it than 
by all the centuries going before And indeed in those 
houseless night walks — which even included cemeteries 
where watchmen went round among the graves at stated 
times, and moved the tell tale handle of an index which 
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recorded that they had touched it at such an hour— it was 
a solemn consideration vhat enormous hosts of dead belong 
to one old great city, and how if they were raised while the 
living slept, there would not be the space of a pin’s point in 
all the streets and \\ ays for the living to come out into 
Npt only that, but the vast armies of dead would overflow 
the hills and valleys beyond the city and would stretch 
away all round it, God knows how far. 

When a church clock stnkes, on houseless ears m the 
dead of the night, it may be at first mistaken for company 
and hailed as such. But, as the spi ending circles of vibra 
tion, v Inch you may peicerve at such a time with gieat 
clearness, go opening out, for ever and evei afterwards 
widening perhaps (as the philosopher has suggested) m 
eternal space, the mistake is rectified and the sense of 
loneliness is profounder Once — it was after leaving the 
Abbey and turning my face north— I came to the great 
steps of St Martin s church as the clock was striking Three 
Suddenly, a thing that in a moment more I should have 
trodden upon without seeing, rose up at my feet with a cry 
of loneliness and houselessness, struck out of it by the bell, 
the like of which I never heard We then stood face to face 
looking at one another, frightened by one another The 
creature was like a beetle-browed hair-lipped youth of 
twenty, and it had a loose bundle of rags on, which it held 
together with one of its hands It shivered from head to 
foot, and its teeth chattered, and as it staled at me— 
persecutor deni, ghost, whatever it thought me— it made 
with its whining mouth as if it weie snapping at me, like 
a worried dog Intending to give tins ugly object money, 
I put out my hand to stay it— for it recoiled as it whined 
and snapped— and laid my hand upon its shoulder Instantly 
it twisted out of its garment, like the young man in the New 

hand™ 911 ^ me stan£kn S alone with its rags in my 

Covent-gaiden Market when it was market morrnn? was 
Werful company. The great nnggons of ckbWs Jth 

ThT? "T and b ? ys lyin S **l4 under them, S 'nth 

the wb T fl ° m n3ark6t 1g ard en neighbourhoods looking after 

xuehU?Ibt7rf 08 e °°r a paity But one of the worst 

g sights I know m London, is to he found m the children 

who prowl about this place; who sleep m the basket Sht 
for the offial, dart at any object they thrnk tlTey can & §£ 
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thieving hands on, dive under the caits and barrows, dodge 
the constables, and are perpetually making a blunt pattering 
on the pavement of the Piazza with the mm of their naked 
feet. A painful and unnatural result comes of the comparison 
one is forced to institute between the growth of ^corruption 
as displayed in the so much improved and cared for lruits^t 
the earth, and the growth of corruption as displayed in these 
all uncared for (except inasmuch as ever-hunted) savages. 

There was early coffee to be got about Covenfrgaiden 
Market, and that was more company— warm company, too, 
which was bettei Toast of a very substantial quality, was 
likewise piocuiable though the towzled-headed man who 
made it, m an inner chambei within the coffee-room, hadnt 
trot his coat on yet, and was so heavy with sleep that in 
every interval of toast and coffee lie went off anew behind 
the partition into complicated cross-roads of choke and snore, 
and lost his way directly Into one of these establishments 
(among the eailiest) near Bow-stieet, theie came one morning 
as I sat over my houseless cup, pondering where to go nexb 
a man in a high and long snuff-coloured coat, and shoes, and, 
to the best of my belief, nothing else but a hat, w ho toofc 
out of his hat a large cold meat pudding , a meat pudding so 
large that it was a veiy tight fit, and brought the 1mm g of 
the hat out with it This mysterious man was known by 
his pudding, foi on his entering, the man of sleep brought 
him a pint of hot tea, a small loaf, and a large knife and 
fork and plate Left to himself m Ins box, he stood the 
pudding on the baie table, and, instead of cutting it, stabbed 
it, overhand, with the knife, like a mortal enemy , then took 
the knife out* wiped it on his sleeve, tore the pudding asundei 
With his fingers, and ate it all up The remembrance of this 
man with the pudding remains with me as the remembrance 
of the most speotral person my houselessness encountered 
Twice only was I in that establishment, and twice I saw 
him stalk m (as I should say, just out of bed, and presently 
going back to lied), take out his pudding, stab his puddings 
wipe the dagger, and eat his pudding all up He was a ma^ 
* whose figure promised cadavei ousness, but who had an 
excessively led face, though shaped like a horse's. On the 
second occasion of my seeing him, he said huskily to the 
man of sleep, “Am I led to-night ?” “You are,” he un- 
compromisingly answered “My mother,” said the spectre, 
“ was a red-faced woman that liked drink, and I looked at hei 
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hard when she laid m her coffin, and I took the complexion ' 
Somehow, the pudding seemed an unwholesome pudding 
after that, and I put myself in its way no moie 
"When there was no market, or when I wanted variety 
a railway terminus with the morning mails coming m, w as 
iv^nunerafcive company But like most of the company to 
be had m tins woild, it lasted only a very short time. The 
station lamps would burst out ablaze, the porter's would 
emerge from places of concealment, the cabs and trucks 
would rattle to their places (the post-office carts w eie already 
m theirs), and, finally, the bell would strike up, and the tram 
would come banging in But there were few passengers and 
little luggage, and everything scuttled aw ay with the greatest 
expedition The locomotive post-offices, with then gieat 
nets — as if they had been dragging the country for bodies- — 
would fly open as to their doors, and would disgorge a smell 
of lamp, an exhausted clerk, a guard m a led coat, and then 
bag3 of letters , the engine would blow aud heave and 
perspire, like an engine wiping its forehead and saying 
what a run it bad bad , and w’ltlnn ten inmutes the lamps 
Visre out, and I was houseless and alone again 
But now, there were dnven cattle on the lngli load neai 
wanting (as cattle always do) to turn into the midst of stone 
walls, and squeeze themselves tlnough six inches’ width of 
iron railing, and getting their heads down (also as cattle 
always do) foi tossing-pui chase at quite imaginary dogs, and 
giving themselves and every devoted creature associated with 
them a most extraordinary amount of unnecessary tiouble 
Wow too, the conscious gas begun to grow pale witli the 
Knowledge that daylight was coming, and straggling work- 
people were already m the streets, and, as waking life had 
become extinguished with the last pieman’s spaihs so it 
b^an to be rekindled with the fires of the Gist street-comer 
breakfast-sellers. And so by faster and faster degrees, until 

WQ \ e Y f 7 , fast ’ tbe da y came > «nd I was tned 
J S lt , 1S not ’ as 1 to think going 

tw in \r VT* \ ke least thing in London 

wand^^T T* regl -r°^ ° f tlle m * ht ' the houseless 
, tll6re 1 knew 'well enough where to 
find Vice and Misfortune of all lands, if I had chosen but 

n Ssup^ n!,!? 1 °f S H gh J’ aQd houselessness had many 
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CHAMBERS 

Having occasion to transact some business with a solicitor 
w ho occupies a highly suicidal set of chambers in Gray s Inn, 

I afterwards took a turn in the laige square of that strong- 
hold of Melancholy, reviewing, with congenial surroundings, 
my experiences of Chambers 

I began, as was natural, with the Chambers I had just 
left They were an upper set on a rotten stancase, with 
a mysterious bunk or bulkhead on the landing outside 
them, of a rather nautical and Screw Colkei-like appearance 
than otherwise and painted an intense black. Many dusty 
years have passed since the appropriation Qf this Dayj^ 
Jones’s locker to any puipose, and during the whole peiiod 
within the meruoiy of living man it has been hasped and 
padlocked I cannot quite satisfy my mind whetliei it was 
originally meant for the reception of coals, 01 bodies, or as 
a place of temporary secunty for the plunder “ looted ” by 
laundresses , but I incline to the lost opinion* It is about 
breast high, and usually selves as a bulk for defendants m 
reduced circumstances to lean against and ponder at, when 
they come on the hopeful errand of trying to make an arrange- 
ment without money — under w hich auspicious cncumstances 
it mostly happens that the legal gentleman they want to see, 
is much engaged, and they pervade the staircase for a con- 
siderable period Against this opposing bulk, m the absurdest 
manner, the tomb-like outer door of the solicitor’s chambers 
(which is also of an intense black) stands m dark ambush^ 
half open, and half shut all day The solicitor s apartments 
are three in numbei , consisting of a slice, a cell, and a w edge 
Tlie slice is assigned to the two clerks, the cell is occupied by 
the principal, and the wedge is devoted to stray papers, old 
game baskets from the country, a washing stand and a model 
of a patent Ship’s Caboo c e which w r as exhibited m Chancery 
af the commencement of the present century on an apphca- 
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tion for an injunction to testram infringement At about 
lialf-past nine on every week-day morning, the younger of 
the two cleiks (who, I have reason to believe, leads the 
fashion at Pentonville m the articles of pipes and shirts) 
may be found knocking the dust out of Ins official door-key 
Dn the bunk or locker before mentioned , and so exceedingly 
subject to dust is his key, and so veiy letentive of that 
superfluity, that m exceptional summei weather when a ray 
of sunlight has fallen on the locker m my presence, I have 
noticed its inexpressive countenance to be deeply marked by 
a kind of Bramah erysipelas 01 small pox , 

This set of chambers (as I have gradually discovered, 
when I have had restless occasion to make inquiries or 
leave messages, aftei office hours) is undei the charge of 
a lady named Sweeney, in figure extremely like an old 
family-umbrella whose du ellrng confronts a dead wall m 
a court off Gray’s Inn-lane, and who is usually fetched 
into the passage of that bower, when wanted, from some 
neighbouring home of industry, uliich has the curious 
property of imparting an inflammatory nppeaiance to her 
^visage. Mrs Sweeney is one of the lace of professed 
laundresses, and is the compiler of a remarkable manuscript 
volume entitled “ Mrs Sweeney's Book,” from which much 
eiraous statistical information may be gathered respecting 
the high pnees and small uses of soda, soap, sand, firewood 
and other such articles I have created a legend in my mind 
-and consequently I believe it with the utmost pertinacity 
—that the late Mr Sweeney was a ticket-porter under the 
Honourable Society of Gray’s Inn, and that, m considera- 
tion of his long and valuable services, Mrs Sweeney was 

l t0 hGr T p \ esent post - For - though devoid of 
personal charms, I have observed tliis lady to exercise 

tt66 J d6ll y tickehporter mind (particularly 
imder the gateway and m comers and entries), which I can 

• pWg r °Ib h6 f f termt y- Y et not com- 
^penng with it All that need be said concerning this set nf 

chambers, is said, when I have added that a We 

and b thfl?+r e m , Gra y’ s ^-square, very much out of repaw 
tha t 1116 outer portal is ornamented m a hideous manner 
with certain stone remains, which have the appearance of the 
dismembered bust, torso, and limbs of a peffiTencher 
Indeed I look upon Giay’s Inn generaUr as ene nf +V 
most depressing institutions in brick and mortar, known to 
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the children of men. Can anything be more dieary than its 
and Square, Sahara Desert of the law, with the ugly old 
tiled-topped tenements, the dirty windows, the bills To Let, 
To Let, the doorposts inscribed like gravestones, the crazy 
gateway giving upon the filthy Lane, the scowling iron 
barred prison like passage into Vemlam-buildings, thf^ 
mouldy red nosed ticket-poi ters with little coffin plates, 
and why with aprons, the dry hard atomy like appearance 
of the whole dust-heap ? When my uncommercial travels 
tend to this dismal spot, my comfort is its nckety state. 
Imagination gloats over the fulness of time when the 
staircases shall have quite tumbled down — they aie daily 
wearing into an ill-savoured powder, but have not quite 
tumbled down yet — when the last old prolix bencher all 
of the olden time, shall have been got out of an upper 
window by means of a Fire Ladder, and earned off to the 
Holbom Union , when the last clerk shall have engrossed 
the last parchment behind the last splash on the last of the 
mud stained windows, which, all through the miry yeai, 
are pilloried out of leoognition in Gray’s Inn lane Then, 

* shall a squalid little trench, with rank glass and a pump^ 
in it, lying between the coffee-house and South square, be 
wholly given up to cats and rats, and not, as now, have its 
empire divided between those animals and a few briefless 
bipeds surely called to the Bar by a oices of deceiving 
■spirits, seeing that they are wanted there by no mortal — 
who glance down, with eyes better glazed than their case- 
ments, from their dreary and lack lustre looms Then shall 
the way Noi’ Westward, now lying undei a short gnm 
colonnade where m summer time pounce flies from law- 
stationering windows into the eyes of laymen, be choked 
with rubbish and happily become impassable Then shall 
the gardens where turf, trees, and gravel weai a legal livery 
of black, run rank, and pilgrims go to Gorhambury to see 
Bacon s effigy as he sat, and not come here (which in truth 
they seldom do) to see where he walked Then, in a word, ^ 
shall the old-established vendor of periodicals sit alone in * 
his little crib of a shop behind the Holborn Gate, like that 
lumbering Manus among the rums of Carthage, who has sat 
heavy on a thousand million of similes 

At one period of my uncommercial career I much 
frequented another set of chambers in Gray’s T rm square 
They were what is familiarly called “a top set/' and all 
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tlie eatables and drinkables mtioduced into them acquired 
a flaiour of Cockloft I have knoll n an unopened Stras- 
bourg pAt6 fresh from Fortnum and Mason’B, to draw in 
this cockloft tone through its crockery dish, and become 
penetrated with cockloft to the core of its inmost truffle in 
ttfree quarters of an hour This, howevei, was not the most 
curious feature of those chambers , that, consisted in the 
profound conviction enteitained by my esteemed friend 
Paikle (their tenant) that they v ere clean. Whether it 
was an inborn hallucination, or whether it was imparted to 
him by Mrs. Maggot the laundress, I never could ascertain 
But, I believe be would ha\e gone to the stake upon the 
question Now, they veie so dirty that I could take off 


the distmctest impiession of my figure on any article of 
furniture by merely lounging upon it for a few moments , 
and it used to be a pnvate amusement of mine to pnnt 
myself off — if I may use the expression — all over the 
looms It was the first large cmculation I had. At othei 
times I have accidentally shaken a window curtain while m 
animated conversation with Parkle, and struggling insects 
tlhich were certainly red, and were certainly not ladybirds, 
have dropped on the back of my hand Yet Parkle lived m 
that top set years, bound body and soul to the superstition 
that they were clean He used to say, when congratulated 
upon them, ‘‘Well, they are not like chambers m one 
respect, you knoii they are clean.” Concurrently, he had 
an idea which he could never explain, that Mrs Miggot 
was m some way connected with the Chinch When he 
was m particularly good spmts, he used to believe that 
a deceased uncle of hers had been a Dean , when he vi as 
poorly and low, he believed that her brothei had been 
n '-unite. I and Mas Miggot (she was a genteel woman) 
were on eonfidentiai teims, hut I never knew her to commit 
uerself to any distinct assertion on the subject, sbe merely 
claimed a proprietorship m the Church, by looking when I 
jas mentioned, as if the reference awakened the slumbering 
Past, and were personal It may have been his amiable 
£ M,gg 0 t’s better days that ZSpS ty 

mend with Ins delusion respecting the chambers but hi 

KaE'T* ”, !f fldehty t0 * » mZSJ though 

uewalloved in dirt seven years. ° 

thrill*' 16 ™ d<w5 , “1 «“» chambers looked dot™ into 
the garden , and tve hare sat up there together Sny a 
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summer evening, saying how pleasant it was, and talking of 
many things To my intimacy with that top set, I am 
indebted for three of my liveliest personal impressions of 
the loneliness of life in chambers. They shall follow here, 
m order, first, second, and thud. 

First, My Gray’s Inn friend, on a time, hurt one of 
legs, and it became seriously inflamed Not knowing of his 
indisposition, I was on my way to visit him as usual, one 
su mm er evening, uhen I was much surpiised by meeting 
a lively leech in Field court, Gray’s Inn, seemingly on his 
way to the West End of London As the leech was alone, 
and was of course unable to explain his position, even if he 
had been inclined to do so (which he had not the appearance 
of being), I passed him and went on Turning the corner of 
Gray’s Inn square, I was beyond expiession amazed by meet 
mg another leech — also entirely alone, and also proceeding 
m a westerly direction, though with less decision of purpose 
Ruminating on this extraordinary circumstance, and en 
deavourmg to remember whether I had ever read, in the 
Philosophical Transactions or any woik on Natural History, 
of a migration of Leeches, I ascended to the top set, past the 
dreary senes of closed outer doors of offices and an empty set 
or two, which intervened between that lofty region and the 
surface Entering my friend s rooms, I found him stretched 
upon his back like Prometheus Bound, with a perfectly 
demented ticket porter in attendance on him instead of the 
ulture which helpless individual, who was feeble and 
frightened, and had (my friend explained to me, in great 
choler) been endeavouimg for some hours to apply leeches to 
ins leg, and as yet had only got on two out of twenty To 
this Unfortunate’s distraction between a damp cloth on 
which he had placed the leeches to freshen them, and the 
wrathful adjurations of my friend to “Stick ’em on, sn l" 
i referred the phenomenon I had encountered the rather 
as two fine specimens were at that moment going out at the 
oor, w lie a general insurrection of the rest was in progress 
on the table After a while our united efforts prevailed, an® 
when the leeches came off and had recovered then spirits, 
we carefully tied them up m a decantei But I never heard 
111 ^ an ^at the y were all gone next morning, 
md that the Out of-door young man of Bickle Bush and 
Bodger, on the ground flooi, had been bitten and blooded 
by some creature not identified They nevei u took ,> on 
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Mrs. Migg’ot, the laundress ; hut, I have always preserved 
fresh, the belief that she unconsciously carried several about 
her, until they gradually found openings in life 

Second On the same staircase with my friend Parkle 
^and on the same floor, there lived a man of law who pursued 
fiis busmess elsewhere, and used those chambers as his place 
of residence For three or four years, Parkle rather knew of 
him than knew him, but after that — for Englishmen — short 
pause of consideration, they began to speak Parkle ex- 
changed words with him m his piivate character only, and 
knew nothmg of his business ways, or means He was 
a man a good deal about town,- but always alone We 
used to remaik to one anothei, that, although we often 
encountered him in theatres, concert-rooms, and similar 
public places, he was always alone Yet he nas not a 
gloomy man, and was of a decidedly conversational turn; 
insomuch that he would sometimes of an evening lounge 
with a cigai in his mouth, half in and half out of Parkle's 
rooms, and discuss the topics of the day by the hour He 
^used to hint on these occasions that he had four faults to 
Ofind with life , firstly, that it obliged a man to be alwaj s 
winding up his watch , secondly, that London was too 
small , thirdly, that it therefore anted variety , fourthly, 
that there was too much dust in it There was so much 
dust in his own faded chambers, certainly, that they re- 
minded me of a sepulchie, furnished in piophetic anticipa- 
tion of the present time, which had neulv been brought to 
hght, aftei having remained buried a few thousand years 
Une dry hot autumn evening at twilight, this man, heme 
then five years turned of fifty, looked in upon Parkle in his 
usual lounging way, with his cigar m his mouth as usual 
and said, l am gomg out of town ” As he never went out 
of town Parkle said, “ Oh indeed ! At last ’ ” “ Yes ” savs 

small ^ Tf* F ° r w hat 13 a man to do? London is so 
small If you go West, you come to Hounslow. If you 

^0 cotDe to Bow. If you go South there’s 

52SJ? K y0U 60 you get rid 

fee s tZf e V^ monotony of all the streets, streets, 

durt dT s ?P’ w. t T d f’ roads - r °ads — and the dust! 
a J W i e “ bo had said this, he wished Parkle 

%S£kJ?E*i ba ? aga111 and ^ d > S 

this watch nvs j d really cannot go on winding up 
to watch over and over again ; I wish yon would take bare 
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of it” So, Parkle laughed and consented, and the man went 
out of towrn The man remained out of town so long, that 
his letter box became choked, and no more letters could be 
got into it and they began to be left at the lodge and to 
accumulate theie At last the head porter decided, on con 
ference with the steward, to use his master key and look mtf< 
the chambers, and give them the benefit of a whiff of an 
Then, it was found that he had hanged himself to his bed 
stead, and bad left this written memorandum 4< I should 
prefer to be cut down by my neighbour and friend (if he 
will allow me to call him so), H Parkle, Esq This was 
an end of Parkle s occupancy of chambers He w ent into 
lodgings immediately 

Third While Paikle lived m Gray’s Inn, and I myself 
was uncommercially preparing for the Bar— which is done, 
as everybody knows, by having a frayed old gown put on 
in a pantry by an old woman in a chrome state of Saint 
Anthony’s fire and dropsy, and, so decorated, bolting a bad 
dinner in a party of four, whereof each individual mistrusts 
the other three — I say, while these things were, there was 
a certain elderly gentleman who lived in a coiut of thei 
Temple, and was a great judge and lo\er of port wine 
Every day he dined at Ins club and drank bis bottle or two 
of port wine, and eveiy night came home to the Temple and 
went to bed in his lonely chambers This had gone on 
many years without variation, when one night he had a fit 
on coming home, and fell and cut his Tiead deep, but partly 
recovered and groped about m the daik to find the dooi 
When he wus afterwards discoveied, dead, it was clearly 
established by the marks of Ins hands about the room that he 
must have done so Now, this chanced on the night of 
Christmas Eve, and over him lived a young fellow who had 
sisters and young country friends, and who ga\e them a 
little party that night, in the course of winch they played 
at Blmdman’s Buff They played that game, foi then 
greater sport, by the light of the fire only , and once, when^ 
they were all quietly rustling and stealing about and the 
blmdman was trying to pick out the prettiest sister (foi 
which I am fat from blaming him), somebody cried, Hark! 
The man below must be playing Blmdman’s Buff by himself 
to-night T They listened, and they heaid sounds of some 
one falling about and stumbling against furniture, and they 
all laughed at the conceit, and went on with then play. 
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move light-hearted and merry than evei Thus, those tuo 
so different games of life and death were played out togethei, 
blindfolded, m the two sets of chambers 
Such aie the occurrences, which, coming to my knowledge, 
imbued me long ago with a strong sense of the loneliness of 
chambers. There was a fantastic lllustiation to much the 
same purpose implicitly believed by a stiange sort of man 
now dead, whom I knew when I had not quite arrived at 
legal years of discretion, though I was already m the un- 
commercial line 

This was a man who, though not more than thirty, had 
seen the world in divers irreconcilable capacities— had been 
an officer m a South American regiment among other odd 
things — but had not aclnered much in anyway of life, and 
was in debt, and in hiding. He occupied chambers of the 
dreariest nature m Lyons Inn , his name, however, was not 
up <?n the dooi, or dooi-post, but m lieu of it stood the 
name of a friend who died m the chambers, and had 
given him the furniture The story arose out of the furni- 
ture and was to this effect Let the former holder of the 
chambers, whose name was still upon the door and dooi- 
post, be Mr Testator 


Mr. Testator took a set of chambers m Lyons Inn when 
he had but very scanty furniture foi his bedioom, and none 
for his sifting room. He had lived some wintry months in 
this condition, and had found it very hare and cold. One 
night, past midnight, when he sat writing and still had 
writing to do that must he done before he went to bed, he 
found himself out of coals He had coals down-stairs, hut 
had never been to his cellar , however the cellar-key was on 
Ins mantelshelf, and if he went down and opened the cellar 
it fitted, he might fairly assume the coals m that cellar to 
be Jus. As to hi3 laundress, she lived among the coal- 
wnggons and Thames watermen— foi there were Thames 
watermen at that time— m some unknown rat-hole by the 
^nvei, down lanes and alleys on the other side of the Stiand 
As to any other person to meet him or obstiuct him, Lyons 

' , n Tn d , reammg ’ drunk > maudllI b moody, betting, brooding 
ovei bilWiscounting or renewmg-asleep or awake, mmdmf 

f Tv affa ^ Ml Testntor took hls coal-scuttle m one 

dlsmiT? and k u y u m th6 / ther - and descended to the 
^smallest underground dens of Lyons Inn where the Infe 

VS 1C 63 m tke streets became thundeious, and all thewatei- 



THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 


I 5 8 

pipes in the neighbourhood seemed to have Macbeth’s Amen 
sticking m their throats, and to be trying to get it out After 
gLopmg here and there among low doors to no pui pose, Mr 
Testator at length came to a door with a rusty padlock 
which his key fitted Getting the door open with much 
trouble, and looking in, he found, no coals, but a confuse^ 
pile of furniture Alarmed by this intrusion on another 
man’s property, he locked the door again, found his own 
cellai, filled Ins scuttle, and returned up stairs 

But the furniture he had seen, ran on castors across and 
across Mr Testator’s mind incessantly, when, m the chill 
hour of five iu the morning, he got to bed He particularly 
wanted a table to write at, and a table expressly made to be 
written at, had been the piece of furnituie in the foreground 
of the heap When his laundress emerged from her buirow 
in the morning to make his kettle boil, he artfully led up to 
the subject of cellars and furniture , but the two ideas had 
evidently no connexion m her mind When she left him, 
and he sat at his bieakfast, thinking about the furniture, he 
recalled the rusty state of the padlock, and inferred that the 
furniture must have been stored in the cellars for a lone^ 
time — was perhaps forgotten —owner dead, perhaps? After 
thinking it over, a few days, in the course of which he could 
pump nothing out of Lyons Inn about the furniture, he 
became desperate, and resolved to bonow that table He 
did so, that night He had not had the table long, when 
he determined to borrow an easy-chair , he had not had that 
long, when he made up his mind to borrow a bookcase , then, 
a couch , then, a caipet and rug By that time, he felt he 
was in furniture stepped in so far/’ as that it could be no 
worse to borrow it all Consequently, he borrowed it all, 
and locked up the cellai for good He had always locked it, 
after every visit He had earned up every separate article 
in the dead of the night, and, at the best, had felt as wicked 
as a Resurrection Man Every article was blue and furry 
when brought into his rooms, and he had had, in a murder- , 
ous and guilty soit of way, to polish it up while Londod* 
slept 

Mi Testator lived m his furnished chambers two 01 three 
years, or more and gradually lulled himself into the opmion 
that the furniture was his own This was his convenient 
state of mmd when late one night, a step came up the 
stairs, and a hand passed ovei his door feeling for his 
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knocker, and then one deep and solemn rap was rapped 
that might have been a spring in Mr Testator's easy-chair 
to shoot him out of it , so promptly was it attended with 
that effect 

With a candle in his hand, Mi Testatoi went to the door, 
aQd found there a very pale and very tall man ; a man who 
stooped; a man with very high shoulders.' a very narrow 
chest, and a very red nose , a shabby-genteel man He was 
wrapped m a long threadbare black coat, fastened up the 
front with more pins than buttons, and under his arm he 
squeezed an umbrella without a handle, as if he were playing 
bagpipes He said, “I ask your pardon, but can you tell 

me ” and stopped, his eyes lesting on some object 

within the chambers 


‘‘ Can I tell you what 9 ’ asked Mr Testator, noting Ins 
stoppage with quick alarm 

“ I ask your pardon,” said the strangei, “but— this is not 
the inquiry I was going to make — do I see in there, any 
small article of property belonging to vie?” 

Mr Testator was beginning to stammer that he was not 
ryare— when the visitor slipped past him into the chambers. 
There, m a goblin way winch froze Mr Testator to the 
marrow^ he examined, first, the muting- table, and said, 
“Mine,” then, the easy-chair, and said. “Mine;” then, the 
bookcase, and said, “ Mine , ” then, turned up a comer of the 
carpet, and said, “ Mine 1 ” — in a word, inspected every item of 
furniture from the cellar, in succession, and saitl, “Mine!” 
Towards the end of this investigation, Mr. Testator per- 
ceived that he was sodden with liquor, and that the liquoi 
was gin. He was not unsteady with gin, either m his speech 
or carriage ; but he was stiff with gm in both particulars. 

Mr Testator was m a dreadful state, for (according to his 
making out of the story) the possible consequences of what 
He had done in recklessness and hardihood, flashed upon him 
in their fulness for the first tune When they had stood 
gzmg at one another for a little while, he tremulously 

I , am conscious that the fullest explanation, compen- 
A1W and r sht ^ tl0n, /v re y° ur due They shall be yours. 

h 6Uheat that ’ y ith0ut tem P er > without even 
natural irritation on your part, we may have a little ” 

“i 6 *° di ” v ’ “ teri,o6e<i the atemBct 



THE UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVELLER 


I5 8 

pipes m the neighbourhood seemed to have Macbeth's Amen 
sticking m their throats, and to be trying to get it out After 
gtopmg here and there among low doors to no purpose, Mr 
Testator at length came to a door with a rusty padlock 
which his key fitted Getting the door open with much 
trouble, and looking m, he found, no coals, but a confuse^ 
pile of furniture Alarmed by this intrusion on another 
man's property, he locked the door again, found his own 
ceilai, filled Ins scuttle, and returned up stairs 

But the furniture he had seen, ran on castors across an <5 
across Mr Testatoi’s mind mcessantly, when, in the chill 
hour of five m the morning, he got to bed He particularly 
wanted a table to write at, and a table expressly made to be 
written at, had been the piece of furniture m the foreground 
of the heap When his laundress emerged from her burrow 
m the morning to make his kettle boil, he artfully led up to 
the subject of cellars and furniture , but the two ideas had 
evidently no connexion in her mind When she left him, 
and he sat at his breakfast, thinking about the furniture, he 
lecalled the rusty state of the padlock, and inferred that the 
furniture must have been stored m the cellars for a long, 
tune— was perhaps forgotten —owner dead, perhaps? After 
thinking it over, a few days, m the course of which he could 
pump nothing out of Lyons Inn about the furniture, he 
became desperate, and resolved to bonow that table He 
did so, that night He had not had the table long, when 
he detei mined to borrow an easy chair , he had not had that 
long, when he made up his mind to borrow a bookcase , then, 
a couch , then, a caipet and rug By that time, he felt he 
was u m furniture stepped in so far,” as that it could be no 
worse to boirow it all Consequently, he borrowed it all, 
and locked up the ceilai for good He had always locked it, 
after every visit He had earned up every separate aiticle 
in the dead of the night, and, at the best, had felt as wicked 
as a Resuirection Man Every article was blue and furry 
when bi ought into his rooms, and he had had, in a muider- 
ous and guilty sort of way, to polish it up while Londorit 
slept 

Mr Testator lived in his furnished chambers two or three 
years, or more and gradually lulled himself into the opinion 
that the furniture was his own This was his convenient 
state of mind when late one night, a step came up the 
stairs, and a hand passed ovei his door feeling for his 
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knocker, and then one deep and solemn lap was lapped 
that might have been a spring in Mr Testator's easy-chair 
to shoot him out of it , so promptly was it attended with 
that effect 

With a candle m his hand, Mi Testatoi wont to the door, 
aftl found there a veiy pale and very tall man , a man who 
stooped ; a man with’ very high shoulders.' a very narrow 
chest, and a very red nose , a shabby-genteel man. He was 
wrapped in a long thi end bare black coat fastened up the 
front with more pms than buttons, and nndei his arm he 
squeezed an umbrella without a handle as if he were playing 
bagpipes He said, “I ask your pardon, but can you tell 

me ” and stopped , Ins eyes resting on some object 

within the chambers 

“Can I tell you what’” asked Mr. Testatoi, noting his 
stoppage with quick alarm 

“I ask youi pardon,” said the strangei, “but — this is not 
the inquiry I was going to make — do I see m there, any 
small article of property belonging to me 9 " 

Mr Testator was beginning to stammei that he was not 
rgpare — when the visitoi slipped past him mto the chambers. 
There, m a goblin way which froze Mr Testator to the 
marrow, he examined, first, the writing-table, and said, 
“ Mme , ” then, the easy-chair, and said, “ Mine , ” then, the 
bookcase, and said, “ Mine , ” then, turned up a comer of the 
carpet, and said, “ Mine !” — in a word, inspected every item of 
furniture from the cellar, m succession, and saicl, “Mine!” 
Towards the end of this investigation, Mr Testator per- 
cen ed that he was sodden with liquor, and that the liquoi 
v. as gin. He was not unsteady with gm, either m his speech 
or carnage , but he was stiff with gm in both particulars. 

Mr Testator was in a dreadful state, for (according to his 
making out of the story) the possible consequences of what 
he had done in recklessness and hardihood, flashed upon him 
m then fulness for the first tune "When they had stood 
Sizmg at one another foi a little while, he tremulously 
began 

“ Sir, I am conscious that the fullest explanation, compen- 
sation, and restitution, are your due They shall he yours. 
Allow me to entreat that, without temper, without even 
natural irritation on your part, we may have a little ” 

“ Drop of something to drink,” interposed the stranger. 
‘I am agreeable.” 
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Mr Testator had intended to say, “a little quiet convei 
sat ion/’ but with great relief of mind adopted the amend- 
ment He pioduced a decanter of gm, and was bustling 
about for hot water and sugar, when he found that his 
visitoi had already drunk half of the decanter's contents 
With hot water and sugar the visitor drank the remainder 
before he had been an hour m the chambers by the chimes 
of the church of St Mary in the Strand , and during the 
process he frequently whispered to himself, “ Mine ! ” 

The gm gone, and Mr Testator wondering what was to 
follow it, the visitor lose and said, wntb increased stiffness, 
“At what hour of the morning, sn, w r ill it be convenient?” 
Mr Testator hazarded, “At ten 0 ” “Su,” said the visitor, 
“at ten, to the moment^ I shall be here” He then con 
templated Mr Testator somewhat at leisure, and said, “ God 
bless you 1 How is your wife 0 ” Mi Testator (who never 
had a wife) replied with much feeling, “Deeply anxious, 
pool soul, hut otherwise well ” The visitor thereupon turned 
and went away, and fell twice m going down-stairs From 
that hour he was never heard of Whether he was a ghost^ 
01 a spectral illusion of conscience, or a drunken man wfyi 
had no business them, or the drunken ughtful owner of th 6 
} fumituie, with a transitory gleam of memory , whether he 
f got safe home, 01 had no home to get to , whether he died 
of liquor on the way, or lived in liquoi evei afterwards , he 
never was heard of mora This was the story, received with 
the furniture and held to be as substantial, by its second 
possessor m an upper set of chambers in gum Lyons Inn 
It is to be remarked of chambers m general, that they 
must have been built for chambers, to have the light kind of 
loneliness You may make a great dwelling-house very 
lonely, by isolating suites of rooms and calling them 
chambers, but you cannot make the true kind of loneliness 
In dwelhng houses, there have been family festivals , chil 
dren have grown m them, girls have bloomed into women 
m them, courtships and mamages have taken place m themp 
True chambers never were young, childish, maidenly , neve* 
had dolls in them, or rocking horses, 01 christenings, or 
betrothals, or little coffins Let Gray’s Inn identify the 
child who first touched hands and heaits wnth Robinson 
Crusoe, m any one of its many “sets,” and that child’s little 
statue, in white marble with a golden inscription, shall be at 
its service, at my cost and chaige, as a drinking fountain for 
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tho spirit, to freshen its thirsty square Let Lincoln s pro- 
duce from all it6 houses, ft twentieth of the procession 
derrs able from any dwelling-house one-twentieth of its age 
of fair young biides uho married for love and hope, not 
settlements, and all the Vice-Chancellors shall thence-for- 
l^ud be kept m nosegays for nothing, on application to the 
uriter hereof It is not denied that on the terrace of the 
Adelpln, or in any of the streets of that subterranenn-stable- 
hnunted spot, or about Bedford-iow, or Jnines-street of that 
ilk (a greusome place), or anywhere among tho neighbour- 
hoods that bare done flowering and hare mn to seed, you 
may find Chambers replete with the accommodations of 
Solitude, Closeness, and Darkness, where you may be as 
low-spmted as in the genuine article and might be as easily 
murdered, until the placid reputation of having merely gone 
down to the sea-side But, the many waters of life did run 
musical in those dry channels once , — among the Inns, never 
The only popular legend known m relation to any one of 
the dull family of Inns is a dark Old Bailey wlusper con 
cemmg Clement’s, and impoiting how the black creatine 
jho holds the sun-dial there, v>as a negro v ho slew his 
master and built the dismal pile out of the contents of his 
strong bos — for v hick ai cliitecturnl offence alone he ought 
to have been condemned to live in it But, what populace 
uould waste fancy upon such a place, 01 on New Inn, Staple 
Inn, Barnard’s Inn 01 any of the shabby ciew ’ 

The genuine laundress, too, is an institution not to be 
had in its entirety out of and away from the genuine 
Lnambers. Agam, it is not domed that you may be robbed 
elsewhere Elsewhere you may have— for money— dis- 
honesty, drunkenness, dirt, lnzmess, and piofound in- 
capacity But the rentable shimng-red-faeed shameless 
laundress , the true Mrs Sweeney — in figure, colorn 
texture, and smell, like the old damp family umbrella* the 
•p- op complicated abomination of stockings, spirits, bonnet, 
tr, ,", l,d ! arem 5-' “ only to be drawn ai 

mlmr»r»rf e,d n MtS Sw “ My 15 b “5' ond >«<* of 

In f azt A1 ? rec l uire3 the united efforts of several 
men to ensure that great result, and it is only developed m 
perfection undei an Honourable Society and m an Inn of 
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mjRSE’S STORIES 

There aie not many places that I find it more agreeable to 
revisit when I am in an idle mood, than some places to 
which I have never been For, my acquaintance with 
those spots is of such long standing, and has ripened 
into an intimacy of so affectionate a nature, that I take 
a particular interest in assuring myself that they are 
unchanged 

I nevei was in Robinson Crusoe’s Island, yet I frequently 
return there The colony he established on it soon faded 
away, and it is uninhabited by any descendants of the gra^ 
and courteous Spaniards, oi of Will Atkins and the othei 
mutineers, and has relapsed into its original condition 
Rot a twig of its wicker houses lemains, its goats have long 
run wild again, its sci earning panots would darken the sun 
with a cloud of many flaming colours if a gun were fired 
there, no face is ever reflected in the waters of the little 
creek which Friday swam across when pursued by his two 
brother cannibals with sharpened stomachs After com- 
paimg notes with other travellers who have similarly re- 
visited the Island and conscientiously inspected it, I have 
satisfied myself that it contains no vestige of Mi Atkins’s 
domesticity or theology, though his track on the memorable 
evening of his landing to set his captain ashore, when he 
was decoyed about and round about until it was dark, and 
his boat was stove, and his strength and spirits failed hinni 
is yet plainly to-be traced So is the hill-top on whicff 
Robinson was struck dumb with joy when the reinstated 
captain pointed to the ship, riding within half a mile of 
the shore, that was to bear him away, in the mne-and- 
twentieth year of his seclusion in that lonely place So is 
the sandy beach on which the memorable footstep was im- 
pressed, and where the savages hauled up their canoes when 
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tlisy cam e ashore for those dreadful public dinners, which 
led to a dancing worse than speech-making So is the caie 
where the flaring eyes of the old goat made such a goblin 
appearance m the dark. So is the site of the hut where 
Robinson kved with the dog and the panot and the cat. 
ahd where he endured those first agonies of solitude, which 
—strange to say— neaer involved any ghostly fancies ; a cn- 
cumstance so very remarkable, that peihaps he left out 
something in writing his record ? Round hundieds of such 
objects, bidden in the dense tiopical foliage, the tropical sea 
breaks evermore , and oier them the tropical sky, saving m 
the short ramy season, shines bright and cloudless 

Neither was I ever belated among wolves, on the borders 
of Trance and Spam , nor did I e\ ei, when night was closing 
in and the ground was coi ered with snow, draw up my little 
company among some felled trees w hich sen ed as a breast- 
work, and there fire a tram of gunpowder so dexterously 
that suddenly we hnd three or four score blazing wolves 
illuminating the daikness around us Nevertheless, I 
occasionally go back to that dismal region and perfoim the 
I^at again , when indeed to smell the singeing and the 
frying of the wolves afire, and to see them setting one 
another alight as they rush and tumble, and to behold them 
tolling in the snow vainly attempting to put themsel\es 
out, and to hear their bowlings taken up by all the echoes 
as well ns by all the unseen w olves within the woods, makes 
me tremble. 

I was never m the robbers’ cave, where Gil Bias h\ed, 
but I often go back theie and find the trnp-dooi just as 
heavy to raise as it used to he, w r hile that wicked old dis- 
abled Black lies everlastingly cursing in bed I w as nevei 
in Don Quixotes study, -where lie^read lus books of elm airy 
until he rose and hacked at imaginary giants, and then 
refreshed himself with groat draughts of water, yet you 
couldn’t move a hook in it without my knowledge, or w ltli 
jay consent I was never (thank Heaven) m company with 
the little old woman w'ho hobbled out of the chest and 
told the merchant Abudah to go in search of the Talisman 
of Qromanes, yet I make it my business to know that she 
is well preserved and as intolerable as ever I w-as never 
at the school where the boy Horatio Nelson got out of bed 
to steal the pears . not because he wanted any, but because 
every other boy was afraid • yet I have several times been 
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back to this Academy, to see bun let down out of window 
with a sheet So with Damascus, and Bagdad, and Bro- 
bmgnag (which has the curious fate of being usually mis- 
spelt when written), and Lilliput, and Laputa, and the Nile, 
and Abyssinia, and the Ganges, and the North Pole, and 
many hundreds of places— I was ne\er at them, yet it tj 
an affair of my life to keep them intact, and I am always 
going back to them 

But when I was at Dullborough one day, re\isitmg the 
associations of my childhood as recorded m previous pages 
of these notes, my experience in this wise Mas made quite 
inconsiderable and of no account, by the quantity of places 
and people —utterly impossible places and people, but nbne 
the less alarmingly real — that I found I had been intro 
duced to by my nurse before I was six: years old, and used 
to be forced to go back to at night without at all wanting 
to go If we all knew our own minds (in a more enlarged 
sense than the popular acceptation of that phrase), I suspect 
we should find our nurses responsible for most of the dark 
corners we are forced to go back to, against our wills 

The first diabolical character who antruded himself 0^ 
my peaceful youth (as I called to mind that day at Dull 
borough), was a certain Captain Murderer This wretch 
1 must have been an offshoot of the Blue Beard family, but 
I had no suspicion of the consanguinity in those times. 
His warning name would seem to have awakened no general 
prejudice against him, foi he was admitted mto the best 
society and possessed immense wealth Captain Murderer's 
mission was matrimony, and the gratification of a cannibal 
appetite with tender bndes. On his marriage morning, lie 
always caused both sides of the way to church to be planted 
with curious flowers , and when his bride said, “ Dear 
Captain Murderer, I never saw flowers like these before 
what are they called ? ” he answeied, “They are called 
Garnish for house-lamb,” and laughed at his ferocious prac- 
tical joke in a horrid manner, disquieting the minds of thf 
noble bndal company, with a very sharp show of teeth, then 
displayed for the first time He made love in a coach and 
six, and married in a coach and twelve, and all his horses 
were milk-white horses with one red spot on the back which 
he caused to be hidden by the harness. For, the spot would 
come there, though every horse was milk-M hite when Captain 
Murderer bought him And the spot was young bride's blood 
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(To this terrific point I am indebted for my first personal 
experience of a sliuddei and cold beads on the forehead ) 
"When Captain Murdeiei had made an end of feasting and 
revelry, and bad dismissed the noble guests, and w as alone 
with his wife on the day month after their manmge, it was 
whimsical custom to produce a golden rolling-pin and a 
saver pie-board Now, there was this special feature m the 
Captain’s courtships, that he always asked if the young lady 
could make pie-crust , and if she couldn’t by nature or 
education, she was taught Well. When the bride saw' 
Captain Muiderer produce the golden rolling-pm and silver 
pie-board, she remembered this, and turned up her lnced- 
silk sleeves to make a pie The Captain brought out a silver 
pie-dish of immense capacity, and the Captain brought out 
flour and butter and eggs and all things needful, except 
the inside of the pie ; of materials for the staple of the pie 
itself, the Captain brought out none. Then said the lovely 
bnde, “ Dear Captain Murderer, what pie is this to bo 9 ”• 
He replied, “A meat pie’’ Then said the lovely bride. 
“Dear Captain Muiderer, I see no meat ’ The Captain 
humorously retorted, “ Look m the glass ” She looked m 
the glass, but still she saw no meat, and then the Captain 
roared with laughter, and suddenly frowning and drawing 
his sword, bnde her roll out the crust So she rolled out 
the crust, dropping large tears upon it all the time because 
he was so cross, and when she had lined the dish with 
crust and had cut the crust all ready to fit the top the 
Captain called out, “ I see the meat in the glass 1 ” And 
the bnde looked up at the glass, just m time to see the 
Laptam cutting her head off , and he chopped her in pieces 
and peppered her, and salted her, and put her m the pie' 
and sent it to the baker’s, and ate it all, and picked the 


Captain Murderer went on in this way, prospering ex- 
ceedingly, until he came to choose a bade from two twin 
-Rasters, and at first didn’t know which to choose For 
Uiough one was fair and the other dark, they were both 

ff f i' 1 B “‘ *! ,r twm lovea h ' m ' tht 

twiT, twr }, }l ftted ll,m > 80 he chose the fair one. The dark 
she cST I )revented u th6 Bondage if she could, but 
pecC S V h °M eVG I’ ° n th , 6 ni S ht before it, much sus- 

Krden w^lfi ^ 8t ° le out and climbed *» 

waH > and looked ib at his wmdow through a chink 
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in the shutter, and saw him having his teeth filed sharp 
Next day she listened all day, and heard him make his joke 
about the house lamb And that day month, he had the 
paste rolled out, and cut the fair twin's head off, and 
chopped her m pieces, and peppered her and salted her, 
and put her in the pie, and sent it to the baker s, and ate £ 
all, and picked the bones 

Now, the daik twin had had her suspicions much in- 
creased by the filing of the Captain's teeth, and again by 
the house-lamb joke Putting all things together vhen he 
gave out that her sister was dead, she divined the truth, 
and detei mined to be revenged So, she went up to 
Captain Murdereis house and knocked at the knocker and 
pulled at the bell, and when the Captain came to the door, 
said 11 Dear Captain Murderer, marry me next, for I always 
loved you and was jealous of my sister ” The Captain took 
it as a compliment, and made a polite answer, and the 
marriage was quickly arranged On the night before it, 
the bude again climbed to his window, and again saw him 
having his teeth filed sharp At this sight she laughed 
such a temble laugh at the chink m the shutter, that thjf 
Captain s blood curdled, and he said I hope nothing has' 
disagreed with me * " At that, she laughed again, a still 
more teinble laugh and the shutter was opened and search 
made, but she was nimbly gone, and there was no one 
Next day they went to church in a coach and twelve, and 
weie mairied And that day month, she rolled the pie- 
crust out, and Captain Murderer cut her head off, and 
chopped her m pieces, and peppered her, and salted her, 
and put her m the pie, and sent it to the baker's, and ate it 
all, and picked the bones 

But before she began to roll out the paste she had taken 
a deadly poison of a most awful character, distilled from 
toads' eyes and spiders' knees, and Captain Muiderei had 
hardly picked her last bone, when he began to swell, and to 
turn blue, and to be all over spots, and to scream And he,* 
went on swelling and turning bluer, and being more all over 
spots and screaming, until he reached from floor to ceiling 
and from wall to wall , and then, at one o'clock in the 
morning, he blew up with a loud explosion At the sound 
of it, all the milk-white horses m the stables bioke their 
halters and went mad, and then they galloped over every- 
body in Captain Murderer’s house (beginning with the family 
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blacksmith irho had filed to teeth) until the whole were 

dead, and then they galloped away 

Hundreds of times did I hear this legend of Captain 
Murdeier m my eaily youth, and added hundieds of times 
was there a mental compulsion upon me in bed, to peep in 
n lug window as the dark twin peeped, and to revisit his 
Horrible house, and look at him m his blue and spotty and 
screaming stage, as he reached from floor to ceiling and from 
wall to walL The young woman who brought me acquainted 
with Captain Murderer had a fiendish enjoyment of my 
terrors, and used to begin, I remember— as a sort of intro- 
ductory overtme — by clawing the air with both hands, and 
utteung a long low hollow groan So acutely did I suffer 
from this ceremony m combination with this infernal Captain, 
tliftt I somet im es used to plead X thought 1 was hardly strong 
enough and old enough to hear the story again just yet 
But, she nevei spared me one word of it, and indeed com- 
mended the awful chalice to my bps as the only preservative 
known to science against “The Black Cat a wend and 
glanng-eyed supernatural Tom, who was reputed to prowl 
'jbout the world by night, sucking the breath of infancy, 
and who was endowed with a special thirst (as I was given 


to understand) for mine 

Tins female bard — may she have been repaid my debt of 
obligation to her in the matter of nightmares and perspira- 
tions 1 — reappears in my memory as the daughter of a ship- 
wright Her name was Mercy, though she had none on me 
There was something of a shipbuilding flavorn in the follow- 
ing story As it always recurs to me m a vague association 
with calomel pills, I believe it to have been reserved foi dull 
nights when I was low with medicine. 

There was once a shipwright, and he vs rought in a Govern- 
ment Yard, and his name was Chips. And his father's name 
before lum was Chips, and lus father’s name before him was 
Chips, and they were all Chipses And Chips the father had 
■fold himself to the Devil for an non pot and a bushel of 
xenpenny nails and half a ton of copper and a rat that could 
speak , and Chips the grandfather had sold himself to the 
Devil for an non pot and a bushel of tenpenny nails and 
half a ton of copper and a rat that could speak , and Chips 
the great-grandfather had disposed of lnmself m the same 
direction on the same terms, and the bargain had run in 
the family for a long long time So, one day, when young 
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was going to be married to a corn-chandler’s daughter , and 
when he gave her a workbox he had himself made for her, 
a rat jumped out of it , and when he put his arm round her 
waist, a rat clung about her , so the mamage was broken off, 
though the banns were already twice put up — which the 
parish clerk well remembers, for, as he handed the book 
the clergyman for the second time of asking, a large fat rat 
ran over the leaf. (By this time a special cascade of rats 
was rolling down my back, and the whole of my small 
listening person was overrun with them At intervals ever 
since, I have been morbidly afraid of my own pocket, lest 
my exploring hand should find a specimen or two of those 
vermin m it ) 

You may believe that all this was \ery ternble to Chips , 
but even aU this was not the worst He knew besides, what 
the rats were doing, wherever they were So, sometimes he 
would cry aloud, when he was at his club at night, “ Oh l 
Keep the rats out of the convicts’ burying-ground I Don’t 
let them do that ! ” Or, u There s one of them at the cheese 
down stands I ” Or, “ There’s two of them smelling at the 
baby in the garret ! ” Or, other things of that sort, 
last, he was voted mad, and lost his work in the Yard, antf 
could get no other work But King Geoige wanted men, so 
before very long he got pressed for a sailor And so he was 
taken off in a boat one evening to his ship, lying at Spithead, 
ready to saiL And so the first thing he made out in her as 
he got near her, was the figure head of the old Seventy-four, 
where he had seen the Devil. She was called the Argonaut, 
and they rowed right under the bowsprit where the figure 
head of the Argonaut, with a sheepskm m his hand and 
a blue gown on, was looking out to sea , and sitting star mg 
on his forehead was the Yat who could speak, and his 
exact words were these “ Chips ahoy I Old boy 1 We’ve 
pretty well eat them too, and we’ll drown the crew, and 
will eat them too ! ” (Here I always became exceedingly 
faint, and would have asked for water, but that I was 
speechless ) f 7 

, The ship was bound for the Indies , and if you don’t know 
where that is, you ought to it, and angels will never love 
you (Here I felt myself an outcast from a future state.) 
The ship set sail that very night, and she sailed, and sailed, 
and sailed Chips’s feelings were dreadful Nothing ever 
equalled his terrors No wonder At last, one day he asked 
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leave to speak to the Admiral The Admiral giv’ leave 
Chips went down on Ins knees m the Great State Cabin, 

“ Your Honour, unless your Honour, without a moment s 
loss of time, makes sail for the nearest shore, this is a 
doomed ship, and her name is the Coffin ! ” “ "i oung man, 

iour words are a madman’s words” “Youi Honour, no, 
they are nibbling us away ” “They?” “Your Honour, 
them dreadful rats. Dust and hollowness where solid oak 
ought to be * Eats nibbling a grave for every man on boaid ' 
Oh ! Does your Honour love youi Lady and your pretty 
children 9 ” “ Yes, my man, to be sure ” “ Then, for God’s 
sake, make for the netnest shore, for at this piesent moment 
the rats are all stopping m their work, and are nil looking 
straight towards you with bare teeth, and aie all saying to 
one another that you shall nevei, never, never, never, see 
your Lady and your children more ” “ My poor fellow, 

you are a case for the doctor. Sentry, take care of this 
man I ” 

So, he was bled and he vras blistered, and he was this and 
that, for six whole dnys and nights So, then he again asked 
^eave to speak to the Admiral The Admiral giv’ leave He 
Went down on bis knees m the Great State Cabin “ Now’, 
Admiral, you must die’ You took no warning, you must 
die ’ The rats are nevei wu-ong m their calculations, and 
they make out that they’ll be through, at twelve to night. 
So, you must die '—With me and all the rest ! ” And so at 
twelve o’clock there was a great leak reported m the ship, 
and a torrent of water rushed m and nothing could stop it, 
and they all went down, every living soul And W'liat the 
rats— being wateinats— left of Chips, at last floated to shore, 
and sitting on him was an immense overgrown rat, laughing, 
that dived when the corpse touched the beach and never 
came up And there was a deal of seaiveed on the remains. 
And if you get thirteen bits of seaw’eed. and dry them and 
burn them m the fire, they will go off like m these thirteen 
jrords as plum as plain can be • 

<f A Lemon has pips, 

And a Yard, has ships, 

And I\e got Chips r* 

The same female bard- descended, possibly, from those 
ternble old Scalds who seem to have existed for the express 
purpose of addling the brains of mankind when they begin 
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to investigate languages — made a standing pretence which 
greatly assisted in forcing me back to a numbei of hideous 
places that I would by all means have avoided This pre 
tence was, that all her ghost stories had occurred to her own 
relations Pohteness towards a mentonous family, there 
fore, forbade my doubting them, and they acquired an an o£{ 
authentication that impaired my digestive powers for life 
There was a nairative concerning an unearthly animal fore 
boding death, which appeared in the open street to a parlour- 
maid who “ went to fetch the beer ” for supper , first (os 
I now recall it) assuming the likeness of a black dog, and 
gradually rising on its hind-legs and swelling into the 
semblance of some quadruped greatly surpassing a hippo 
potamus which apparition — not because I deemed it in the 
least improbable, but because I felt it to be really too large 
to bear — I feebly endeavoured to explain away But, on 
Mercy’s retorting with wounded dignity that the parlour- 
maid was her own sister-in-law, I perceived there was no 
hope, and resigned myself to this zoological phenomenon as' 
one of my many pursuers There was another narrative 
describing the apparition of a young woman who came oui^ 
of a glass-case and haunted another young woman until* 
/ the otil0r y°^Qg woman questioned it and elicited that its 
bones (Lord } To thmk of its being so particular about its 
bones !) were buried under the glass case, whereas she 
required them to be interred, with every Undertaking 
solemnity up to twenty-four pound ten, in anothei par- 
ticular place This narrative X considered X had a personal 
interest in disproving, because we had glass-cases at home, 
and how, otherwise, was X to be guaranteed from the 
intrusion of young women requiring me to bury them up to 
twenty-four pound ten, when X had only twopence a ueek? 
But my remorseless nurse cut the ground from under my 
tender feet, by informing me that She was the other young 
woman, and I couldn’t say “I don’t believe you ” it was 
not possible. , 

Such are a few of the uncommercial journeys that I was^ 
forced to make, against my will, when I was very young 
and unreasoning And really, as to the latter part of them, 
it is not so very long ago— now I come to think of it— that 
I was asked to undertake them once again, with a steady 
countenance. 
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A.ECADIAN LONDON 


Being in a liumour foi complete solitude and uninterrupted 
meditation this autumn, I have taken a lodging for six 
-weeks in the most unfrequented part of England — in a word, 
m London ,» 

The retreat into winch I have .withdrawn myself, is Bond- 
street From this lonely spot I make pilgrimages into the 
surrounding wilderness, and tenerse extensile tracts of the 
Great Desert The first solemn feeling of isolation over- 
come, the first oppressive consciousness of piofound retire- 
ment conquered, I enjoy that sense of freedom, and feel 
reviving within me that latent wildness of the original 
savage, winch has been (upon the whole somewhat fre- 
quently) noticed by Travellers. 

51y lodgings are at a hatter s — my own hatter's .Alter 
exhibitmg.no articles m his window for Borne weeks, hut 
seaside wide-awakes, shooting-caps, and a choice of roimh 
water-proof head-gear for the moors and mountains, he has 
put upon the heads of Ins family as much of this stock as 
they could carry, and has taken them off to the Isle of 
Thanet. His young man alone remains — and remains 
alone— in the shop The young man has let out tfie fire 
r r he 110118 are Seated, ^d, saving his strong sense 
ot duty, I see no reason why he should take the shutters 


happily for hnnself and for his country, the young man is 
a Volunteer , most happily for himself, 01 I think he would 
become the prey of a settled melancholy For, to live sur- 
roimded by human hats, and abenated from human heads 

mar, rJTV? a endurance But, the young 

man, sustamed by practising his exercise, and by constantly 

^ , re ^ at L 011 0 * * unnecessary ? 0 

observe that, as a hatter he is m a cockVfeathei corps), is 
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lesigned and uncomplaining On a Saturday, when he 
closes eaily and gets his Knickerbocker on, he is even 
cheerful. I am gratefully particular in this reference to 
him, because he is my companion through many peaceful 
hours. My hatter has a desk up certain steps behind his 
counter, enclosed like the clerk’s desk at Chuich I shu^J 
myself into this place of seclusion, after breakfast, and 
meditate At such times, I observe the young man loading 
an imaginary rifle lvrth the greatest precision, and maintain- 
ing a most galling and destructive fire upon the national 
enemy I thank lnm publicly for his companionship and 
his patriotism 

The simple character of my life, and the calm nature of 
the scenes by which I am surrounded, occasion me to use 
early I go forth m my slippers, and promenade the 
pavement It is pastoral to feel the freshness of the an 
in the uninhabited town, and to appieciate the shepherdess 
character of the few milkwomen who purvey so little milk 
that it would be worth nobody’s while to adulterate it, if 
anybody were left to undertake the task On the crowded 
sea shore, the great demand for milk, combined with the strong 
* local temptation of chalk, would betray itself m the lowered 
1 quality of the article In Arcadian London I deine it fioru 
the cow 


The Arcadian simplicity of the metropolis altogether, and 
the primitive ways into which it has fallen m this autumnal 
Golden Age, make it entirely new to me Within a few 
hundred yards of my retreat, is the house of a fnend who 
maintains a most sumptuous butler I never, until yestei- 
day, saw that butlei out of superfine black broadcloth 
Until yesterday, I never saw him off duty, never saw lum 
(he is the best of butlers) with the appearance of having any 
mind for anything but the glory of bis master and his 
master’s friends Yesterday morning, walking m my 


slippers near the house of which he is fhe prop and orna- 
ment — a house now a waste of shutters — I encounterecL 
that butler, also in his slippers, and in a shooting suit* 
of one colour, and m a low crowned straw-hat, smoking 


an early cigar He felt that we had formerly met in 
another state of existence, and that we were translated mto 
a new sphere Wisely and well, he passed me without 


recognition Under his arm he earned the morning paper, 
and shortly afterwards I saw him sitting on a rail in the 
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pleasant open, landscape of Regent-street, perusing it at his 
ease undei the ripening sun 

My landloid having taken lus whole estabhslnnent to be 
salted down, I am waited on by an elderly woman labouring 
undei a chronic sniff, who, at the shadowy hour of half-past 
We o’clock of every evening, gives admittance at the street 
door to a meagre and mouldy old man whom I have ne\ei 
yet seen detached from a flat pint of beer m a pewter pot 
The meagre and mouldy old man is her husband, and the 
pair have a dejected consciousness that they are not justified 
in appearing on the suiface of the eaith They come out of 
some hole when London empties itself, and gom again w hen 
it fills I saw them arrive on the evening when I myself 
took possession, and they atnved with the' flat pint of beer, 
and then bed in a bundle The old man is a weak old mail! 
and appealed to me to get the bed down the kitchen stairs 
by tumbling down with and upon it They make their bed 
m the lowest and remotest corner of the basement, and they 
smell of bed, and have no possession but bed . unless it 
be (winch. I rather infer from an under' currant of flavour m 
them) cheese I know then name, through the chance of 
having called the wife’s attention, at half-past nine on the 
second evening of our acquaintance, to the cncumstance 
of mere being some one at the house door , when she 
apologetically explained, “Its only Mr Klem ” What 
becomes of Mr. Klem all day, 01 when he goes out, or why 
is a mysteiy I cannot penetrate , hut at half-past nine he 
never fails to turn up on the dooi-step with the fiat pint of 

f* e««s down the nnddlo of the UtfonSC 

m fbat lie is occupymg as httle space as possible 

“^su 1 sur \z 

ttgzssszz siurr r\P* 

oi Usom. S 

dusk and bides it in ^ cames xt a ^out the earth at 
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the sheltering of Miss Klem under that roof for a single 
night, “ between her takin’ care of the upper part in Pall 
Mall which the family of Ins hack, and a ’ouse m Serjameses 
street, which the family of leaves towng ter morrer ” I gave 
my gracious consent (having nothing that I know of to do 
with it), and in the shadowy hours Miss Klem becamfj 
perceptible on the doorstep, wrestling with a bed m a 
bundle Where she made it up for the night I cannot 
positively state, but, I think, in a sink I know that with 
the instinct of a reptile 01 an insect, she stowed it and 
herself away m deep obscurity In the Klem family, I have 
noticed another remarkable gift of nature, and that is 
a power they possess of converting everything into flue 
feuch broken victuals as they take by stealth, appear (what- 
ever the nature of the viands) invariably to generate flue , 
and even the nightly pint of beer, instead of assimilating 
naturally, strikes me as breaking out in that form, equally 
on the shabby gown of Mrs Klem, and the threadbare coat 
of her husband 

Mrs Klein has no idea of my name — as to Mr Klem he 
has no idea of anything — and only knows me as her good^ 
gentleman. Thus, if doubtful whether I am in my room or 
no, Mrs. Klem taps at the door and says, “Is my good 
gentleman here ? ” Or, if a messenger desiring to see me 
were consistent with my solitude, she would show him m 
with “ Here is my good gentleman ” I find this to be 
a generic custom For, I meant to have observed before 
now, that in its Arcadian time all my part of London is 
indistmotly pervaded by the Klem species They creep 
about with beds, and go to bed in miles of deserted houses. 
They hold no companionship except that sometimes, after 
daik, two of them will emerge from opposite houses, and 
meet m the middle of the road as on neutral ground, 
or will peep from adjoining houses ovei an interposing 
barrier of area railings, and compare a few reserved 
mistrustful notes respecting their good ladies or good^ 
gentlemen Tins I have discovered in the course of various * 
solitary rambles I have taken Northward from my retire 
ment, along the awful perspectives of Wimp ole-street, 
Harley street, and similar frowning regions Their effect 
would be scarcely distinguishable from that of tfie primeval 
forests, but for the Klem stragglers , these may be dimly 
observed, when the heavy shadows fall, flitting to and fro, 



IN THE BURLINGTON ARCADE 


1 77 

putting up the door-chain, taking ill the pint of beer, 
lowering like phantoms at the dark parloui windows, or 
secretly consorting underground with the dust-bin and the 
water-cistern 

In the Burlington Aicade, I observe, with peculiar 
jpleasuie, a primitive state of manners to have superseded 
the baneful influences of ultra civilisation Nothing can 
surpass the innocence of the ladies’ shoe shops, the artificial- 
flower repositories, and the head-dress depots They are in 
strange hands at this time of year — hands of unaccustomed 
persons, who aie imperfectly acquainted with the prices of 
the goods, and contemplate them with unsophisticated 
delight and wonder The childien of these virtuous people 
exchange familiaiities ni the Arcade, and teniper the 
asperity of the two tall beadles. Then youthful prattle 
blends m an unwonted manner with the harmonious shade 
of the scene, and the general effect is, as of the voices of 
birds m a grove In this happy restoration of the golden 
time, it has been my privilege even to see the bigger 
beadle’s wife She brought him his dmnei m a basin, and 

att it m his arm-cliair, and afterwards fell asleep like 
a satiated child At Mr Truefitt’s, the excellent hair- 
dresser s, they are learning Trench to beguile the time , and 
even the few solitaries left on guard at Mi Atkinson’s, the 
perfumer s round the comer (generally the most inexorable 
gentleman in London, and the most scornful of three-and- 
sixpence), condescend a little, as they drowsily bide or recall 
their turn for chasing the ebbing Neptune on the ribbed 
s«i-sand Fiom Messrs, Hunt and Boskell’s, the jewellers, 
au things are absent but the precious stones, and the gold 
and silver, and the soldierly pensionei at the door with his 
decorated breast. I might stand night and day fol a month 
to come, m Saville-row, with my tongue out, yet not fihd 
a doctor to look at it for love or money The dentists’ 
instruments are rusting m their drawers, and their horrible 
}Cool parlours, where people pretend to read the Everv-Dav 
Book and not to be afraid, are doing penance for then 

Sheefe | The light-weight of shrewd 
appearance, with one eye always shut up, as if he 'weie 
eating a sharp gooseberry in all seasons, who usually stands 

* 1 ^ staMea 0,1 httle ^ 

1 ^ waistcoat, has gone to Doncaster* Of such 

SSlk aSpeCt 13 1113 “ 5-" d ««". '"tt its grave! 
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and scarlet beans, and the yellow Break housed under 
a glass roof in a comer, that I almost believe I could not be 
taken in there, if I tried In the places of business of the 
great tailors, the cheval glasses are dim and dusty for lack 
of bemg looked into Ranges of brown paper coat and 
waistcoat bodies look as funereal as if they were the hatcl^v, 
ments of the customers with whose names they are inscribed , 
the measuring tapes hang idle on the wall , the oider-taker, 
left on the hopeless chance of some one looking m, yawns m 
the last extremity oyer the book of patterns, as if he were 
trying to read that entertaining library The hotels in 
Brook street have no one m them, and the staffs of servants 
stare disconsolately for next season out of all the wmdowa 
The very man who goes about like an erect Turtle, between 
two boards recommendatory of the Sixteen Shilling Trousers, 
is aware of himself as a hollow mockery, and eats filberts 
while he leans his hinder shell against a wall 

Among these tranquilhsmg objects, it is my delight to 
walk and meditate Soothed by the repose around me, 

I wander insensibly to considerable distances, and guide 
myself back by the stars. Thus, I enjoy the contrast oHj 
a few still partially inhabited and busy spots where all tlie^ 
lights are not fled, where all the garlands are not dead, 
whence all but I have not departed Then, does it appear 
to me that in this age three things are clamorously required 
of Man in the miscellaneous thoroughfares of the metropolis 
Firstly, that he have his boots cleaned Secondly, that he 
eat a penny ice Thudly, that he get himself photographed 
Then do I speculate, What have those seam-worn artists 
been who stand at the photograph doors ,in Greek caps, 
sample in hand, and mysteriously salute the public— the 
female public with a pressing tenderness — to come in and 
he took ? What did they do with their greasy blandish- 
ments, before the era of cheap photography ? Of what class 
were their previous victims, and how victimised ? And 
how did they get, and how did they pay for, that large 
collection of likenesses, all purporting to have been taken* 
inside, with the taking of none of which had that establish- 
ment any more to do than with the taking of Delhi ? 

But, these are small oases, and 1 am soon back again in 
metrppolitan Arcadia It is my impression that much of its 
serene and peaceful character is attributable to the absence 
of customary Talk. How do \ know but there may be 
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subtle influences in Talk, to vex the souls of men who don’t 
hear it 9 How do I know but that Talk, five, ten, twenty 
miles off, may get into the air and disagree with me 9 If 
I rise from my bed, vaguely troubled and weaned and Sick 
of my life, in the session of Parliament, who shall say that 
*iy noble fnend, my right reverend fnend, my nght honour- 
able friend, my honourable friend, my honourable and 
learned fnend, or my honourable and gallant friend, may 
not be responsible for that effect upon my nervous system ? 
Too much Ozone m the air, I am informed and fully believe 
(though I have no idea what it is), would affect me in a 
marvellously disagreeable way , why may not too much 
Talk 9 I don’t see or hear the Ozone , I don’t see or hear 
the Talk. And there is so much Talk ; so much too much , 
such loud cry, and such scant supply of wool ; such a deal 
of fleecing, and so little fleece! Hence, in the .Arcadian 
season, I find it a delicious tnumph to walk down to 
deserted Westminster, and see the Courts shut up , to walk 
a little further and see the Two Houses shut up ; to stand 
in the Abbey Yard, like the Hew Zealander of the grand 
jjEnghbh History (concerning which unfortunate man, a whole 
rookery of mares’ nests is generally being discovered), and 
gloat upon the nuns of Talk Returning to my primitive 
solitude and lying down to sleep, my grateful heart expands 
with the consciousness that there is no adjourned Debate, 
no ministerial explanation, nobody to give notice of intention 
to ask the noble Lord at the head of her Majesty’s Govern- 
ment five-and-twenty bootless questions in one no term time 
with legal argument, no Nipi Pnus with eloquent appeal to 
British J ury , that the air will to-morrow and to morrow 
and to-morrow, remain untioubled by this superabundant 
generating of Talk In a minor degree it is a delicious 
tnumph to me to go into the dub, and see the carpets up, 
and' the Bores and the -other dust dispersed to the four 
winds. Again New Zealander-like, I stand on the cold 
^hearth, and say m the solitude, “Here I watched Bore 
A i. with voice always mystenously low and head always 
mystenously drooped, whispering political secrets into the 
ears of Adam’s confiding cliildren Accursed be his memory 
for ever and a day 1 ” 

1 have ^1 this time been coming to’ the point, that 
the happy nature of my retirement is most sweetly expressed 
in its being the abode of Love It is, as it were, an in- 
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expensive Agapemone nobody’s speculation everybody’s 
profit. The one great result of the resumption of primitive 
habits, and (convertible terms) the not having much to do, 
is, the abounding of Love . 

The Klein species are incapable of the softei emotions . 
probably, in that low nomadic race, the softer emotions havC' 
all degenerated into flue But, with this exception, all the 
sharers of my retreat make love # 

I have mentioned Saville-row We all know the Doctor s 
servant. We all know what a lespectable man he is, vhat 
a hard dry man, what a firm man, what a confidential man 
how he lets us into the waiting-room, like a man who knows 
minutely what is the matter with us, but from whom the 
rack should not wring the secret In the prosaic “ season/’ 
he has distinctly the appearance of a man conscious bf 
money in the savings bank, and taking hia stand on his 
respectability with both feet. At that time it is as im- 
possible to - associate him with relaxation, 01 any human 
weakness, as it is to meet his eye without feeling guilty of 
indisposition In the blest Arcadian time, how changed 1 
I have seen him, m a pepper and -salt jacket — jacket — andf 
drab trousers, with his aim round the waist of a bootmakei’s 
j housemaid, sm\lmg in open day I have seen him at the 
/ pump by the Albany, unsolicitedly pumping foi two fair 
' young creatures, whose figures as they bent ovei their cans, 
were — if I may be allowed an original expression — a model 
for the sculptor I have seen him trying the piano in the 
Doctor’s drawing-room with his forefingei, and have heard 
him humming tunes m praise of lovely woman. I have 
seen him seated on a fire-engine, and going (obviously m 
search of excitement) to a fire I saw him, one moonlight 
evening when the peace and punty of oui Arcadian tv est 
were at their height, polk with the lovely daughter of 
a cleaner of gloves, from the door-steps of his own lesidericb, 
across Saville-iow, round by Clifford -street and Old Burling- 
ton street, back to Burlington gardens Is this the Golden ^ 
Age revived, or Iron London 9 

The Dentist’s servant Is that man no mystery to us, no 
type of invisible power? The tremendous individual knows 
(who else does ?) what is done with the extracted teeth , he 
knows what goes on in the little room where something is 
always bemg washed or filed , he knows what warm spicy 
inf usi on is put into the comfortable tumbler from which we 
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nnse our wounded mouth, with a gap in it that feels a foot 
wide , he knows whether the thing we spit into is a fixture 
' communicating with the Thames, or could he cleared away 
for a dance ; he sees the horrible parlour when there are no 
patients m it, and he could reveal, if he would, what 
mecomes of the Every-Day Book then The conviction of 
my coward conscience when I see that man m a professional 
light, is, that he knows all the statistics of my teeth and 
gums, my double teeth, my single teeth, my stopped teeth, 
and my sound In this Arcadian rest, I am fearless of him 
ns of a harmless, ponerless creature in a Scotch cap, who 
adores a young lady m a voluminous crinoline, at a neigh- 
bouring billiard-room, and whose passion would be un- 
influenced if every one of her teeth were false They may 
be. He takes them all on trust 

In secluded corners of the place of my seclusion, there are 
little shops withdrawn from public curiosity, and never two 
together, where servants’ perquisites are bought The cook 
may dispose of grease at these modest and convenient marts ; 
the butler, of bottles the \ alet and lady’s maid, of clothes * 
Omost servants, indeed, of most things they may happen to 
lay hold of I have been told that m sterner times loving 
correspondence, otherwise interdicted, may be maintained 
by letter through the agency of some of these useful estab- 
lishments In the Arcadian autumn, no such device is 
necessary. Everybody loves, and openly and blamelessly 
• i0 I eS ^ , y IandIord ’ s 5 0un g man loves the whole of one 
side of the way of Old Bond-street, and is beloved several 
doors up hew Bond-street besides I never look out of 
window but I see kissing of hands going on all around me 
It is the moining custom to glide from shop to shop and 
exchange tender sentiments; it is the evening custom for 
couples to stand hand m hand at house doom, or roam 

stSS, m rJ h mn f ner ’ thr o»§b the unpeopled 

streets There is nothing else to do but love, and what 
li there is to do, is done 

In unison with this pursuit a chaste simplicity obtains in 
he domestic habits of Arcadia. Its few scattered people 
dine early, live moderately, sup socially, and sleep soundlv 

L 1S n°r d tLat the * Beadles of the J Arcade, from bK 
addrSTtf Wd m ?l? « ^ ha J e 61gned " lth team a£ 

scwf % L d Shaftesbury, and subscribed to a ragged 
school ho wonder! For, they might turn their hfSy 
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maces mto crooks and tend sheep m the Arcade, to the 
purling of the water-carts os they give the thirsty streets 
muoh more to dnnk than they can carry 

A happy Golden Age, and a serene tranquillity Charm 
mg picture, but it will fade The iron age will return, 
London will come back to town, if I show my tongue theif 
m Saville-row for half a minute I shall be prescribed for, 
the Doctor’s man and the Dentist s man will then pretend 
that these days of unprofessional innocence never existed 
Where Mi and Mrs Klein and their bed will be at that 
time, passes human knowledge , but my hattei hermitage 
will then kno^v them no more, noi will it then know me, 
The desk at which I have written these meditations will 
retnbutively assist at the making out of my account, and 
the wheels of gorgeous carnages and the hoofs of high- 
stepping horses will crush the silence out of Bond-stieet — 
will grind Arcadia away, and give it to the elements in 
granite powder 
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THE ITALIAN PRISONER 

The using of the Italian people from under their unutterable 
wrongs, and the tardy burst of day upon them after the 
long long night of oppression that has darkened their 
beautiful country, have naturally caused my mind to dwell 
often of late on my own small wanderings m Italy. Con- 
nected with them, is a .curious little dtama, m which the 
character I myself sustained was so very subordinate that 
I may relate its story without any fear of being suspected 
of self-display It is.stiictly a true story. * * 

I am newly arrived one surnmei evening* in a* certain 
$5mall town on the Mediterranean I have had my dinner 
at the inn, and I and the mosquitoes are coming out into 
the streets together It is far < from Naples, hut a bright 
brown plump little woman-servant at the inn, is a Neapo- 
litan, and is so vivaciously* expert in pantomimic action, 
that m the single moment of answering my request to have 
a pair of shoes cleaned which I have left upstairs, she plies 
imaginary brushes, and goes completely through the motions 
of polishing the shoes up, and laying them at my feet 
I smile .at the brisk little woman m perfect satisfaction 
with her briskness , and the busk little woman, amiably 
pleased with me because I am pleased with her, claps her 
hands and laughs delightfully. , "We are m the mu yard 
As the little woman's bright eyes sparkle on the cigarette 
I am smoking, I make bold to offer her one , she accepts it 
^none the less merrily, because I touch a most charming 
*htUe dimple in her fat cheek, with its light paper end 
Glancing up at the many gieen lattices to assure herself 
Ihat the mistress is not looking on, the little woman then 
puts her two little dimple arms a-kimbo, and stands on 
tiptoe to light her cigarette at mine “And now, deai 
little sir/' says she, puffing out smoke m a most innocent 
and cherubic manner, “keep quite straight on, take the 
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first to the right, and probably you will see him standing 
at his door” 

I have a commission to “him,” and I have been inquiring 
about him. I have earned the commission about Ital} 
several months Before I left England, there came to me 
one night a certain generous and gentle English noblemai? 
(he is dead in these days when 1 1 elate the story, and exiles 
have lost their best Butish friend), with this request 
“Whenever you come to such a town, null you seek out 
one Giovanni Carlavero, who keeps a little wine-shop there, 
mention my name to him suddenly, and observe hon it 
affects him ? ” I accepted the ti list, and am on my way to 
discharge it 

The sirocco has been blowing all day, and it is a hot 
unwholesome evemng with no cool sea breeze Mosquitoes 
and fire-flies are lively enough, but most other creatures 
are faint The coquettish airs of pretty young women in 
the tiniest and wickedest of dolls’ straw bats, wlio lean out 
at opened lattice blinds, are almost the only airs stirring 
Very ugly and haggard old women with distaffs, and with 
a grey tow upon them that looks as if they were spinning! 
out their own hair (I suppose they were once pretty, too, 
but it is very difficult to believe so), sit on the footway 
1 hanmg against house walls Everybody who has come for 
water to the fountain, stays there, and seems incapable of 
any such energetic idea as going home Vespers are over, 
though not so long but that I can smell the heavy resinous 
incense as I pass the church No man seems to be at work, 
save the coppersmith. In an Italian town he is always 
at work, and always thumping in the deadliest manner 

I keep straight on, and come in due time to the first on 
the right a nan ow dull stieet, where I see a well-favoured 
man of good stature and military beanng, in a great cloak, 
standing at a door Drawing nearer to this threshold, I see 
it is the threshold of a small wine shop , and I can just 
make out, m the dim light, the mscnption that it is kept 
by Giovanni Carlavero 

I touch my bat to the figure in the cloak, and pass m, 
and draw a stool to a little table The lamp (just such 
another as they dig out of Pompen) is lighted, but the place 
is empty The figure in the cloak has followed me in, and 
stands before me 

“The master? ” 
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“At your service, sir ” 

“Please to give me a glass of the -wine of the country ” 

He turns to a little counter, to get it 'As his striking 
face is pale, and his action is evidently that of an enfeebled 
man, 1 lemark that I fear he has been ill It is not much, 
111 courteously and gravely answers, though bad wliile it 
lasts the fever, 

Ab he sets the wine on the little table, to his manifest 
surprise I lay my hand on the back of his, look him m the 
face, and say m a low voice “ I am an Englishman, and 
you are acquainted with a fnend of mine Ho you recollect 
? ” and I mentioned the name of my geneious country- 


man. 

Instantly, he utters a loud cry, hursts into tears, and falls 
on Ins knees at my feet, clasping my legs m both Ins arms 
and 1) owing his head to the giound. 

Some years ago, this man at my feet, whose over-fraught 
heart is heaving as if it w ould burst from his breast, and 
whose tears are wet upon the dress I wear, was a galley- 
slave in the North of Italy He was a political offender, 
(laving been concerned m the then last nsmg, and was 
sentenced to imprisonment foi life That he would have 
died m his chains, is certain, but for the circumstance that 
the Englishman happened to visit his prison 

It was one of the vile old prisons of Italy, and a part of 
it was below the waters of the harbour The place of Ins 
confinement was an arched under-giound and under-watei 
gallery, with a gnll-gate at the entrance, through which it 
received such light and an as it got. Its condition was 
insufferably foul, and a stranger could hardly breathe in it 
or see in it with the aid of a torch At the uppei end of 
tins dungeon, and consequently in the worst position, as 
being the furthest removed from light and air, the English- 
man first beheld lum, sitting on an iron bedstead to which 
° ha L ned , by a heavy chain His countenance im- 
pressed the Englishman as having nothing 'in common with 
the faces of the malefactors with whom he was associated 
and he talked with lum, and learnt how he came to he 
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into the light of day, he asked his conductor, the govemoi 
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“ Because he is particularly recommended,” was the strin- 
gent answer 

“Recommended, that is to say, for death?” 

“Excuse me , particularly recommended,” was again the 
answer * x * 

“He has a bad tumour in his neck, no doubt occasional 
by the hardship of his miserable life. If he continues to be 
neglected, and he remains where he is, it will kill him ” 

“ Excuse me, I can do nothing He is particularly 
recommended ” 

The Englishman was staying in that town, and he went 
to his home there , but the figure of this mi\n chained to 
the bedstead made it no home, and destroyed his rest and 
peace He was an Englishman of an extraordinarily tender 
heart, and he could not bear the picture He went back 
to the prison grate , went back again and again, and talked 
to the man and cheered him He used the utmost influence 
to get the man unchained from the bedstead, were it only 
for ever so short a time in the day, and permitted to come 
to the grate It took a long time, but the Englishman’s 
station, personal character, and steadiness of purpose, woitf 
out opposition so far, and that grace was at last accorded 
Through the bars, when he could thus get light upon the 
tumour, the Englishman lanced it, and it did well, an<3 
healed Bus strong interest in the piisoner had greatly 
increased by this tune, and he formed the desperate resolu- 
tion that he A\ould exeit his utmost self devotion and use 
his utmost efforts, to get Carlavero pardoned. 

If the prisoner had been a brigand and a murderer, if he 
had committed every non-political crime in the Newgate 
Calendar and out of it, nothing would have been easier than 
for a man of any court or pnestly influence to obtain his 
release As it was, nothing could have been more difficult 
Italian authorities, and English authorities who had interest 
with them, alike assured the Englishman that his object 
was hopeless He met with nothing but evasion, lefusah^ 
ana ndicule His political prisoner became a joke in theT 
place It was especially observable that English Circum 
locution, and English Society on its travels, were as 
humorous on the subject as Circumlocution and Society 
may be on any subject without loss of caste But, the 
Englishman possessed (and proved it well in his life) a cour 
age very uncommon among us he had not the least fear 
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of being considered a bore, in a good humane cause So he 
went on persistently trying, and trying, and trying, tb get 
Giovanni Carlavero out That pnsonei had been rigorously 
re-chained, after the tumour operation, and it was nbt likely 
that his miserable life could last very long. 

&One day, when all the town knew about the Englishman 
and his political prisoner, there came to the Englishman, 
a certain sprightly Italian Advocate of whom he had some 
knowledge , and he made this strange proposal Give me 
a hundred pounds to obtain Carlavero’s release. I tbmk 
I can get him a pardon, with that money. But I cannot 
tell you what I am going to do with the money, nor must 
you ever ask me the question if I succeed, nor must you 
ever ask me for an account of the money if I fail ” The 
Englishman decided to hazard the hundred pounds. He 
did so, and heard not another word of the mattei. P01 
half a year and more, the Advocate made no sign, and nevei 
once “ took on ” in any way, to have the subject on his 
mind The Englishman was then obliged to change his 
residence to another and more famous town m the Jforth 
$ Italy He paited from the poor prisoner with a soirow- 
ful heart, as fiom. a doomed man for whom there was no 
release but Death, 


The Englishman lived m his new place of abode anothei 
half-yeai and more, and had no tidings of the wretched 
prisoner. At length, one day, he received from the Adi ocate 
a cool concise mysterious note, to this effect “ If you still 
wish to bestow that benefit upon the man in lvhom you were 
once interested, send me fifty pounds more, and I think it 
can be ensured ” How, the Englishman had long settled m 
Ins mind that the Advocate was a heartless sharper who 
had preyed upon his ciedulity and his mteiest in an un- 
fortunate sufferer So, he sat dowp. and wiote a dry answ ei 
giving the Advocate to understand that he was wiser noiv 

~ “® : formerly, and that no moie money was 

^vtractable from Ins pocket 1 , J 

He hved outside the city gates, some mile or two from 

wuftu ’ nnd , was acc ustomed to walk into the city 
with his letters and post them himself On a lovelv sprum 

s! f, ''““lately blue, and the sea D.vinelf 
beautiful, he took Ins usual walk, cairymg this letter to the 
Advocate m his pocket As he went along, his gentle heart 
u-as much moved by the loveliness of the prospect, Id by 
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the thought of the slowly dying prisoner chained to the 
bedstead, for whom the imi verse had no delights As he 
drew nearer and nearer to the city where he was to post the 
letter, he became very uneasy in his mind Ho debated 
with himself, was it remotely possible, after all, that tins 
sum of fifty pounds could restore the fellow-creature whc«i 
he pitied so much, and foi whom he had striven so hard, to 
liberty ? He was not a conventionally rich Englishman- 
very far from that— but, he had a spare fifty pounds at the 
banker’s He resolved to risk it Without doubt, God has 
recompensed him for the resolution 

He went to the bankei’s, and got a bill for the amount, 
and enclosed it in a letter to tlie Advocate that X wish. I 
could have seen. He simply told the Advocate that he was 
quite a poor man, and that he was sensible it might he 
a great weakness m him to part with so much money on the 
faith of so vague a communication , but, that there it was, 
and that he prayed the Advocate to make a good use of it 
If he did otherwise no good could ever come of it, and it 
would lie heavy on his soul one day 

Within a week, the Englishman was sitting at his brealj; 
fast, when he heard some suppressed sounds of agitation on 
the staircase, and Giovanni Carlavero leaped into the room 
and fell upon his breast, a free man 1 

Conscious of having wronged the Advocate in his own 
thoughts, the Englishman 'wrote him an earnest and grateful 
letter, avowing the fact, and entreating him to confide by 
what means and through what agency he had succeeded so 
well The Advocate returned for answer through the post, 
“ There are many things, as you know, in this Italy of ours, 
that are safest and best not even spoken of — far less written 
of We may meet some day, and then I may tell you what 
you want to know , not here, and now ” But, the two 
never did meet again The Advocate was dead when the 
Englishman gave me my trust , and how the man had been 
set free, remained as great a mystery to the Englishman^ 
and to the man himself, as it was to me 

But, I knew this — here was the man, this sultry night, 
on his knees at my feet, because I was the Englishman’s 
friend , here were his tears upon my dress , here were his 
sobs choking his utterance , here were his kisses on my 
hands, because they had touched the hands that had worked 
out his releasa He had no need to tell me it would be 
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happiness to him to die foi his henefactoi , I doubt if 
I ever saw real, sterling, fervent gratitude of soul, befoie 
or smce. • 

He was much -watched and suspected, he said, and had 
had enough to do to keep lnniself out of trouble This, 
M his not having piospered in his -worldly affairs, had led 
to his having faded m his usual communications to the 
Englishman foi — as I now remember the period — some two 
or three years. But, his prospects were bnghtei, and Ins 
wife who had been very ill had recoveied, and his fever had 
left him, and he had bought a little vmeyaid. and would 
I carry to his benefactor the fiist of its wme? Ay, that 
I would (I told him with enthusiasm), and not a' drop of it 
should he spilled or lost ! 

He had cautiously closed the door before speaking of 
himself, and had talked with such excess of emotion, 1 and 
m a ’provincial. Italian so difficult to 'understand, that I had 
more than once been obliged to stop him, and beg him 
to have compassion on me and be slowei and calmei By 
degrees he became so, and tranquilly walked back with me 
t|> the hotel. There, I sat down before I went to bed and 
wrote a faithful account of him to the Englishman w r hi6h 
I concluded by saying that I would bring the wine home, 
against any difficulties, every diop. 

Early next morning, uhenl came out at the hotel door to 
pursue my journey, I found my fnend w aiting v ith one of 
those immense bottles m which the Italian peasants store 

their wme— a bottle holding some half-dozen gallons 

bound round with basket-work for greatei safety on the 
journey I see him now, m the bright sunlight, team df 
gratitude m his eyes, proudly inviting my attention to this 
corpulent bottle (At the street-comer haid by, two high- 
flavoured able-bodied monks — pretending to talk togethei 
out keeping their foui evil eyes upon us ) ' 

bottle been g ot tbeie, did not appear hut 
V® difficulty of getting it into the ramshackle vetturino 
«mage m which I was departing, was so great, and it took 

lfc Tl g0t thflt 1 ^cted to sit 
outside The last I saw of Giovanni Carlavero was W 

mmmg through the town by the side “ the ungW 
wheels, clasping my hand as I stretched it down from thf 
oox, charging me with a thousand last loving and dutiful 
essages to his dear patron, and finally looking in at the 
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bottle as it reposed inside, with an admiration of its honour 
able way of travelling that was beyond measure delightfuL 
And now, what disquiet of mind this d early-beloved and 
highly-treasured Bottle began to cost me, no man knows. 

It was my precious charge through a long tour, and, for 
hundreds of miles, I never had it off my mind by day or 1# 
night. Over bad roads— and they were many — I clung to 
it with affectionate desperation Up mountains, I looked 
in at it and saw it helplessly tilting over on its back, with 
terror At innumerable inn doors when the weather was 
bad, I was obliged to be put into my vehicle before the 
Bottle could be got in, and was obliged to have the Bottle 
lifted out before human aid could come near me. The Imp 
of the same name, except that his associations were all evil 
and these associations were all good, would have been a less 
troublesome travelling companion I might have served 
Mr Crmkshank as a subject for a new illustration of the 
miseries of the Bottle The National Temperance Society 
might have made a powerful Tract of me 

The suspicions that attached to this innocent Bottle, 
greatly aggravated my difficulties It was like the apple-pif, 
in the child’s book. Parma pouted at it, Modena mocked 
it, Tuscany tackled it, Naples nibbled it, Borne refused it, 

J Austria accused it, Soldiers suspected it, Jesuits jobbed it 
I composed a neat Oration, developing my inoffensive m 
tentions m connexion with this Bottle, and deliveied it in 
an infinity of guard houses, at a multitude of town gates, 
and on every drawbridge, angle, and rampart, of a complete 
system of fortifications Fifty times a day, I got down to 
harangue an infuriated soldiery about the Bottle Through 
the filthy degradation of the abject and vile Boman States, 

I had as much difficulty m workiqg my way with the 
Bottle, as if it had bottled up a complete system of heretical 
theology In the Neapolitan country, where everybody was 
a spy, a soldier, a priest, or a lazzarone, the shameless 
beggars of all four denominations incessantly pounced on 
the Bottle and made it a pretext foi extorting money fion? ' 
me Quires — quires do I say ? Beams — of forms illegibly 

planted on whity -brown paper were filled up about the 
Bottle, and it was the subject of more stamping and sanding 
than I had ever seen before In consequence of which haze 
of sand, perhaps, it vs as always irregular, and always latent 
with dismal penalties of going back or not going forward, 
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■winch were only to be abated by the silver crossing of 
a base hand, poked shirtless out of a ragged uniform sleeve 
Under all discouragements, however, I stuck to my Bottle, 
and held firm to my resolution that every drop of its 
contents should reach the Bottle’s destination. 
fjThe latter refinement cost me a separate heap of troubles 
on its own separate account "What corkscrews did I see 
the military power bring out against that Bottle , what 
gimlets, spikes, divining rods, gauges, and unknown tests 
and instruments ! At some places, they persisted m declar- 
ing that the wine must not be passed without being opened 
and tasted , I, pleading to the contrary, used then to argue 
the question seated on the Bottle lest they should open it m 
spite of me In the southern parts of Italy more violent 
shrieking, face-making, and gesticulating, greatei vehemence 
of speech and countenance and action, went on about that 
Bottle, than would attend, fifty murders in a northern 
latitude It raised important functionaries out of their 
beds, in the dead of night I have known half-a-dozen 
military lanterns to disperse themselves at all points of 
ft great sleeping Piazza, each lantern summoning some 
official . cieature to get up, put on Ins cocked-hat instantly, 
and come and stop the Bottle It was characteristic that 
while this innocent Bottle had such immense difficulty in 
getting .from little town to town, Signor, hlazzmi and the 
fiery cross were traversing Italy from end to end 

Still, I stuck to my Bottle, like any fine old English 
gentleman all of the olden time The more the Bottle was 
interfered with, the stauncher I became (if possible) in my 
first determination that, my countryman should have it 
delivered to him intact, as the man whom he had so nobly 
restored to life and liberty bad delivered it to me If evei 
1 bad been obstinate in my days— and I may have been 
say, once or twice— I was obstinate about the Bottle But 
i made it a rule always to keep a pocket full, of small com 

+lms TTnd *. 1 £'Th *° b 1 ° Ut ot * em I> er >ts « 
T 7 ’ ij d th6 • Bottle raade oui way Once we had 

IKS ra ther a had break-down, on a steep high 

when Se \ b6l(W us - on a tempestuous evening 

wfien it blew great guns We were drivum four wild 
homes abreast, Southern fashion, and there was some liSte 
ddficulty m stopping them I ^as outside, Tnd nTthrown 
off, hut no words can describe my feeling XTl ZTe 
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Bottle — travelling inside, as usual — burst the dooi open, 
and roll obesely out into the road A blessed Bottle with 
a charmed existence, he took no huit, and we repaired 
damage, and went on triumphant 

A thousand ^presentations were made to me that the 
Bottle must be left at this place, or that, and called 
again I never yielded to one of them, and never parted 
from the Bottle, on any pretence, consideration, threat, or 
entreaty I had no faith in any official receipt for the 
Bottle, and nothing would induce me to accept one These 
unmanageable politics at last bi ought me and the Bottle, 
still triumphant, to Genoa There, I took a tender ana 
reluctant leave of him for a few weeks, and consigned him 
to a trusty English captain, to be conveyed to the Port of 
London by sea. 

While the Bottle was on his voyage to England, I read 
the Shipping Intelligence as anxiously as if I had been an 
underwriter There was some storfny weather after I myself 
had got to England by way of Switzerland and France, and 
my hnnd greatly misgave me that the Bottle might be 
wrecked. At last to my great joy, I received notice of hi) 
safe arrival, and immediately went down to Sami Katharine s 
Docks, and found him m a state of honourable captivity m 
the Custom House 

The wine was mere vmegai when I set it down before the 
geneious Englishman — probably it had been something like 
vinegar when I took it up from Giovanni Carlavero — but 
not a diop of it was spilled or gone And the Englishman 
told me, with much emotion m his face and voice, that he 
had neve* tasted wine that seemed to him so sweet and 
sound. And long afterwards, the Bottle graced his table 
And the last time I saw him in this world that misses him, 
he took me aside in a ciowd, to say, with his amiable smil e 
"We were talking of you only to-day at dinnei, and I 
wished you had been there, for I had some Claret up in 
Carlavero’s Bottle ” 
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It is an unsettled question with me v liethei I shall leave 
Calais something handsome in my will, 01 whethei I shall 
leave it my malediction. I hate it so much, and yet I am 
always so very glad to see it, that I am m a state of con- 
stant indecision on tins subject "When I first made 
acquaintance with Calais, it was as a maundering young 
wretch m a clammy peispiration and dripping saline par- 
ticles, who was conscious of no extremities hut the one 


meat extremity, sea-sickness — who was a mere bilious torso, 
vdh a mislaid headache somewhere m its stomach — who 
had been put into a horrible swing in Dovei Harbour, and 
had tumbled giddily out of it on the French coast, or the 
Isle of Man, or anywhere Times have changed, and now 
I enter Calais self-reliant and rational I know wheie it 
is beforehand I keep a look out for it, I recognise its land- 
marks when I see any of them, I am acquainted with its 
nays, and I know — and I can bear — its worst belinvioui 
Malignant Calais > Low-lying alligator, evading the eye- 
sight and discouraging hope ! Dodging flat stieak, now on 
tins bow, novr on tlnvfc> now anywhere now ovorywboro 
now nowhere * In vain Cape Cnnez, coming frankly forth 
into the sea, exhorts the failing to be stout of heart and 
stomach * sneaking Calais, prone behind its bar, invites 
emetically to despair. Even when it can no longer quite 
Tjnceal itself m its muddy dock, it has an evil way of 
tailing off, has Calais, which is more hopeless than its in- 
ability The pier is all but on the bowsprit, and jZ 
think you are there-roU, roar, washl~Cala£ has retired 
miles inland, and Dover has hurst out to look foi ih It has 
a last dip and slide in its character, has Calais, to be espe- 

be LrSm? ? t0 ih l mf f^ S° ds - accursed 

tllafc gamson-town, when it dives under the boat's keel, 
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and comes up a league 01 two to the right, with the packet 
shivering and splutteiing and staring about for it I 

Not but what I have my animosities fowaids Dover 
I paiticulaily detest Dover for the self complacency with 
which it goes to bed It always goes to bed (when I am 
going to Calais) with a more brilliant display of lamp ajfi 
candle than any other town Mr and Mrs Birmingham, 
host and hostess of the Loid Warden Hotel, are my much 
esteemed friends, but they are too conceited about the com 
foils of that establishment when the Night Mail is starting 
I know it 13 a good house to stay at, and I don’t ^ant the 
fact insisted upon in all its warm bright windows at such 
an hour I know the Warden is a stationary edifice that 
never rolls or pitches, and I object to its big outline seeming 
to insist upon that circumstance, and, as it were, to come 
over me with it, when I am reeling on the deck of the boats 
Beshrew the Warden likewise for obstructing that comer, 
and making the wmd so angry as it rushes round Shall 
I not know that it blows quite soon enough, without the 
officious Warden’s interference ? 

As I wait here on board the night packet, for the SoutJ/ 
Eastern Tram to come down with the Mail, Dover appears 
to me to be illuminated for some r intensely aggravating 
festivity nx my personal dishonour All its noises smack 
of taunting praises of the land, and dispraises of the gloomy 
sea, and of me for going on it. The drums upon the 
heights have gone to bed, or I know they would rattle 
taunts against me for having my unsteady footing on tins 
slippery deck The many gas eyes of the Marine Parade 
twinkle m an offensive manner, as if with derision The 
distant dogs of Dover baik at me in my mis shape n wrappers, 
as if I were Richard the Third 
A screech, a bell, and two red eyes come gliding down 
the Admiralty Pier with a smoothness of motion rendered 
more smooth by the heaving of the boat. The sea makes 
noises against the piei, as if several hippopotami were lapi 
ping at it, and were prevented by cncumstances over wlnci* 
they had no control from drinking peaceably We, the 
boat, become violently agitated — rumble, hum, scieam, 1 oar, 
and establish an immense family washing-day at each 
paddle box. Bright patches break out m the tram as the 
doors of the post-office vans are opened, and instantly stoop 
mg figures with sacks upon their hacks begin to be beheld 
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among the piles, descending as it -would seem m ghostly 
procession to Davy Jones’s Locker The passengers come 
on hoard , a few shadowy Frenchmen, with hatboxes shaped 
like the stoppeis of gigantic case-bottles, a few shadowy 
Germans in immense fur coats and boots , a few shadowy 
Englishmen piepared for the worst and pretending not to 
expect it. I cannot disguise from my uncommercial mind 
the miserable fact that we are a body of outcasts , that 
the attendants on us are as scant in number as may sen e 
to get rid of us with the least possible delay , that there are 
no night-loungers intei ested in us, that the unwilling 
lamps shiver and shudder at us that the sole object is 
to commit us to the deep and abandon us. Lo, the two led 
eyes glaring in increasing distance, and then the very train 
itself has gone to bed befoie we aie cff * 

What is the moral support derived by some sea-gomg 
amateurs from an umbrella’ Why do certain voyagers 
across the Channel always put up that aiticle, and hold it 
up with a grim and fierce tenacity? A fellow-cieatuiemeai 
me— whom I only know to he a fellow-cieatuie, because of 
Lfe umbrella without which he might he a dark bit of 
cliff, pier, 01 bulkhead — clutches that instrument with a 
desperate grasp, that will not relax until he lands at Calais 
Is there any analogy, m ceitam constitutions, between 
keeping an umbrella up, and keeping the spnits up’ 
A iiawser thiown on board with a flop leplies “ Stand by < ” 
Stand by, below l” “Half a turn a head ! ” “Half a 
turn a head'” “ Half speed’ 1 ” “Half speed!” ‘Poi+i” 
“Poit.” “ Steady ' ” “Steadyl” “ Go on P “ Go out” 
A stout wooden wedge driven m at my right temple and 
out at my left, a floating deposit of lukewarm oil in mv 
throat, and a compression of the bridge of my nose m a 
blunt pair of pinceis,- these are the personal sensations by 

know k °T T Ave are °®> ancl % 'vhich I shall continue io 
know it until I am on the soil of France Hy symptoms 

We scarcely established themselves comfortably, when two 

swf * ffl tmg that ^ve teen trying to walk or 

stand, get flung together, and otliei two or three shadows 

^ Titbit c ° mers and cors 
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will forgive that hated town I have done so before, many 
times, but that is past Let me register a vow Im 

placable animosity to Calais everm that was an awk 

ward sea, and the funnel seems of my opinion, for it gives 
a complaining roai 

The wind blows stiffly from the Noi’-East, the sea n!&s 
high, we ship a deal of water, the night is dark and cold, 
and the shapeless passengers he about m melancholy 
bundles, as if they were sorted out for the laundress , but 
for my own uncommercial part I cannot pietend that I am 
much inconvenienced by any of these things. A general 
howling whistling flopping guiglmg and scooping, I am 
awaie of, and a general knocking about of Nature , but the 
impressions I receive are very vague In a sweet faint 
temper, something like the smell of damaged oranges, 
I think I should feel languidly benevolent if I had time 
I have not time, because I am under a curious compulsion 
to occupy myself with the Irish melodies “Rich and rare 
were the gems she wore,” is the particular melody to which 
I find myself devoted I sing it to myself m the most 
chaiming manner and with the greatest expression Ncy x 
and then, I raise my head (I am sitting on the hardest of 
wet seats, m the most uncomfortable of wet attitudes, but 
I don t mind it,) and notice that I am a wlmling shuttle* 
cock between a fiery battledore of a bghthouse on the 
French coast and a fiery battledore of a lighthouse on 
the English coast , but I don’t notice it particularly, except 
to feel envenomed in my hatred of Calais Then I go on 
ugam, Rich and raie were the ge-ems she-e-e e wore, And 
a bright gold nng on her wa and she bo-ore, But 0 her 
beauty was fa-a a-a-r beyond” — I am particularly pi oud of 
my execution here, when I become aware of another awk 
ward shock from the sea, and another protest from the 
unnel, and a fellow creature at the paddle box more audibly 
indisposed than I think he need be — “ Her sparkling gems, 
or snow-white wand, But 0 her beauty was fa a a a a-r b^ 

y °S d .r an0th6rawkward on0 ^ere, an d the fellow creatine 
with the umbrella down and picked up — “ Her spa a rklmg 
ge-ems, or her Port! port I steady! steady I snow-white 
fellow creature at the paddle box very selfishly audible, bump 
roar wash white wand ,f 

As my execution of the Irish melodies partakes of my 
imperfect perceptions of what is going on around me, so 
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vrtiat is going on around me becomes something else than 
S at it L The stokers open the furnace doors below to 
feed the fires, and I am again on the box ^ the °ld Exetei 
Telegraph fast coach, and that is the light of the for mer 
extinguished coach-lamps, und the gleam on the hatches 
artl paddle-boxes is then gleam on cottages and haystacks, 
and the monotonous noise of the engines is ' the steady 
1 ingle of the splendid team. Anon, the intermittent funnel 
roai of protest at every violent roll, becomes the legular 
blast of a high pressure engine, and I recognise the ex- 
ceedingly explosive steamer in ivlnch I ascended the Missis- 
sippi when the American civil war was not, and when only 
its causes were A fragment of mastmn which the light 
of a lantern falls, an end of rope, and a jerking block or so, 
become suggestive of Francoru’s Circus at Paris where 
X shall be this very night mayhap (for it must be morning 
now), and they dance to the self-same time and tune as the 
trained steed, Black Raven What may be the speciality 
of these waves as they come rushing on, X cannot deseit 
the pressing demands made upon me by the gems she wore, 
inquire, but they are charged with something about 
Robinson Crusoe, and I think it was m Yarmouth Roads 
that he first went a seafaring and was near foundering (what 
a terrific sound that woid had for me when I was a boy *) 
m his first gale of wind Still, thiough all this, I must ask 
her (who was she, I wonder *) for the fiftieth time, and with- 
out ever stopping, Does she not fear to stray, So lone and 
lovely through this bleak way,' And are Erin's eons so good 
or so cold, As not to be tempted by more fellow-creatures at 
the paddle-box or gold 9 Sir Knight I feel not * the least 
alarm, No son of Erin will offer me harm, For thought they 
love fellow-cieature with, umbiella down agam and golden 
store, Sir Knight they what a tremendous one loye honoui 
and virtue more For though the3 r love Stewards with a 
bull's eye bright, they'll trouble you for your ticket, sir — 
^ngh passage to-night ! 

* I freely admit it to be a miserable piece of human weak- 
ness and inconsistency, but I no soonei become conscious of 
those last words fiom the steward than I begin to soften 
towards Calais. Wheieas I have been vindictively wishing 
that those Calais burghers who came out of their town by 
a short cut into the History of England, with those fatal 
ropes round their necks by which they have since been 
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towed into so many cartoons, had all been hanged on the 
spot, I now begin to regard them as highly respectable and 
virtuous tradesmen Looking about me, I see the light of 
Cape Grmez well astern of the boat on the davits to leeward, 
and the hght of Calais Harbour undeniably at its old tucks 
but still ahead and shining Sentiments of forgiveness^f 
Calais, not to say of attachment to Calais, begin to expand 
my bosom I have weak notions that I will stay there 
a day or two on my way back A faded and recumbent 
stranger pausing in a profound revene over the ram of 
a basm, asked me what kind of place Calais is 9 I tell him 
(Heaven forgive me !) a very agreeable place mdeed — rather 
hilly than otherwise 

So strangely goes the time, and on the whole so quickly— 
though still I seem to have been on board a week — that 
I am bumped rolled gurgled washed and pitched into Calais 
Haibour before her maiden smile has finally lighted her 
through the Green Isle, When blest for ever is she who 
relied, On entering Calais at the top of the tide For we 
have not to land to-night down among those slimv timbers — - 
covered with green hair as if it were the mermaids’ favour^ 
combing-place — where one crawls to the siuface of the jetty, 
like a stranded shrimp, but we go steaming up the harbour 
to the Railway Station Quay And as we go, the sea washes 
in and out among piles and planks, with dead heavy beats 
and in quite a furious manner (whereof we are pioud), and 
the lamps shake in the wind, and the bells of Calais striking 
One seem to send their vibrations struggling against troubled 
air, as we have come struggling against troubled water And 
now, in the suddon relief and wiping of faces, everybody on 
board seems to have had a prodigious double-tooth out, and to 
be this very instant free of the Dentist’s hands And now we 
all know for the first time how wet and cold we are, and how 
are 1 an d now I love Calais with my heart of hearts 1 
H6tel Dessm ! (but in this one case it is not a vocal 
cr y i ^ 18 hut a bright lustre in the eyes of the cheer 1 ? 
representative of that best of inns), “Hotel Meunce IV 
‘ Hotel de France!” “Hotel de Calais! 7 “The Royal 
Hotel, Sir, Angaishe ouse T ” “You going to Parry, Sir?” 
“Your baggage, registair froo, Sir?” Bless ye, my Touters, 
bless ye, my commissionaires, bless ye, my hungry-eyed 
mysteries m caps of a military form, who are always here, 
day or night, fair weather or foul, seeking inscrutable jobs 
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which I never see you get 1 Bless ye, my Custom House 
officers in green and grey , permit me to grasp the "welcome 
hands that descend into my travelling-bag, one on each side, 
and meet at the bottom to give my change of linen a peculiar 
shake up, as if it were a measure of chaff or gram ! I have 
n^'ang to declare, Monsieur le Douanier, except that when 
I cease to breathe, Calais will be found written on my heart 
No article liable to local duty have I with me. Monsieur 
l’Officier de l’Octroi, unless the overflowing of a breast 
devoted to your charming town should be in that wise 
chargeable Ah 1 see at the gangway by the twinkling 
lantern, my deaiest brother and fnend, he once of the 
Passport Office, he who collects the names' May he be 
for ever changeless m his buttoned black surtout, with 
his note-book m his hand, and his tall black hat surmount- 
ing his round smiling patient face I Let us embrace, my 
dearest brother I am yours h tout jamais— for the whole 
of ever 

Calais up and doing at the railway station, and Calais 
do; -n and dreaming in its bed , Calais with something of 
V - ancient and fish-like smell” about it, and Calais blown 
and sea-washed pure , Calais represented at the Buffet by 
savoury roast fowls, hot coffee, cognac, and Bordeaux ; and 
Calais represented everywhere by flitting persons with 
a monomania for changing money— though I neVei shall 
be able to understand in my present state of existence 
how they live by it, but I suppose I should, if I understood 
the currency question— Calais en gros, and Calais en detail, 
forgive one who has deeply wronged you —X was not fully 
aware of it on the other side, hut I meant Dover 

Pmg, ding ' To the carnages, gentlemen the travellers 
Ascend then gentlemen the travellers, for Hazebroucke 

mnl’cJZl 1 ’ ArraS ’ Almens ’ and Pans ’ It humble 

represen ahm of the uncommercial interest, ascend with the 

rest The tram is light to-night, and I share my eompart- 

C but ^7° fellow-travellers , one, a compatriot in 

thinks * quite unaccountable 

d ° nt keep “ Lraidon time” on a French 

the 1 D(^,hd?tw p mad ® b y my modestly suggestmg 
the possibility of Pans time being more m their wav ihl 

mmOI bird with a quill, and then puts 
P m the network above Ins head, where he advances 
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twittering, to his front wives, and seems to address me m an 
electioneering manner The compatriot (who crossed in the 
boat, and whom I judge to be some person of distinction, as 
he was shut up, like a stately species of rabbit, in a private 
hutch on deck) and the young pnest (who joined us at 
Calais) aie soon asleep, and then the bird and I have it ^1 
to ourselves, 

A stormy night still , a night that sweeps the wires of 
the electric telegraph with a wild and fitful hand , a night 
so very stormy, with the added storm of the tram-progress 
thiough it, that when the Guaid comes clambeimg round 
to mark the tickets while we are at f ull speed (a really 
hoinble performance in an expiess tram, though he holds 
on to the open window by his elbows m the most deliberate 
manner), he stands m such a whirlwind that I gup bun fast 
by the collai, and feel it next to manslaughtei to let him 
go Still, when he is gone, the small small bird lemams at 
his front wires feebly twittering to me — twittering and 
twittering, until, leaning hack in my place and looking at 
him in drowsy fascination, I find that he seems to jog my 
memoiy as we rush along ^ 

Urlcommercml travels (thus the small small bird) have IaS 
m their idle thriftless way through all this range of swamp 
and dyke, as thiough many othei odd places, and about 
here, as you very well know, are the queer old stone farm 
houses, approached by drawbridges, and the windmills that 
you get at by boats. Here, are the lands where the women 
hoe and dig, paddlmg canoe-wise from field to field, and here 
are the cabarets and other peasant houses where the stone 
dove cotes m the littered yards are as strong as warders’ 
towei s in old castles Here, are the long monotonous miles 
of canal, with the great Dutch built barges ganshly painted, 
and the towing girls, sometime harnessed by the forehead, 
sometimes by the girdle and the shoulders, not a pleasant 
sight to see Scattered through this country aie mighty 
works of Vauban, whom you know about, and regiments of^ 
such corporals as you heaid of once upon a time, and man^ 
a blue-eyed Bebelle Through these flat districts, in the 
sinning summer days, walk those long grotesque files of 
young novices in enormous shovel-hats, whom you remembCi 
blackening the ground checkered by the avenues of leafy 
trees And now that Hazebioucke slumbers certain kilo 
metres ahead, recall the summer evening when your dusty 
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feet strolling up from tlie station tended hap-hazard to 
a Fair there, where the oldest inhabitants were circling 
round and round a barrel-organ on hobby-horses, with the 
greatest gravity, and where the principal show in the Fair 
was a Eeligious Richardson’s — literally, on its own an- 
nouncement in great letters, Theatre Religieijx. In 
which improving Temple, the dramatic representation was 
of 4 all the interesting events m the life of our Loid, from 
the Manger to the Tomb , ” the principal female character, 
without any leservation or exception, being at the moment 
of your arrival, engaged in trimming the external Moderators 
(as it was growing dusk), while the next principal female 
character took the money, and the Young Saint John dis- 
ported him self upside down on the platform 
' Looking up at tins pomt to confirm the small small bird 
m every particular he has mentioned, I find he has ceased 
to twitter, and has put his head under his wing Therefore, 
in my different way I follow the good example. 


traveller 
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SOME RECOLLECTIONS OF MORTALITY 

I had parted from the small bird at somewhere about four 
o'clock m the morning, w hen he had got out at Arras, and 
had been received by two shovel-hats in waiting at the 
station, who presented an appropriately ornithological and 
crow like appearance. My compatriot and I had gone on 
to Pans , my compatriot enlightening me occasionally with 
a long list of the enormous grievances of French railway 
travelling every one of which, as I am a sinner, was 
perfectly new to me, though I have as much experience 
of French railways as most uncommercials I had left him 
at the terminus (through his conviction, against all explana- 
tion and remonstrance, that his baggage-ticket was hi5 
passenger-ticket), insisting in a very high temper to the 
functionary on duty, that m his own personal identity he 
was four packages weighing so many kilogrammes — as if he 
had been Cassim Baba I I had bathed and breakfasted, and 
was strolling on the bright quays. The subject of my 
meditations was the question whether it is positively in 
the essence and nature of things, as a certain school of 
Britons would seem to think it, that a Capital must be 
ensnared and enslaved before it can be made beautiful 
when I lifted up my eyes and found that my feet, straying 
like my mind, had brought me to Notre Dame * 

That is to say, Notre Dame was before me, but there was 
a large open space between us A very little while gone, 
I had left that space covered with buildings densely crowded, 
and now it was cleared for some new wonder m the way 
public Street, Place, (harden, Fountain, or all four Only 
the obscene little Morgue, slinking on the brink of the nver 
and soon to come down, was left there, looking mortally 
ashamed of itself, and supremely wicked. I had but glanced 
at this old acquaintance, when I beheld an airy proces- 
sion coming round in front of Notie Dame, past the great 
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i , -i tl i i c nm ethin of ft Masamcllo look, yn£h 
ttSg *£*'££% the m.dst of it, aod it came 
dancing S round. the cathedral in the liveliest manner 

I was speculating on a mariiage in Blonse-hfe, or a 
Christening ox some other domestic festivity which I would 
'Kit when I found, from the talk of a quick rush of 
Blouses past me, that it was a Body coming to the MoTgue 
Having never Before chanced upon this initiation, I consti- 
tuted myself a Blouse likewise, and ran into the Morgue 
with the iest. It vas a very muddy day, and we took in 
a quantity’ of mire with us, and the procession coming in 
upon our heels brought a quantity more The procession 
was in the highest spirits, and consisted of idlers who had 
come with the curtained litter fiom its starting-place, and 
of all the reinforcements it had picked up by the way. it 
set the httei down in the midst of the Mdrgue, and then 
two Custodians proclaimed aloud that we were all invited 
to go out This invitation was rendered the more pressing, 
if not the more flattering, by our being shoved out, and the 


folding-gates being barred upon us. 

Those who have never seen the Morgue, may see it per- 
fectly, by presentmg to themselves an indifferently paved 
coach-house accessible from the street by a pair of folding- 
gates ; on the left of the coach-house, occupying its width, 
any large London tailor’s oi lmendraper’s plate-glass window 
reaching to the giound , "within the window, on two rows of 
inclined plane, what the coach-house has to show , hanging 
above, like irregular stalactites from the roof of a cave, 
a quantity of clothes— the clothes of the dead nnd buried 
shows of the coach-house f 


We had been excited in the highest degree by seeing the 
Custodians pull off then coats and tuck up their shirt-sleeves, 
as the procession came along It looked so interestingly 
like business. Shut out in the muddy street, we now 
became quite ravenous to know all about it Was it river, 
pistol, knife, love, gambling, robbery, hatred, how many 
stabs, how many bullets, fresh oi decomposed, suicide oi 
murder ^ All wedged together, and all starmg at one 
another with our heads thrust forward, we propounded 
these inquiries and a hundred more such Imperceptibly, 
it came to he known that Monsieui the tall and sallow mason 
yonder, was acquainted vith the facts Would Monsieur 
the tall and sallow mason, siuged at by a new wave of us, 
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have the goodness to impait? It was but a poor old man, 
passing along the street under one of the new buildings, on 
whom a stone had fallen, and who had tumbled dead His 
age? Another wave surged up against the tall and sallow 
mason, and our wave swept on and broke, and he was any 
age from sixty-five to ninety # 

An old man was not much moreover, we could have 
wished he had been killed by human agency — his own, or 
somebody else’s the latter, preferable— but our comfort was, 
that he had nothing about him to lead to his identification, 
and that his people must seek him here Perhaps they were 
waiting dinner for him even now ? We liked that Such of 
us as had pocket handkei chiefs took a slow intense protracted 
wipe at our noses, and then crammed our handkerchiefs into 
the breast of our blouses. Others of us who had no handker 
chiefs administered a similar relief to our overwrought minds, 
by means of piolonged smears or wipes of our mouths on our 
sleeves One man with a gloomy malformation of brow — 
a homicidal worker in white-lead, to judge from his blue 
tone of colour, and a certain flavour of paralysis pervading 
him— got his coat-collai between his teeth, and bit at it with 
an appetite Several decent women arrived upon the out- 
skirts of the crowd, and prepared to launch them s eN es into 
the dismal coach-house when opportunity should come, 
among them, a pretty young mother, pretending to bite the 
forefingei of her baby-hoy, k^pt it between her rosy lips that 
it might be handy for guiding to point at the show Mean- 
time, all faces were turned towards the building and we 
men waited with a fixed and stem 1 ©solution — for the most 
part with folded arms. Surely, it was the only public 
these uncommercial eyes had seen, at which 
the expectant people did not form cn queue But theie was 
no euch order of arrangement here, nothing but a general 
determination to make a rush for it, and a disposition to 
object to some boys who had mounted on the two stone 
posts by the hinges of the gates, with the design of swoops 
mg m when the hinges should turn r 

Now, they turned, and we rushed f Great pressure, and 
a scream or two from the front. Then a laugh or two, 
some expressions of disappointment, and a slackening of 
the pressure and subsidence of the struggle - — Old man not 
there * 

“But what would you have? }> the Custodian reasonably 
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argues, as lie .looks out at his little door “Patience, 
patience 1 We make Ins toilette, gentlemen He -will lie 
exposed presently It is necessary t 6 proceed according to 
rule His toilette is not made all at a blow He will be 
exposed in good time, gentlemen, in good time ” And so 
z&tires, smoking "with a wave of Ins sleeveless arm towards 
tbe window, importing, “ Entertain yourselves lh the mean- 
while with the otliei curiosities P01 tunately the Museum 
is not empty to-day ” 1 

Who would have thought of public fickleness even at the 
Morgue 9 But there it was, on that occasion Three lately 
populai articles that had been attracting greatly when the 
litter was first descried coming dancing round the comei by 
the great cathedral, were so completely deposed now, that 
nobody save two little girls (one showing them to a doll) 
would look at' them Yet the chief of the tliree, the article 
in the front row, had received jagged injury of the left 
temple, and the other two m the back row, the drowned 
two lying side by side with their heads very slightly turned 
towards each other, seemed to be comparing notes about it 
indeed, those two of the back row were so furtive of appear- 
ance, and so (m their puffed way) assassmatmgly knowing 
ns to the one of the front, that it was hard to think the 
three had never come together in then lives, and weie only 
chance companions after death Whether or no this was 
the general, as it was the uncommercial, fancy, it is not to 
be disputed that the group had drawn exceedingly within 
ten minutes Yet now, the inconstant public turned its 
back upon them, and even leaned its elbows carelessly 
against the bar outside the window and shook off the mud 
irom its shoes, and also lent and borrowed fire for pipes. 

Custodian re-enters from his door “ Again once, gentle- 

£ en ’ are invited " Ho further invitation necessary 

Ready dash into the street Toilette finished Old man 
coming out muu 

^telefahnn^f * he , mteresfc grown too hot to admit of 

whilllead w rS 6 b ° y V n the Stone posts - The homicidal 
wT i made a P° unce upon one boy who w'as 

Wing himself up, and brought him to earth mmdX 

En 3 i C nto^ ndat ^ a ‘ ° l 0 Se i y StmVed 09 vre were > we Jet 

bon from themnvR—P'T ^ 3 conversation, without separa- 
fj.li 1 mass discuss the old id an Bivals of 
“ “““ W >nto fcemg, and hfre ^ 
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popular inconstancy These rivals attracted audiences, and 
were greedily listened to , and whereas they had derived 
their infoimation solely fiom the tall and sallow one, officious 
members of the ciowd now sought to enlighten him on their 
authority Changed by this social experience into an iron- 
visaged and inveterate misanthrope, the mason glaied dfr 
mankind, and evidently cherished in his breast the wish that 
the whole of the present company could change places with 
the deceased old man And now listeners became inattentive, 
and people made a start forward at a slight sound, and an 
unholy fire kindled m the public eye, and those next the 
gates beat at them impatiently, as if they were of the 
cannibal species and hungry 

Again the hmges creaked, and we rushed Disorderly 
pressure for some time ensued before the uncommercial unit 
got figured into the front row of the sum It was strange 
to see so much heat and uproar seething about one poor 
spare white haired old man, quiet for evermore He was 
calm of feature and undisfigured, as he lay on his back- 
having been struck upon the hinder part of the head, and 
thrown forward — and something like a tear or two had* 
started from the closed eyes, and lay wet upon the face T 
The uncommercial interest, sated at a glance, directed itself 
upon the striving crowd on either side and behind wonder- 
ing whether one might have guessed, from the expression of 
those faces merely, what kind of sight they were looking ah 
The differences of expression were not many Thefe was 
a little pity, but not much, and that mostly with a selfish 
touch in it— as who would say, “Shall I, poor I, look like 
that, when the time comes I ” There was more of a secretly 
brooding contemplation and curiosity, as “ That man I don't 
like, and have the grudge against , would such be his appear- 
ance, if some one— not to mention names — by any chance 
gaxe him an ugly knock?” There was a wolfish stare at 
the object, m which the homicidal white-lead worker shone 
conspicuous And there was a much more general, purpose, 
less vacant staling at it — like looking at waxwork, without 
a catalogue, and not knowing what to make of it But all 
these expressions concurred m possessing the one under- 
lying expression of looking at something that could fiot letum 
a looL The uncommercial notice had established this as 
very remarkable, when a new pressure all at once coming 
up from the street pinioned him lgnommiously, and hurried 
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him into the aims (now sleeved again) of the Custodian 
smoking at his door, and answering questions, between 
puffs, with a certain placid meritorious air of not being 
proud, though high in office And mentioning pride, it 
may he observed, by the way, that one could not well help 
investing the original sole occupant of the front row with an 
air depreciatory of the legitimate attraction of the poor old 
man while the two in the second row seemed to exult at 
this superseded popularity 

Pacing presently round the garden of the Tower of St, 
Jacques de la Bouchene, and presently again in front of the 
Hotel de Yille, I called to mind a certain desolate open-mi 
Morgue that I happened to light upon in London, one day 
m the hard winter of 1861, and which 6eenaed as strange to 
me, at the tune of seeing it, as if I had found it in China 
Towards that hour of a winter’s afternoon when the lamp- 
lighters are beginning to light the lamps in the streets a 
little before they are wanted, because the darkness thickens 
fast and soon, I w r as walking in fiom the country on the 
northern side of the Eegent’s Park — hard frozen and deserted 
—when I saw an empty Hansom cab duve up to the lodge 
at Gloucester-gate, and the driver with great agitation call 
to the man there . who quickly reached a long pole from a 
tree, and deftly collaied by the dmer, jumped to the step 
of his little seat, and so the Hansom rattled out at the gate 
galloping over the iron-bound road I followed running 
though not so fast but that when I came to the nght-hand 
Canal Bridge, near the cross-path to Chalk Farm, the Hansom 
was stationary, the horse was smoking hot, the long pole was 
idle on the ground, and the driver and the park-keeper were 
looking over the bndge parapet. Looking over too, I saw 
lying on the towing-path with her face turned up towards us’ 
a woman, dead a day or two, and under thirty, as X guessed’ 
poorly dressed in black The feet were lightly crossed at 
the ankl^, and the dark hair, all pushed back from the face* 

5 hands U |t tha ^ had ^u n the last actlon of hei desperate 
hands, streamed over the ground. Dabbled all about her 

£ lZ a hZ i u% br ° k l n 1C6 that had ^pped from her 
. , ^ splashed as she was got out. The nohcemnn 

had hriped U him 0 w llGr ° f ut ’ ?. nd the Posing costermonger who 
that s tare d a S , J 1 ^h S T a >! din ^ bod F » the latter with 
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stock, with professional stiffness and coolness, in the direction 
in which the bearers he had sent foi were expected So 
dreadfully forlorn, so dreadfully sad, so dieadfully mysterious, 
this spectacle of our dear sister heie departed ! A barge 
came up, breaking the floating ice and the silence, and a 
woman steered it The man with the horse that towed 1 # 
cared so little for the body, that the stumbling hoofs had 
been among the hair, and the tow rope had caught and 
turned the head, before oui ciy of honor took him to the 
bndle At which sound the steenng woman looked up at 
us on the bndge, with contempt unutterable, and then 
looking down at the body with a similar expression — as if 
it were made m another likeness fiom herself, had been 
informed with other passions, had been lost by other chances, 
had had another nature dragged down to perdition — steered 
a spuming stieak of mud at it, and passed on 

A better expenence, but also of the Morgue kind, in whidh 
chance happily made me useful m a slight degree, arose to 
my remembrance as I took my way by the Boulevaid de 
Sebastopol to the brighter scenes of Paris 

The thing happened, say five-and twenty years ago I was^ 
a modest young uncommercial then, and timid and inex-' 
perienced Many suns and winds have browned me in the 
line, but those were my pale days Having newly taken the 
lease of a house in a certain distinguished metropolitan parish 
—a house which then appeared to me to be a Rightfully 
first-class Family Mansion, involving awful responsibilities — 

I became the prey of a Beadle I think the Beadle must 
have seen me going in or coming out, and must have 
observed that X tottered under the weight of my grandeur 
Or he may have been m hiding under straw when X bought 
my first horse (in the desirable stable-yaid attached to the 
first class Family Mansion), and when the vendor remaiked 
to me, in an onginal manner, on bringing him foi approval, 
taking his cloth oft and smacking him, “There, Sir! There s 
a Orse 1” And when I said gallantly, “How much do you 
want for him ? ” and when the vendor said, “ No more than { 
sixty guineas, from you,” and when I said smartly, “Why 
not more than sixty from me 2 ” And when he said crush - 
mgly, “ Because upon my soul and body he’d be considered 
cheap at seventy, by one who understood the subject — but 
you don’t”— I say, the Beadle may have been m hiding 
under straw, when this disgrace befell me, or he may have 
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noted that X was too raw and young an Atlas to carry the 
first-class Family Mansion in a knowing manner Be this 
as it may, the Beadle did what Melancholy did td the youth 
in Gray’s Elegy — he marked me for his own And the way 
m which the Beadle did it, was this . he summoned me as 
^Juryman on his Coroner’s Inquests 

In my first feverish alarm I repaired “ for safety and for 
succour” — like those sagacious Northern shepherds who, 
having had no previous reason whatever to believe in young 
Norval, very prudently did not originate the hazardous idea 
of believing in him — to a deep householder This profound 
man informed me that the Beadle counted on my buying 
him off , on my bribing him not to summon me , and that 
if I would attend an Inquest with a cheerful countenance, 
and profess alacrity m that branch of my country’s service, 
the Beadle would be disheartened, and would give up the 
game 

I roused my energies, and the nest time the wily Beadle 
summoned me, I went The Beadle was the blankest Beadle 
I have ever looked on when I answered to my name , and 
- ^jus discomfiture gave me courage to go through with it 

We were impanelled to inquire concerning the death of a 
very little nnte of a child It was the old miserable story 
Whether the mother had committed the minor offence of 
concealing the birth, or whether she had committed the 
major offence of killing the child, was the question on which 
we were wanted We must commit her on one of the two 
issues 


The Inquest came off m the parish workhouse, and I have 
yet a lively impression that I was unanimously received by 
my brother Jurymen as a brother of the utmost conceivable 
insignificance Also, that before we began, a biokerwho'had 
lately cheated me fearfully in the matter of a pair of card- 
tables, was for the utmost ngour of the law I remember 
a we sat m a sort of board-room, on such very large square 
horse-hair chairs that I wondered what race of Patagonians 
hey were made for ; and further, that an undertaker gave 
™ “ the ™ "oral fetaS 

como frr^f! s ' vor V S an “ habltant that was newly 
If nsh i an 5 was llke V to have a young family ” 
went do-^Jn 15 S i If ^ US tlie Coroner, and then we 
body Beadle — to view the 

t day ^ tius ’ the Poor little figure, on which 
2 3 
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stock, with professional stiffness and coolness, m the direction 
m which the bearers he had sent for weie expected So 
dreadfully foi lorn, so dreadfully sad, so dreadfully mysterious, 
this spectacle of oui dear sister here departed ! A barge 
came up, breaking the floating ice and the silence, and a 
woman steered it. The man with the horse that towed i^f 
cared so little for the body, that the stumbling hoofs had 
been among the hair, and the tow-rope had caught and 
turned the head, befoie oui cry of horror took him to the 
bridle At which sound the steeling woman looked up at 
us on the bridge, with contempt unutterable, and then 
looking down at the body with a similar expression — as if 
it were made in another likeness from herself, had been 
informed with other passions, had been lost by other chances, 
had had another nature dragged down to perdition — steered 
a spuming streak of mud at it, and passed on 

A better expenence, but also of the Morgue kind, in which 
chance happily made me useful m a slight degree, arose to 
my remembrance as I took my way by the Boulevaid de 
Sebastopol to the brighter scenes of Pans 

The thing happened, say five-and twenty years ago I wa^ 
a modest young uncommercial then, and timid and mex- 
penenced Many suns and winds have browned me m the 
j i hue, but those were my pale days Having newly taken the 
lease of a house in a certain distinguished metropolitan parish 
a house which then appeared to me to be a fnghtfully 
fipst-class Family Mansion, involving awful responsibilities — 

I became the prey of a Beadle I think the Beadle must 
have seen me gomg in or coming out, and must have 
observed that I tottered under the weight of my grandeur 
Or he may have been m hiding under straw when I bought 
my first horse (m the desirable stable-yai d attached to the 
first-class Family Mansion), and when the vendoi remarked 
to me, in an original manner, on bringing him for approval, 
taking his cloth off and smacking him, “There, Sir ! There s 
a Orae!” And when I said gallantly, “How much do you. 
want for him ? and when the vendoi said, “ Ho more than * 
guineas, from you,” and when I said smartly, “Why 
not more than sixty from me 2 *’ And when he said crush- 
Because upon my soul and body he’d be considered 
cheap at seventy, by one who understood the subject— but 
you don t ,f I say, the Beadle may have been in hiding 
under straw, when this disgrace befell me, or he may have 



a coroner’s INQUEST ' 209 


noted that I was too raw and young an Atlas to carry the 
first-class Family Mansion m a knowing manner Be this 
as it may, the Beadle did what Melancholy did to the youth 
m Gray's Elegy — he marked me for his own 1 And the way 
in which the Beadle did it, was this : he summoned me as 
^Juryman on his Coroner’s Inquests 

In my first feverish alarm I repaired “ for safety and for 
succour’* — like those sagacious Northern shepherds who, 
having had no previous reason whatever to believe m young 
Norval, very prudently did not originate the hazardous idea 
of believing in him — to a deep householder This profound 
man informed me that the Beadle counted on my buying 
him off , on my bribing him not to summon me ; and that 
if I would attend an Inquest with a cheerful countenance, 
and profess alacrity m that branch of my country’s service, 
the Beadle would be disheartened, and would give up the 
game 


I roused my energies, and the nest time the wily Beadle 
summoned me, I went The Beadle was the blankest Beadle 
I have ever looked on when I answered to my name , and 
-his discomfiture gave me courage to go through with it 
We were impanelled to inquire concerning the death of a 
very little mite of a child. It was the old miserable story 
Whether the mother had committed the minor offence of 
concealing the birth, or whether she had committed* the 
major offence of killing the child, was the question on which 
— wftnfecJ - We must commit her on one of the two 


The Inquest came off m the parish workhouse, and I have 
yet u h l elj -i m P ressiou that I ■unanimously received by 
my brother Jurymen as a brother of the utmost conceivable 

liiS5? 1 ^ Can * j AlS r th . at , beforG we began, a hioker who’had 
lately cheated me fearfully m the matter of a pair of caid 

bles, was for the utmost ngour of the law I remember 
at we sat m a sort of boardwoom, on such very large square 
We-han chairs that I wondered what race pX ® 

me y hm e lTS and further > that an ^dertakS 
havT Z LtT 1re m t he moral freshnesTTf 

come fnio fVpl s 7° rn > 115 ‘ an ^habitant that was newly 
mv parish and was likely to have a voune* farmlv 

SW *• » by L 
body From that Beadle— to view the 

thaveller ^ ° P 00r Bttle figure, on which 
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that sounding legal appellation was bestowed, has lam m the 
same place and with the same surroundings, to my thinking 
In a kind of crypt devoted to the warehousing of the 
parochial coffins, and m the midst of a perfect Panorama of 
coffins of all sizes, it was stretched on a box , the mother 
had put it m her box — this box — almost as soon as it w^j 
bora, and it had been presently found there It had been 
opened, and neatly sewn up, and regarded from that point of 
view, it looked like a stuffed creature It rested on a clean 
white cloth, with a suigical instrument or so at hand, and 
regarded from that pomt of view, it looked as rf the cloth 
were “laid,” and the Giant were coming to dinner There 
was nothing repellant about the poor piece of innocence, 
and it demanded a mere form of looking at So, we looked 
at an old pauper who was going about among the coffins 
with a foot rule, as if he were a case of Self-Measurement , 
and we looked at one another , and we said the place ^ as 
well whitewashed anyhow , and then our conversational 
powers as a British Jury flagged, and the foreman said, 
“ AH right, gentlemen ? Back again, Mi Beadle ! ” 

The miserable young creature who had given birth to this 
child within a very few days, and who had cleaned the col* 
wet door-steps immediately afterwards, was brought before 
us when we resumed our horse-hair chairs, and was present 
during the proceedings She had a horse-hair chair herself, 
being very weak and ill , and I remember bow she turned to 
the unsympathetic nurse who attended her, and who might 
have been the figure head of a pauper-ship, and how she hid 
her face and sobs and tears upon that wooden shoulder I 
remember, too, how hard her mistress was upon her (she 
was a servanUfaU work), and with what a cruel pertinacity 
that piece of Virtue spun her thread of evidence double, by 
intertwisting it with the sternest thread of construction, 
bmitten hard by the terrible low wail from the utterly 
friendless orphan girl, which never ceased during the whole 
rnqnn-y 1 took heart to ask this witness a question or two, 
which hopefully admitted of an answer that might give a* 
favourable turn to the case She made the turn as little 
favourable as it could be, but it did some good, and the 
Coroner, who was nobly patient and humane (he was the 
Mr Wakley), cast a look of strong encouragement m my 
direction Then, we had the doctor who had made the 
examination, and the usual tests as to whether the child -n as 
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Born alive , But Be was a timid muddle-headed doctor, and 
got confused and contradictory, and wouldn’t say this, and 
couldn’t answer for that, and the immaculate broker was 
too miicli for him, and out* side slid back again. However, 
I tued again, and the Coroner backed me again, for which 
^ ever afterwards felt grateful Lo him as I do now to his 
memory , and we got another favourable turn, out of some 
other witness, some member of the family with a strong 
prepossession against the sinner, and I think we had the 
doctor back again , and I know that the Coroner summed 
up for our side, and that I and my British brothers turned 
round to discuss our verdict, and get ourselves into great 
difficulties with our large chairs and the broker At that 
stage of the case I tried hard again, being convinced that 
I had cause foi it , and at last we found for the minor 
offence of only concealing the birth , and the poor desolate 
creature, who had been taken out during oui deliberation, 
being brought in again to be told of the verdict, then 
dropped upon her knees before us, with protestations that 
we were right — piotestations among the most affecting that 
. ^ haAe evei heard in my life — and was earned away in- 
sensible 


(In private conversation after this was all o\er, the Coroner 
showed me Ins reasons as a trained surgeon, for perceiving 
it to be impossible that the child could, under the most 
favourable ^circumstances, have drawn many breaths, m the 
very doubtful case of its having ever breathed at all this 
owing to the discovery of some foreign matter in the wind- 
I )1 P°L < l mte ^reconcilable with many moments of life ) 

Wien the agomsed girl had made those final protestations, 
I badseen her face, and it was in unison with her distracted 
heartbroken voice, and it was very moving It certainly did 
not impress me by any beauty that it had, and if I ever see 

S2T m “ 0tW " otla 1 onl y * by the 

L j. 6 ' v ot m telhgence But it came to me in mv 
that night, and I selhshly dismissed it in Uie^iost 
1 tak of I caused some e”tTca“ to 
her!w f h t r m V’- P mon i and counsel to lie retained for 

&3ZLZ saai 

onary to vhom I addressed myself-but what func- 
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tionary I have long forgotten-^who I suppose was officially 
present at fhe inquest 

I regard this as a very notable uncommercial experience, 
because this good came of a Beadle And to the best of my 
knowledge, information, and behef, it is the only good that 
ever did come of a Beadle since the first Beadle put on hji 
cocked-hat. 



XX 


BIRTHDAY OELEBRATIOKS 

( 

It came into my mind that I would recall in these- notes a 
few of the many hostelnes I have rested at in the course of 
my journeys , and, indeed, I had taken up my pen. for the 
purpose, when I was baffled by an accidental circumstance. 
It was the having to leave off, to wish the owner of a certain 
bright face that looked m at my door, “many happy returns 
of the day.” Thereupon a new thought came into my mind, 
driving its predecessor out, and I began to recall — instead of 
Inns — the birthdays that I have put up at, on my w ay to 
this present sheet of paper 

3; I can very well remember being taken out to visit some 
peach-faced creature in a blue, sash, and shoes to correspond, 
whose life I supposed to consist entirely of birthdays. Upon 
seed-cake sweet wine, and shining presents, that glorified 
young person seemed to me to be exclusively reared At so 
early a stage of my travels did I assist at the anmvetsary of 
her nativity (and become enamoured of her), that I had not 
yet acquired the recondite knowledge that a birthday is the 
common property of all who are bom, but supposed it to be 
a special gift bestowed by the favommg Heavens on that 
one distinguished infant. There was no other company and 
we sat in a shady bower— under a table, as my better {or 
worse) knowledge leads me to believe — and were regaled with 
saccharine substances and liquids, until it was time to part 
A bitter powder was administered to me next morning flru j 
was wretched On the whole, a pretty accurate fore- 
adowmg of my more mature experiences an such wise ! 

hirthinv^ 6 ^ tf 06 When ’ from one's own 

^ certain sense of merit, a consciousness of 

a 1 ?i distinction When I regarded my birthday as 

0f 0Wn * of my 

Sk h?l r r depend T’ and g° od ^nse, redounding 
greatly to my honour. This was at about the period when 
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Olympia Squires became involved in the anniversary 
Olympia Mas most beautiful (of course), and I loved her 
to that degree, that I used to be obliged to get out of my 
little bed m the night, expressly to exclaim to Solitude, 
“ 0, Olympia Squires 1 ” Visions of Olympia, clothed 
entirely in sage-green, from which I infer a defectively 
educated taste on the part of her respected parents, who 
were necessarily unacquainted with the South Kensington 
Museum, still arise before me Truth is sacred, and the 
visions are crowned by a shining white beaver bonnet, 
impossibly suggestive of a little feminine postboy My 
memory presents a birthday when Olympia and I were 
taken by an unfeeling relative — some cruel uncle, or the 
like — to a slow torture called an Orrery The terrible 
instrument was set up at the local Theatre, and I had 
expressed a profane wish in the morning that it was a Play 
for which a serious aunt had piobed my conscience deep, 
and my pocket deeper, by reclaiming a bestowed half-crown 
It was a venerable and a shabby Orrery, at least one thou 
sand stars and twenty-five comets behind the age Never 
theless, it was awful When the low-spirited gentleman 
with a wand said, “Ladies and gentlemen ” (meaning parti 
cularly Olympia and me), “ the lights are about to lie put 
out, but them is not the slightest fcause for alarm,” it waa 
very alarming Then the planets and stars began Some 
times they wouldn't come on, sometimes they wouldn't go 
off, sometimes they had holes m them, and mostly they 
didn’t seem to be good likenesses All this time the gentle- 
man Math the wand was going on in the dark (tapping aM’ay 
at the heavenly bodies between whiles, like a wearisome 
woodpecker), about a sphere revolving on its omui axis 
eight hundred and ninety-seven thousand mill ions of times 
— or miles— in two hundred and sixty-three thousand five 
hundred and twenty-four millions of something elses, until 
I thought if this was a birthday it were better never tc 
have been bom Olympia, also, became much depressed, 
and we both slumbered and woke cross, and still the gentle 
man was going on in the dark— whether up in the stars, 
or doMm on the stage, it would have been haid to make 
out, if it had been worth trying — cyphering away about 
planes of orbits, to such an i nf a m ous extent that Olympia, 
stung to madness, actually kicked me A pretty birthday 
spectacle, when the lights were turned up agarn, and all 



THE COMING HAMPER 


the schools in the town (including the National, who' had 
come in for nothing, and serve them right, for they were 
always throwing stones) were discovered with exhausted 
countenances, screwing their knuckles into their eyes, or 
clutching their heads of hair A pretty birthday speech 
^hen Dr Sleek of the City-Free bobbed up his powdered 
head in the stage-box, and said that before this assembly 
dispersed he leally must beg to express his entire approval 
of ‘a lecture as improving, as informing, as devoid of any- 
thing that could call a blush mto the cheek of youth, as 
any it had ever been his lot to hear delivered A pretty 
birthday altogether, when Astronomy couldn’t leave poor 
Small Olympia Squires and me alone, but must put an end 
to our loves 1 For, we never got over it , the threadbare 
Orrery outwore our mutual tenderness, the man with the 
wand was too much for the hoy with the how 
"When shall I disconnect the combined smells of oranges, 
brown paper, and straw, from those other birthdays at school, 
when the coming hamper casts its shadow before, and 
when a week of social harmony — shall I add of admiring 
r^jnd affectionate popularity — led up to that Institution? 
What noble sentiments weie expressed to me m the days 
before the hamper, what vows of friendship were sworn 
to me, what exceedingly old knives were given me. what 
generous avowals of having been m the wrong emanated 
from else obstinate spirits once enrolled among my enemies 1 
The birthday of the potted game and guava jelly, is still 
made special to me by the noble conduct of Bully Globsom 
Letters from home had mysteriously inquired whether 
I should be much surprised and disappointed if among 
the treasures in the coming hamper I discovered potted 
game, and guava jelly from the Western Indies. I had 
mentioned those hints m confidence to>a few fnends, and 
had promised to give away, as 1 now see reason to believe 
C ° Vey ?, f pflrtnd S es P° tted > and about a hundred- 
's? 1 0f ^ ava Jelly * Tt was that Globson, Bully no 

!° Ug ^ “v ° U ^ 111 the Playground He was a big 
fat boy, vvith a big fat head and a big fat fist and at thf 

&Zlf f * h S ? alf . h “ d r 8d <“* * bump' 'oZLy ‘ w 

H e fli » dn ‘ K of 6tale to go to ohuroi. 

£ Si ,f u 1 of «»1 reflection (four months) 

, Wovr to haTe been an error of mdement 
and that he wished to apologise for the same. NoUnlfthat, 
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but holding down his big head between his two big hands 
hl order that I might reach it conveniently, he requested 
me, as un act of justice which would appease his awakened 
conscience, to laise a retributive bump upon it, m the 
presence of witnesses. This handsome proposal I modestly^ 
declined, and he then embraced me, and we walked awaf> 
conversing We conversed respecting the West India 
Islands, and, m the pursuit of knowledge he asked me 
with .much interest whether m the course of my reading 
I had met with any reliable description of the mode of 
manufacturing guava jelly , or whether I had ever happened 
to taste that conserve, which he had been given to under- 
stand was of rare excellence 
, Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, twenty , and then with the 
waning months came an ever augmenting sense of the 
digmty of twenty-one Heaven knows I had nothing to 
“ come into,” save the bare birthday, and yet I esteemed it 
as a great j possession. I now and then paved the way to 
my state of dignity, by beginning a proposition with the 
casual words, “ say that a man of twenty-one,” or by the 
incidental assumption of a fact that could not sanely bqf 
disputed, as, “for when a fellow comes to be a man ot 
twenty one ” I gave a party on the occasion She was 
there It is unnecessary to name Her more particularly , 
She was older than I, and had pervaded every clunk and 
crevice of my mind for three or foui years I had held 
volumes of Imaginary Conversations with her mother on 
the subject of our union, and I had written letters more in 
number than Horace Walpole’s, to that discreet woman, 
soliciting her daughter’s hand in marriage I had never 
had the remotest intention of sending any of those letters , 
but to wnte them, and After a few days tear them up, had 
been a sublime occupation. Sometimes, I had begun 
“ Honoured Madam. I think that a lady gifted with 
those powers of observation which I know you to possess, 
and endowed with those womanly sympathies with the 
young and ardent which it were more than heresy to doubt, 
can scarcely have failed to discover that T love your ador- 
able daughter, deeply, devotedly ” In less buoyant states 
of mind I had begun, “ Bear with me, Dear Madam, bear 
with a danng wretch who is about to make a surprising 
confession to you, wholly unanticipated by yourself, and 
which he beseeches you to commit to the flames as soon 
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as you have become aware to what- a towering height his 
mad ambition soars ” At other times— penods of profound 
mental depression, when She had gone out to balls wheie 
I was not — the draft took the affecting form of a papei 
to be left on my table after my departure to the confines 
^ the globe As thus . “ For Mrs Onowenever, these 
lmes when the hand that traces them shall be fai away 
I could not bear the daily torture of hopelessly loving the 
dear one whom I will not name. Broiling . on the coast of 
Africa, or congealing on the shores of Greenland, I am fai 
far better there than here ” (In this sentiment my cooler 
judgment perceives that the family of the beloved object 
would have most completely concuned ) “ If I ever emerge 

from obscurity, , and my name is ever heialded by Fame, 
it will be for her dear sake If I evei amass Gold, it will 
be to pour it at her feet Should I on the other hand 

become the piey of Ravens ” I doubt if I ever quite 

made up my mind what was to be done, m that affecting 
case , I tried “ then it is better so , ” but not feeling con- 
vinced that it would be better so, I vacillated between 
leaving all else blank, which looked expiessive and bleak, or 
winding up with “ Farewell ! ” 


This fictitious correspondence of mine is to blame for the 
foregoing digression I was about to pursue the statement 
that on my twenty-first birthday I gave a party, and She 
w as there It was a beautiful party There was not 
a single animate or inanimate object connected with it 
(except the company and myself) that I had ever seen 
before Everything was hired, and the meicenanes m 
attendance were profdhnd strangers to me Behind a door 
m the crumby part of the night when wine-glasses were to 
be found m unexpected spots, I spoke to Her-spoke out 
to Her What passed, I cannot ns a man of honour reveaL 
bhe was all angelical gentleness, hut a word was mentioned 
a short and dreadful word of three letters, beginning 
“ I i remarked at the moment, “scorched 

i !1 7 throng (though to he sure it was no fault 5 
^.d is d I S m^ d ’ 1 i SSUed fo f th » ^th a dissipated scomer, 
It was fou ^ ! 1 e j* re £ sl y him > “sought oblivion.’’ 
K V 11 a dtea W headache m it, but it didn’t 

, ght i ot n f l , day ’ s 1 —4 

Y ead in bed, looking back to the birthday 


vs 
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behind me, and tracking the circle by which I Liad got 
round, after all, to the bitter powdei and the wretchedness 
again. 

This reactionary powder (taken so largely by the human 
race, I am inclined to regard it as the Universal Medicine 
once sought for in Laboratories) is capable of being ma^i 
up m another form for Tnrthday use Anybody’s long-lost 
brother will do ill to turn up on a birthday If I had 
a long lost brother I should know beforehand that he would 
prove a tremendous fraternal failure if he appointed to rush 
into my arms on my birthday The first Magic Lantern 
I ever saw, was secretly and elaborately planned to be the 
great effect of a very juvenile birthday , hut it wouldn’t 
act, and its images were dim. My experience of adult 
birthday Magic Lanterns may possibly have been unfor 
tunate, but has certainly bem similar I have an illustra- 
tive birthday m my eye a buthday of my fnend Fhpfield, 
whose birthdays had long been remaikable as social successes 
There had been nothing set or formal about them , Fhpfield 
having been accustomed merely to say, two or three days 
before, u Don t forget to come and dine, old boy, accordir^" 
to custom , ’ I don’t know what he said to the ladies he 
invited, but I may safely assume it not to ha\e been ‘‘old 
girL Those were delightful gatherings, and were enjoyed 
by all participators. In an evil hour, a long-lost brother 
of Flipfield’s came to light in foreign parts Where he 
had been hidden, or what he had been doing, I don’t know, 
for Fhpfield vaguely informed me that he had turned up 

on the banks of the Ganges ” — speaking of him as if he 
had been washed ashore The Long-lost was coming home, 
and Fhpfield made an unfortunate calculation, based on 
the well known regularity of the P and 0 Steamers, that 
matters might be so contrived as that the Long-lost should 
appear in the nick of time on his (Flipfield’s) birthday 
Delicacy commanded that I should repress the gloomy 
anticipations with which my soul became fraught whem 
1 heard of this plan. The fatal day arrived, and we assem* 
bled in force Mrs. Fhpfield senior formed an interesting 
feature m the group, with a blue-veined miniature of the 
late Mr Fhpfield round her neck, in an oval, resembling 
a tart from the pastrycook’s bis hair powdered, and the 
bright buttons on his coat, evidently very like She was 
accompanied by Miss Fhpfield, the eldest of her numerous 
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family ( who held her 1 pocket-handkei chief to her "bosom m 
a majestic manner, and spoke to all of us (hone of us had 
ever seen her befoie), in pious and condoning tones, of all 
the quarrels that had tnken place m the family/ fi om her 
infancy — which must have been a long time ago — down to 
5at hour The Long-lost did not 1 appear Dinner, half 
an hour ][ater than usual, was announced, and still no 
Long-lost We sat down to table The knife and fork of 
the Long-lost made a vacuum m Nature, and when' the 
champagne came round for the first time, Flipfield gave him 
up for the day, and had them lemoved It was then that 
the Long-lost gained the height of his popularity with the 
company , for my own part, I felt convinced that I loved 
him dearly Flipfield’s dmneis are perfect, and he is the 
easiest and best of entertainers Dinner went on brilliantly, 
and the more the Long-lost didn’t come, the more comfort- 
able we grew, and the more highly we thought of him 
Hipfield’s own man (who has a regard for me) was m the 
act of struggling with an ignorant stipendiary, to wrest 
fiom him the wooden leg of a Guinea-fowl which he was 
-"pressing on my acceptance, and to substitute a slice of the 
breast, when a ungmg at tlie door-bell suspended the strife 
I looked round me, and perceived the sudden pallor which 
I knew my own visage revealed, reflected in the faces of 
the company Flipfield hurriedly excused himself, went 
out, was absent for about a minute or two, and then re-entered 
noth the Long-lost 

I beg to say distinctly that if the stianger had brought 
Mont Blanc with him, or had come attended by a retinue 
ot eternal snows, he could not have chilled the circle to the 
marrow m a more efficient manner. Embodied Failure sat 
enthroned upon the Long-lost’s brow, and pervaded him to 
his Long-lost hoots. In vam Mrs. Flipfield senior, opening 

escIa 7 e J ‘‘My Tom 1 ” and pressed hifnosf 
against the counterfeit presentment of his other parent 

t ' ,e *■* tra “ B P‘rt 8 °« aSt 

, show ® d lura n dint upon her maidenly cheek and 

s«l 8 r4 he ,rr n ; l> ' , ! d wh ™ >■« trs si 

come bv I, byst ? nders > were oveicome, but over- 
do™ of Utter ’ aIld total break- 

haie set him Nothing be could have done would 

tagea iT th " g “ but >“ instant return to the 

S In the very same moments it became established 
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that the feeling was reciprocal, and that the Long-lost 
detested us When a friend of the family (not myself, upon 
my honour), wishing to set things going again, asked him, 
while he partook of soup —asked him with an amiability ot 
intention beyond all praise, but with a weakness of execution 
open to defeat— what kind of river he considered the Gangetf 
the Long-lost, scowling at the fnend of the family oa er his 
spoon, as one of an abhorrent race, replied, “Why a rivei 
of water, I suppose,” and spooned his soup into himself 
with a malignancy of hand and eye that blighted the 
amiable questioner Not an opinion could he elicited from 
the Long-lost, m unison with the sentiments of any indi- 
vidual present He contradicted Fhpfield dead, before he 
had eaten his salmon He had no idea — or affected to have 
no idea— that it was his brothel’s birthday, and on the 
commumcation of that interesting fact to him, merely 
wanted to make him out four years older than he was He 
was an antipathetical being, with a peculiar power and gift 
of treading on everybody’s tenderest place They talk in 
America of a man’s “Platform.” I should describe the 
Platform of the Long-lost as a Pl&tfoim composed of othef I 
people’s corns, on which he had stumped his way, with ah 
his might and mam, to his present position It is needless 
to add that Flipfield’s great bnthday went by the board, 
and that he was a wreck when I pietended at parting to 
wish him many happy returns of it 

There is another class of birthdays at which I have so 
frequently assisted, that I may assume such birthdays to be 
pretty well known to the human raca My fnend Mayday’s 
birthday is an example The guests have no knowledge of 
one another except on that one day m the year, and are 
annually terrified for a week by the piospect of meeting one 
another again Theie is a fiction among us that we have 
uncommon reasons for being particularly lively and spirited 
on the occasion, whereas deep despondency is no phrase foi 
the expression of our feelings But the wondeiful feature^ 
of the case is, that we are m tacit accordance to avoid the 
subject — to keep it as far off as possible, as long as possible 
— and to talk about anything else, rather than the joyful 
event; I may even go so far as to assert that there is 
a dumb compact among us that we will pretend that it is 
not Mayday’s birthday A mysterious and gloomy Being, 
who i£ said to have gone to school with Mayday, and who is 
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io lank and lean that he seriously impugns the Dietary of 
the establishment at which they were jointly educated, 
ilways leads us, as I may say, to the block, by laying his 
gnsly hand on a decanter and begging us to fill our glasses 
The devices and pretences that I have seen put in practice 
J* defer the fatal moment, and to interpose between this 
man and his purpose, are mnunlerable I have known 
desperate guests, when they saw the grisly hand approaching 
the decanter, wildly to hegm, without any antecedent what- 
soever, “That reminds me ” and to plunge into long 

stones. When at last the hand and the decanter come 
together, a shudder, a palpable perceptible shuddei, goes 
rpund the table We receive the remradei that it is May- 
day's birthday, as if it were the anniversary of some pro- 
found disgrace he had undergone, and we sought to comfort 
him. And when we have drunk Mayday’s health, and 
unshed him many happy returns, we are seized foi some 
moments with a ghastly blitheness, an unnatural levity, as 
if we were m the first flushed reaction of having undergone 
a surgical operation. 

~> f Birthdays of this species have a public as well as a pnvate 
phase My “ boyhood’s home,” Dullborougli, presents a case 
m point An Immortal Somebody was wanted m Dull- 
borough, to dimple foi> a day the stagnant face of the waters 
he w as rather wanted by Dullborough generally, and much 
wanted by the principal hotel-keeper The County history 
was looked up for a locally Immortal Somebody, but the 
registered Dullborough worthies were all Nobodies In 
tins state of things, it is hardly necessary to record that 
Dullborough did what every man does when he wants to 
irate a book or deliver a lecture, and is provided with all 

speared 1 ™ 5 & Stt1b3ert R feU back u pon Shake- 

dafmTm ™ 5 resolved ^ celebrate Shakespeare’s birth- 
day m Dullborough, than the popularity of the immortal 

editTon e ofT Sm i g * Y r ^ bave - J fte 

nrst edition of Ins works to have been published last week 

a dSST Dallboro l ugh to W got balf trough them' 

but ^tiSI’ ^ etll6r i l \ had ever d0D6 balf that, 
a sonnet the °P iru on ) A young gentleman with 

his mini lid f ° r Wo years bftd enfeebled 

Dullborouch Wrrnlp^ 1 ^ ^ b j G n S ’ got tbe sonnet into the 
morough Warden, and gained flesh Portraits of Shake- 
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speare broke out in the bookshop windows, and our principal 
artist painted a large original portrait in oils for the decora- 
tion of the dimng-i^om It was not in the least like any of 
the other portraits, and was exceedingly admired, the head 
being much swollen. At the Institution, the Debating 
Society discussed the new question, Was there sufficiei£ 
ground foi supposing that the Immortal Shakespeare evei 
stole deei ? This was indignantly decided by an over- 
whelming majority m the negative , indeed, there was but 
one vote on the Poaching side, and that was the vote of the 
orator who had undertaken to advocate it, and who became 
quite an obnoxious character— paiticulaily to the Dull- 
borough “roughs,” who weie about as well informed on the 
matter as most other people Distinguished speakers vere 
invited down, and very neaily came (but not quite) Sub 
scnptions were opened, and committees sat, and it would 
have been fai from a popular measure in the height of the 
excitement, to have told Dullborough that it wasn't Stratford- 
upon-Avon Yet, after all these prepaiations, when the 
great festivity took place, and the portrait, elevated aloft, 
surveyed the company as if it were m danger of springing 
a mine of intellect and blowing itself up, it did undoubtedly' 
happen, accoiding to the inscrutable mysteries of things, 
that nobody could be induced, not to say to touoh upon 
Shakespeare, but to come within a mile of him, until the 
crack speaker of Dullborough rose to propose the lmmoital 
memory Which he did with the perplexing and astonishing 
result that before he had repeated the great name half-a- 
dozen times, or had been upon Ins legs as many minutes, 
he was assailed with a general shout of “ Question ” 
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1 THE SHORT-TIMERS 

/‘Within so many yards of tins Covent-garden lodging of 
mine, as within so many yards of Westminster Abbey, 
Saint Paul’s Cathedral, the Houses of Paihament, the 
Prisons, the Couits of Justice, all the Institutions that 
govern the land, I can find— must find, whether I will 01 
no — in the open streets, shameful instances of neglect of 
children, intolerable toleration of the engenderment of 
paupers, idlers, thieves, races of wretched and destructive 
cripples both m body and mind a misery to themselves 
a misery to the community, a disgrace to civilisation, and 
' Z3 n outrage on Christianity. I know it to he a fact as easy 
of demonstration ns any sum m any of the elementary rules 
of arithmetic, that if the State would begin its work and 
duty at the beginning and would with the strong hand take 
those children out of the streets, while they are yet children, 
and wisely tram them, it would make them a part of 
England’s glory, not its shame— of England'^ strength, not 
its weakness — would raise good soldiers and sailors, and 
good citizens, and many great men, out of the seeds of its 
criminal population. Yet I go on bearing with the enormity 
as if it were nothing, and X go on. reading the Parhamentary 
% Debates as if they were something, and I concern myself far 
more about one railway-bridge across a public thoroughfare 
than about a dozen generations of sciofula, ignorance, wicked- 
ness, prostitution, poverty, and felony I can shp out at 
- door, m the small hours after any midnight, and, in one 
circuit of the purlieus of Covent-garden Market, can behold 
a state of infancy and youth, as vile as if a Bourbon sat 
SStb I n En ^l h t , lirone ; a P^ice force looking on 
dretCw° nty t0 i d ° n ° more than won T and hunt thj* 
the if? *? t0 COrncre ' and theie leave them. WiUiin 

™ ?"3* k «* [ * *«<*> I can find a workhouse, » 

ged with that dull short sighted obstinacy that its 
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greatest opportunities as to the children it receives are lost, 
and yet not a farthing saved to any one But the wheel 
goes round, and round, and round , and because it goes 
round — so I am told by the politest authorities — it goes 
well ” 

Thus I reflected, one day in the Whitsun week last pa S* 
as I floated down the Thames among the bridges, looking — 
not mappropr lately — at the drags that were hanging up at 
certain dirty stairs to hook the drowned out, and at the 
numerous conveniences provided to facilitate their tumbling 
in My object in that uncommercial journey called up 
another tram of thought, and it ran as follows 

“ When I was at school, one of seventy boys, I wonder by 
what secret understanding our attention began to wander 
when we had pored over our books for some hours I wonder 
by what ingenuity we brought on that confused state of 
mind when sense became nonsense, when figures wouldn’t 
work, when dead languages wouldn’t construe, when live 
languages wouldn’t be spoken, when memory wouldn’t come, 
when dulness and vacancy wouldn’t go I cannot remember 
that we ever conspired to be sleepy after dinner, or that w^ 
ever particularly wanted to be stupid, and to have flushed 
faces and hot beatmg heads, or to And blank hopelessness 
and obscurity this afternoon m what would become perfectly 
clear and bright m the freshness of to-morrow morning 
We suffered for these things, and they made us miserable 
enough. Neither do I remember that we ever bound our- 
selves by any secret oath or other solemn obligation, to find 
the seats getting too hard to be sat upon after a certain 
time , or to have intolerable twitches in our legs, rendering 
us aggressive and malicious with those members , or to be 
troubled with a similar uneasiness in our elbows, attended x 
with fistic consequences to our neighbours , or to carry two 
pounds of lead m the chest, four pounds m the head, and 
several active blue bottles m each ear Yet, for certain, we 
suffered under those distresses, and were always charged at^ 
for labouring under them, as if we had brought them on, of 
our own deliberate act and deed. As to the mental portion 
of them being my own fault m my own case — I should like 
to ask any well trained and experienced teacher, not to say 
psychologist And as to the physical portion — I should like 
to ask Professor Owen ” 

It happened that I had a small bundle of papers with 
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me, on -what is called “The Half-Time System” in schools 
Referring to one of those papers I found that the inde- 
fatigable He, Chad-wick had been beforehand -with me, and 
had already asked Piofessor Owen who had handsomely 
replied that I was not to blame, hut that, being troubled 
<th a skeleton, and having been constituted according to 
certain natural laws, I and my skeleton were unfortunately 
bound by those laws — even in school — and had comported 
ourselves accordingly Huch comfoited by the good Pio- 
fessor’s being on my side, I read on to discover whethei the 
indefatigable Hr Chadwick had taken up the mental part of 
'my afflictions. I found that he had, and that he had gained 
on my behalf, Sib Benjamin Bbodie, Sib David "Wilkie, 
Sm Walter Scott, and the common sense of mankind. Por 
which I beg Mr Chadwick, if this should meet his eye, to 
accept my warm acknowledgments 

Up to that time I had retamed a misgiving that the 
seventy unfortunates of whom I was one,' must have been, 
without knowing it, leagued together by the spirit of evil in 
a sort of perpetual Guy Fawkes Plot, to giope about m vaults 
daik lanterns after a certain period of continuous study 
But now the misgiving vanished, and I floated on “with a 
quieted mind to see the Half-Time System in action Por 
that was the purpose of my journey, both by steamboat on 
the Thames, and by very dirty railway on the shoie To 
which last institution, I beg to recommend the legal use of 
coke as engine-fuel, rather than the illegal use of coal the 
recommendation is quite dismterested, for I was most libe’rnllv 
supplied with small coal on the journey, for which no charge 
was made I had not only my eyes, nose, and ears filled, 

my watch?^ * U T ° y pockets ’ and m Y pocket-hook, and 

f , ^ he Y k) , S , C R C- ( or Ter y Dirty and Small Coal Railway 
Company) delivered me close to my destination, and I soon 
found the Half-Time System established in spacious premises 
-wid freely placed at my convenience and disposal. 

the doing of the thing which deprived it, curiously, 
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of its monotonous or mechanical character There was 
perfect uniformity, and yet an individual spirit and emulation 
No spectator could doubt that the boys liked it With non- 
commissioned officers varying from a yard to a yard and 
a half high, the result could not possibly have been attained 
otherwise They marched, and countei-maiched, and forn^ 
in line and squaie, and company, and single file and double 
file, and performed a variety of evolutions , all most ad- 
mit ably In respect of an air of enjoyable understanding of 
what they were about, which seems to be forbidden to 
English soldiers, the boys might have been small French 
troops When they weie dismissed and the broadsword 
exercise, limited to a much smaller number, succeeded, the 
boys who had no part in that new drill, either looked on 
attentively, or disported themselves in a gymnasium hard 
by The steadiness of the broadswoid boys on their short 
legs, find the firmness wnth which they sustained the different 
positions, was truly remarkable 

The broadsword exercise over, suddenly there was great 
excitement and a rush Naval Drill ! 

In the comer of the ground stood a decked mimic shi£ 
with real masts, yards, and sails — mainmast seventy fefet 
high At the word of command from the Skipper of this 
ship a mahogany-faced Old Salt, with the indispensable 
quid m his cheek, the true nautical roll, and all wondei fully 
complete the rigging was covered with a swarm of boys one, 
the first to spnng into the shrouds, outstripping all the others, 
and resting on the truck of the mam-topmast in no time 
And now we stood out to sea, in a most amazing manner , 
the Skipper himself, the whole crew, the Uncommercial, and 
all hands present, implicitly believing that there was not 
a moment to lose, that the wind had that instant chopped 
round and sprung up fair, and that we were away on a 
voyage round the world Get all sail upon her! With 
a will, my lads ! Lay out upon the main-yard theie ! Look 
alive at the weather earnng 1 Cheery, my boys ! Let go the 
1 st *nd by at the braces, you ! With a wilr, 
aloft there' Belay, starboaid watch ' Fiferl Come aft, fifer, 
and give ’em a tune ' Forthwith, springs up fifer, fife in 
hand smallest boy ever seen — big lump on temple, having 
lately fallen down on a paving stone — gives ’em a tune vutli 
all his might and main Hooroar, fifer ' With a will, my 
lads ! Tip ’em a livelier one, fifer ! Fifer tips ’em a livelier 



NAYAL DRILL 


227 

one, and excitement increases Shake ’em out, my lads ? 
Well done 1 There you have her 1 Pretty, pretty } Every 
rag upon her she can carry, wind right astam, and ship 
cutting through the water fifteen knots an hour ! 

At this favourable moment of her voyage, I gave the alarm 
man oveihoard 1 ” (on the gravel), but he was imme- 
diately recovered, none the worse. Presently, I observed the 
Skipper overboard, but forbore to mention it, as he seemed 
in no wise disconcerted by the accident Indeed, I soon 
came to regard the Skipper as an amphibious creature, for 
he was so perpetually plunging overboard to look up at the 
hands aloft, that he was oftener m the bosom of the ocean 
than on deck. His pnde in his crew on those occasions 
was delightful, and the conventional nnmtelligibility of his 
orders in the ears of uncommercial land-lubbers and loblolly 
boys, though they were always intelligible to the crew, was 
hardly less pleasant But we couldn’t expect to go on in 
this way for ever , dirty weather came on, and then worse 
weather, and when we least expected it we got into tre- 
mendous difficulties Screw loose in the chart perhaps — 
"^Jmethmg certainly wrong somewhere — hut here we were 
with breakers ahead, my lads, driving head on, slap on a lee 
shore 1 The Skipper broached this terrific announcement m 
such great agitation, that the small iifer, not fifeing now, 
but standing looking on neai the wheel with his fife under 
Ins arm, seemed for the moment quite unboyed, though he 
speedily recovered his presence of mind In the trying cir- 
cufnstances that ensued, the Skipper and the crew pioved 
worthy of one another The Skipper got dreadfully hoarse 
but otherwise was master of the situation The man at the 
wheel did wonders , all hands (except the fifer) were turned 
up o wear ship , and I observed the fifer, when we were at 
our greatest extremity, to refer to some document in his 
waistcoat-pocket, which I conceived to be his will I think 
she struck. I was not myself conscious of any collision 
lili ^ th x? Sapper so very often washed overboard and 
t&M 1 ? UW ° nly impute lfc to the heating of 
manoeuvrp^K v°\ enough of a seflman to describe the 
SkLuir v^ T 7 ere Saved ’ but they made the 

the crew bot (French Pushing his mahogany face) and 
tue crew very nimble, and succeeded to a marvel for within 

LrlffTndl 3 ° f 'n “ ™ bad -o^tlup an" gS 

off, and v ere all a-tauto— which I felt very grateful for 
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not that I knew what it was, but that I perceived that we 
had not been all a tauto lately Land now appeared on our 
weather bow, and we shaped our course for it, having the 
wind abeam, and frequently changing the man at the helm, 
in order that every man might have his spell We worked 
mto harbour under prosperous circumstances, and furled ofi 
sails, and squared oui yards, and made all ship shape and 
handsome, and so our voyage ended When I complimented 
the Skipper at parting on his exei turns and those of his 
gallant crew, he informed me that the lattei v ere provided 
for the worst, all hands being taught to swim and dive , and 
he added that the able seaman at the mam-topmast truck 
especially, could dive as deep as he could go high 

The next adventure that befell me m my visit to the 
Short-Timers, was the sudden apparition of a military band 
I had been inspecting the hammocks of the crew of the good 
ship, when I saw with astonishment that several musical 
instruments, brazen and of great size, appeared to have 
suddenly developed two legs each, and to be trotting about 
a yard And my astonishment was heightened when I 
observed a laige drum, that had previously been leaning 
helpless against a wall, taking up a stout position on four 
legs Approaching this drum and looking over it, I found 
two boys behind it (it was too much foi one), and then 
I found that each of the biazen instruments had brought out 
a boy, and was going to discourse sweet sounds The boys 
not omitting the fifer, now playing a new instrument — - 
were dressed m neat uniform, and stood up m a cirole at 
their music stands, like any other Military Band They 
played a march or two, and then we had Cheer boys, Cheer, 
and then we had Yankee Boodle, and we finished, as in 
loyal duty bound, with God Save the Queern The hand’s 
proficiency was perfectly wonderful, and it was not at all 
wondeiful that the whole body corporate of Short-Timers 
ton ed with faces of the liveliest interest and pleasure 
What happened next among the Short-Timers ? As 
the band had blown me into a great class room out of their 
brazen tubes, tn a great class room I found myself now, with 
the whole choial force of Short-Timers singing the piaises of 
a summer s day to the harmonium, and mv small hut highly 
respected fiiend the fifer blazing away vocally, as if he had 
been saving up Ins wind for the last twelvemonth , also the 
whole crew of the good ship Nameless swarming up and 
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down the scale as if they had never swarmed up and down 
the rigging This done, we threw our whole power onto 
God bless the Pnnce of "Wales, and blessed his Soy al Highness 
to such an extent that, for my own "Uncommercial part, 
I gasped again when it was over The moment this was 
/! ^ne, we formed, with surpassing freshness, into hollow 
squares, and fell to woik at oral lessons, as if we never did, 
and had never thought of doing, anything else 

Let a veil be drawn over the selficommittals into which 
the Uircommeicial Traveller would have been betrayed but 
for a discreet reticence, coupled with an air of absolute 
wisdom on the part of that artful personage Take the 
square of five, multiply it by fifteen, divide it by three, 
deduct eight from it, add four dozen to it, give me the result 
m pence, and tell me how many eggs I could get for it at 
three farthings apiece The problem is hardly stated, when 
a dozen small boys pour out answers Some wide, some 
very nearly nght, some worked as far as they go with such 
accuracy, as at once to show what link of the chain has been 
dropped in the hurry For the moment, none are quite 
JJS^t , but behold a labouring spirit beatmg the buttons on 
its corporeal waistcoat, m a process of internal calculation, 
and knitting an accidental bump on its corporeal forehead m 
a concentration of mental arithmetic ' It is my honourable 
friend (if he wilLnllow me to call him so) the'fifei. With 
nght arm eagerly extended m token of being inspired with 
an answer, and with nght leg foremost, the fifer solves the 
mystery then lecalls both arm and leg, and with hump in 
ambush awaits the next poser Take the square of three 
multiply it by seven, divide it by four, add fifty to it, take 
thirteen from it, multiply it by two, double it, give me the 
result in pence and say how many halfpence. Wise as the 

tTfhnf ? *£! four , feefc t of Performer on the nearest approach 
to that instrument, whose nght arm instantly appears, and 
,ue„djes this . nthmehcol fire Tell me 

td!*^ roe “meUnmg about. ,ts principal produc- 
-iions tell me something about its ports, tell me something- 

,, u 1 ^ se ^ s an ^ nvers, tell me something about coal iron 
cotton timber tm. and hirpentme The hollow 

is th e e fifS fc ev eXtendG<3 n R ht arms ’ bllt ever faithful to fact 
instrurrw >V1Se aS the ser P eiA 15 1110 performer on that 

Sernbm of Sf, "TT?* buoyaI ' t ”•« ™ <£ 

. membm of the band I observe the player of the cymbals 
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to dash at a sounding answer now and then lather than not 
cut in at all , hut I take that to be in the way of his mstiu 
ment, All these questions, and many such, are put on the 
spur of the moment, and by one who has never examined 
these boys The Uncommeicial, invited to add another, 
faltenngly demands how many birthdays a man bom on 
twenty-ninth of Februaiy will have had on completing his 
fiftieth year? A general peiception of trap and pitfall 
instantly arises, and the fifer is seen to retire behind the 
corduroys of his next neighbours, as perceiving 'special 
necessity for collecting himself and communing with his 
mind Meanwhile, the wisdom of the serpent suggests that 
the man will have had only one bnthday in all that time, 
for how can any man have more than one, seeing that he is 
bom once and dies once? The blushing Uncommercial 
stands corrected, and amends the formula. Pondering 
ensues, two or three wrong answers are offered, and Cymbals 
strikes up “ Six 1 ” but doesn’t know why Then modestly 
emerging from lus Academic Grove of corduroys appeals 
the fifer, right arm extended, right leg foremost, bump 
irradiated “Twelve, and two over f ” ^ 

The feminine Short-Timers passed a similar examination^ 
and very creditably too Would have done better perhaps, 
with a little more geniality on the part of their pupil- 
teacher , for a cold eye, my young friend, and a hard abrupt 
manner, are not by any means the powerful engines that 
your innocence supposes them to he Both girls and boys 
wrote excellently, from copy and dictation, both could 
cook , both could mend their own clothes , both could clean 
up e\ erything about them in an orderly and skilful way, 
the girls having womanly household knowledge superadded 
Order and method began in the songs of the Infant School 
which I Msited likewise, and they were even in their dwarf 
degree to be found in the Nursery, where the Uncommercial 
walking stick was earned off with acclamations, and wliei* 
the Doctor -a medical gentleman of two, who took hi* 
degree on the night when he was found at an apothecary’^ 
door did the honours of the establishment with great 
urbanity and guiet} b 

These Im e long been excellent schools , long before the 
tlftjs of the Short-Time I first saw them, twelve or fifteen 
jears ago But since the intioduction of the Short-Time 
system it has been pro\ed here that eighteen hours a week 
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of book-learning are more profitable than thirty-six, and that 
the pupils are fai quicker and briglitei than of yore The 
good influences of music on the whole body of children have 
likewise been surprisingly proved Obviously another of the 
immense advantages of the Short-Time system to the cause 
J 3 good education is the great diminution of its cost, and of 
the period of time aver which it extends The last is a most 
important consideration, as poor parents are always impatient 
to profit by their children's labour. 

It will be objected Firstly, that this is all very well, but 
special local advantages and special selection of children 
must be necessary to such success Secondly, that this is 
all very well, but must be very expensive Thirdly, that 
this is all very well, but we have no proof of the results, sir, 
no proof. 


On the first head of local advantages and special selection. 
Would Limehouse Hole be picked out for the site of a 
Children's Paradise? Or would the legitimate and illegiti- 
mate pauper children of the long shore population of such 
a nver-side district, be regarded as unusually favourable 
^ecimens to woik with?** Yet these schools araat Limehouse, 
and are the Pauper Schools of the Stepney Pauper Union 
On the second head of expense Would sixpence a week 
be considered a very large cost for the education of each pupil, 
including all salaries of teachers and Rations of teachers? 
Hut supposing the cost were not sixpence a week, not five- 
pence 9 It is fourpexce-halfpexxy 

On the third head of no proof, sir, no proof. Is there any 
proof m the fact that Pupil Teachers more in numbei, and 
?. 01 ® highly qualified, have been produced lieie under the 

TW thnn under the Long-Time system? 

hat the Short-Timers, m n. writing competition, heat the 
Long-Timers of a first-class National School? That the 
sailor-boys are in such demand for merchant ships, that 
whereas, before they were trained, 10? premium used to be 
^given with each boy— too often to some greedy brute of 
, sklpper vrho disappeared before the teim ot 

'T ° ut > * the Abused hoy didn’t- cairns 
of he best character now take these boys more than wilffiy 

m %: ZS \ ’5““ *“ ">■><* esKS 

» mTythmg 

- ** •*-»« 4 rt- 5 . 
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I can desire ” ? Or, is there any proof m such testimony as 
this “ The owner of a vessel called at the school, and said 
that as his ship was going down Channel on her last voyage, 
v^th one of the boys from the school on board, the pilot 
said, ‘ It would be as well if the royal were lowered , I wish 
it were down ’ Without waitmg for any orders, and 
observed by the pilot, the lad, whom they hod taken on 
board from the school, instantly mounted the mast and 
lowered the royal, and at the next glance of the pilot to 
the masthead, he perceived that the sail had been let down 
He exclaimed, 'Who’s done that 30b?’ The owner, who 
was on board, said, 'That was the little fellow whom I put 
on board two days ago ’ The pilot immediately said, 'Why, 
where could he have been brought up ? ’ That boy had never 
seen the sea or been on a real ship before ” ? Or, is there 
any proof in these boys being in greater demand for Kegi- 
mental Bands than the Union can meet? Or, m ninety- 
eight of them having gone into Regimental Bands m three 
years? Or, in twelve of them being in the band of one 
regiment? Or, m the colonel of that regiment writing, 

11 We want six more boys, they are excellent lads”? 0 #<r 
in one of the boys having risen to be band corporal in thS 
same regiment 9 Or, in employers of all kinds chorusing, 

* Gi\e us drilled bojs, for they are prompt, obedient, and 
punctual ” 9 Other proofs I have myself beheld with these 
Uncommercial eyes, though I do not regard myself as having 
a nght to relate m what social positions they have seen 
respected men and women who were once pauper children 
of the Stepney Union 

Into what admirable soldiers others of these bo} shave the 
capabilities for being turned, I need not point out Many 
of them are always ambitious of military service , and once 
upon a time when an old boy came back to see the old place, 
a cm airy soldier all complete, with Ins spurs on, such a jeara 
mg broke out to get into ca\nlry regiments and wear those 
sublime appendages that it was one of the greatest excite- 
ments e\or known in the school. The girls make excellent' 
domestic sen ants, and at certain periods come back, a score 
or two at a time, to see tho old building, and to take tea 
with the old teachers, and to hear the old band, and to see 
the old ship with her masts towering up above the neigh- 
bounng roofs and chimnejs As to the physical health of 
these schools, it is so exceptionally remarkable (simply 
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because the sanitary regulations are as good as the other 
educational arrangements), that 'when Mr. Tufkelu, the 
Inspector, first stated it in a report, he was supposed, in 
spite of his high character, to have been betrayed into some 
extraordinary mistake or exaggeration. In the moral health 
-'jj these schools — wheie corporal punishment is unknown — 
Truthfulness stands high When, the ship was first elected, 
the boys were forbidden to go aloft, until the nets, which 
are now always there, weie stretched as a precaution against 
accidents Certain hoys, in their eagerness, disobeyed the 
injunction, got out of window in the eaily daylight, and 
climbed to the masthead One boy unfortunately fell, and 
was killed There was no clue to the others , hut all the 
boys were assembled, and the, chan man of the Boaid 
addressed them “I promise nothing, you see what a 
dreadful tiling has happened , you know what a grave 
offence it is that has led to such a consequence, I ‘cannot 
say what will be done with the offenders , but, boys, you 
have been trained here, above all 1 * * things, to respect the 
truth. 'I want the truth Who aie the delinquents?” 
^Instantly, the whole number of boys concerned, separated 
itova the rest, and stood out. 

Now, the head and heart of that gentleman (it is needless 
to say, a good head and a good heart) have been deeply 
interested m these schools foi many years, and are so still * 
and the establishment is iery fortunate in a most admirable 
master, and moieover the schools of the Stepney Union 
amnot have got to be uhat they are, without the Stepney 
Board of Guaidians having been earnest and humane men 
strongly imbued with a sense of their responsibility. But 
what one set of men can do m this wise, another set of men 
can do , and this is a noble example’ to all other Bodies and 

2 S aDd a '? ob l e sample to the State. Followed, and 
enlarged upon by its enforcement on bad parents, it would 
ch*r London streets of the most terrible objects they Imite 

^fo„r S tr m5 " ,,d5 J of h « le -Sr 

averse Our Saviours words, and are not of the Kingdom 
Of Heaven, but of the Bjugdom of He]L ■ g - 

c,, ;'™,, ’ 6 P” 1 *' streets of such shame, m d the public 

1 VThen mil that be, 

Say the bells of Step-ney 1 ” 

a a 


traveller 
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I can desire ” ? Or, is there any proof m such testimony as 
this “ The on ner of a vessel called at the school, and said 
that as his ship was going down Channel on her last voyage, 
with one of the boys from the school on board, the pilot 
said, 4 It would be as well if the royal were lowered , I wish 
it were down 9 Without waiting for any orders, and 1 $^ 
observed by the pilot, the lad, whom they had taken on 
hoard from the school, instantly mounted the mast and 
lowered the royal, and at the next glance of the pilot to 
the masthead, he perceived that the sail had been let down 
He exclaimed, ‘Who’s done that job?’ The owner, who 
was on board, said, ‘ That was the little fellow whom I put 
on board two days ago * The pilot immediately said, ‘Why, 
where could he have been brought up ? ’ That boy had never 
seen the sea or been on a real ship before ” ? Or, is there 
any proof in these boys being in greater demand for Kegi- 
mental Bands than the Union can meet? Or, in ninety 
eight of them having gone into ^Regimental Bands m three 
years ? Or, in twelve of them being in the band of one 
regiment ? Or, in the colonel of that regiment writing, 
“We want six more boys , they are excellent lads”? 0^ 
in one of the boys having risen to be band coiporal in the 
same regiment? Or, m employers of all kinds chorusing, 

‘ Give us drilled boys, for they are prompt, obedient, and 
punctual ” ? Other proofs I have myself beheld with these 
Uncommercial eyes, though I do not regard myself as having 
a right to relate in what social positions they have seen 
respected men and women who were once pauper children 
of the Stepney Union 

Into what admirable soldiers others of these boys have the 
capabilities for being turned, I need not pomt out, Many 
of them are always ambitious of military service , and once 
upon a time when an old boy came back to see the old place, 
a cavalry soldier all complete, with /its spurs cm, such a yearn 
mg broke out to get into cavalry regiments and wear those 
sublime appendages, that it was one of the greatest excite 
ments ev er known m the schooL The girls make excellent 
domestic servants, and at certain periods come back, a score 
or two at a time, to see the old building, and to take tea 
with the old teachers, and to hear the old band, and to see 
the old ship with her masts towering up above the neigh- 
bouring roofs and chimneys As to the physical health of 
these schools, it is so exceptionally remarkable (simply 
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because the sanitary regulations are as good as the other 
educational arrangements), that when Mr. Tufjtell, the 
Inspector, first stated it in a report, he was supposed, in 
spite of his high character, to have been betrayed into some 
extraordinary mistake or exaggeration. In the moral health 
these schools — where corporal punishment is unknown — 
' Truthfulness stands high When, the ship was first erected, 
the hoys were forbidden to go aloft, until the nets, which 
are now always there, were stretched as a piecaution against 
accidents Certain hoys, in then eagerness, disobeyed the 
injunction, got out of window m the early daylight, and 
climbed to the masthead One hoy unfoitunately fell, and 
, 'was killed There n as no clue to the others ; hut all the 
boys were assembled, and, the chan man of the Board 
addressed them “I promise nothing, you see what a 
dreadful thing has happened , yon know what a graxe 
offence it is that has led to such a consequence , I cannot 
say what will he done with the offendeis , but, hoys, you 
have been trained here, above all things, to respect the 
truth. I want the truth liVho aie the delinquents ^ ” 
^J-nstantly, the whole number of boys concerned, separated 
xrom tbe rest, and stood out 
Now, the head and heart of that gentleman (it is needless 
to say, a good head and a good lieait) have been deeply 
mterested in these schools for many years, and are so still ; 
and the establishment is -very fortunate in a most admirable 
master, and moreover the schools of the Stepney Union 
Mnnot have got to be what they are, without the Stepney 
Board of Guardians having been earnest and humane men 
strongly imbued with a sense of their responsibility But 
what one set of men can do in this wise, another set of men 

TTrnm? ’ an a thjS vt a noble exam P le to other Bodies and 
Unions, and a > noble example to the State Followed and 

enlarged upon by its enforcement on bad parents, it would 
dear London streets of the most terrible objects theylmite 
7 SIgh ‘ ^-myriads of little childrei who mSv 
^ of T? 6 0ur Saviours words and are not of the Kingdom 
of Heaven, but of the Kingdom of Hell g m 

coSSnc? If^^ame, and the public 

surely, the child’s jingle: Almost prophetic, 

‘ "When will that be. 

Say the bells of Step-ney 1 ” 
a a 


traveller 
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BOUND FOB THE GREAT SALT LAKE 

Behold me on my way to an Emigrant Ship, on a hot 
morning early in June My road lies through that part of 
.London generally known to the initiated as “ Down by the 
Docks.” Down by the Docks, is home to a good many people 
— to too many, if I may judge from the overflow of local 
population in the streets — but my nose insinuates that the 
number to whom it is Sweet Home might be easily counted 
Down by the Docks, is a region I “would choose as my 
point of embarkation aboard ship if I were an emigrant 
It would present my intention to me in such a sensibly 
light, it would show me so many things to be run away 
from 

Down by the Docks, they eat the largest oysters and 
scatter the roughest oyster shells, known to the descendants 
of Saint George and the Dragon Down by the Docks, they 
consume the slimiest of shell-fish, which seem to have been 
scraped off the copper bottoms of ships Down by the 
Docks, the vegetables at greengrocers' doors acquire a saline 
and a scaly look, as if they had been crossed with fish and 
seaweed Dow n by the Docks, they “ board seamen ” at the 
eating houses, the public-houses, the slopshops, the coffee- 
shops, the tally-shops, all kinds of shops mentionable and 
unmentionable — board them, as it were, in tlje piratical sense 
making them bleed terribly, and giving no quarter Down 
by the Docks, the seamen roam in mid street and mid-day, 
their pockets inside out, and their heads no better Dow'S? 
by the Docks, the daughters of wave ruling Britannia also 
rove, clad in silken attire, with uncovered tresses streaming 
in the breeze, bandanna kerchiefs floating from their 
shoulders, and crinoline not wanting Down by the Docks, 
you may hear the Incomparable Joe Jackson sing the 
Standard of England, with a hornpipe, any night , or any 
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day may see at the waxwork, for a penny and no w aitrng, 
him as killed the policeman, at Acton and suffered for it. 
Down by the Docks, you may buy polonies, saveloys, and 
sausage preparations various, if you are not particular what 
they are made of besides seasoning Down by the Docks, 
^e children of Israel creep into any gloomy cribs and entries 
they can lure, and hang slops tlieie — pewter watches, sou’- 
wester hats, waterproof overalls — “ firth t rate articleth, 
Tlijack ” Down by the Docks, such dealers exhibiting on 
a frame a complete nautical suit -without the refinement of 
a waxen visage in the hat, present the imaginary w earer as 
drooping at the yard-arm, with his seafaring and earthfanhg 
troubles over Down by the Docks, the placaids in the 
shops apostrophise the customer, knowing him familiarly 
beforehand, as, “ Look here, Jack ! ” “ Here’s your sort, my 

lad 1 ” “ Try our sea-going mixed, at two and nine 1 ” “ The 
light kit for the British tar » ” “ Ship ahoy 1” “ Splice the 
mam-brace, brotliei ! ” “ Come, cheei up, my lads "We’Ve 

the best liquors here, And you 11 find something new In our 
wonderful Beer * ” Down by the Docks, the pawnbroker 
-.binds money on Union-Jack pocket-handkerchiefs, on watches 
with little ships pitching fore and aft on the dial, on tele- 
scopes, nautical instruments in cases, and such-like. Down 
by the Docks, the apothecary sets up m business on the 
wretchedest scale— chiefly on lint and plaster for the strap- 
prng of wounds-and with no bright bottles, and with no 
little drawers, Down by the Docks, the shabby undertaker’s 
shop will bury you for next to nothing, after the Malay oi 
Ghuiaman has stabbed you for nothing at all. so you 
can hardly hope to make a cheaper end Down by the 
Docks, anybody drunk will quarrel with anybody drunk or 
sW f erybod y else wlU have a hand in it, and on the 
* i DOtl ? you “ ay reYolve 111 a whirlpool of red shuts 
tff b , eards > heads of hair, baiS tattooed ££ 

D S dftU ! ght ?r’ ™ allce ’ mud > maundering, and 2 
Down by the Docks, scraping fiddles eo m Hia 

S b the h °dn 3 aU ] ° n& aDd ’ shrdl a hove their dm and 
bmuaht i 1 ? 63 tbG s ^f eec hmg of innumerable parrote 

Possibly the T»S«hr L * i th nahve shores of ours. 
Down bv tl>o d °“ t hnow, possibly they do, that 

its lovely t0 th ? Pacific Ocean, with 

y laUdS ’ x ' here the sava S 6 girls plait flowers, and 
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the 1 savage boj^s carve cocoa-nut shells, and the gnm blind 
idols muse m their shady gtoves to exactly the same puipose 
as the priests and chiefs. And possibly the parrots 
don't know, possibly they do, that the noble savage is 
a wearisome impostor whei ever he is, and has five hundrejl 
thousand volumes of indifferent rhyme, and no reason, bJ 
answer for 

Shadwell church ! Pleasant whispers of there being a 
fresher air down the river than down by the Docks, go 
pursuing one another, playfully, m and out of the openings 
in its spire Gigantic m the basin just beyond the church, 
looms my Emigrant Ship her name, the Amazon Her 
figure-head is not disfigured as those beauteous founders of 
the race of strong-minded women are fabled to have been, 
for the convenience of drawing the bow , hut I sympathise 
with the carver 


ik A flattering carver who made it his care 
To carve busts as they ought to be— not as they were ” 

My Emigrant Ship lies broadside on to the wharf Two great 
gangways made of spars and planks connect her with tip- 
wharf, and up and down these gangways, perpetually 
crowding to and fro and in and out, like ants, are the 
Emigrants who are going to sail m my Emigrant Ship 
borne with cabbages, some with loaves of bread, some with 
cheese and butter, some with milk and beer, some with 
boxes, beds, and bundles, some with babies— nearly all with 
children— nearly all with bran new tin cans for their daily 
allowance of water, uncomfortably suggestive of a tm flavour 
in the drink. To and fro, up and down, aboard and ashore, 
^vanning here and there and everywhere, my Emigrants. 
And still as the Dock Gate swings upon its hinges, cabs 
appear, and carts appear, and vans appear, bunging more of 
my Emigrant^ with more cabbages, more loaves, more 
cheese and butter, more milk and beer, more bora, beds, 
un es, more tm cans, and on those shipping invest 
merits accumulated compound interest of children * 

™iL e ° Ship I go first to the greaf 

cabm and find it in the usual condition of a Cabin at thal 
pass. Perspiring landsmen, with loose papers, and with pen‘ 
an 1 nds, perrode it , and the general appearance oi 
thingB m as if the late Mr Amazon’s funeral hadjust come 
home from the cemetery, and the disconsolate Mrs. Amazon’r 
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trustees found the affairs m great disorder, and were looking 
lngh and low for the will I go out on the poop-deck, for 
air, and surveying the emigrants on the deck below (indeed 
they are crowded all about me, up there too), find more pens 
and inkstands m action, and more papers, and interminable 
■implication respecting accounts with. individuals for tin cans 
and what not. But nobody is m an ill-temper, nobody is the 
worse for drmk, nobody sw ears an. oath or uses a coarse word, 
nobody appears depressed, nobody is weeping, and down upon 
the deck in every comer where it is possible to find a few 
square feet to kneel, crouch, or lie in, people, in every 
unsuitable attitude for writing, are writing, left era 

Now, I haie Been emigrant ships before this day m June 
And these people are so stnkmgly different from all other 
people in like circumstances whom I have ever seen, that 
I wonder aloud, .“"What tcouJd a stranger suppose these 
emigrants to be 1 ” 


The vigilant bright face of the weather-browned captain 
of the Amazon is at my . shoulder, and he says, “"What, 
indeed 1 The most of these came aboard yesterday evening 

f iey came from various parts of England m small parties 
at had never seen one another before Yet they had not 
been a couple of hours on board, when they established 
their own police, made their own regulations, and set their 
own -catches at all the hatchways Before nine o’clock, the 
ship was ns orderly and as quiet as a man-of-war.”, 

I looked about me again, and saw the letter-writing going 
on with the most curious composure Perfectly abstracted 
m the midst of the cron d , while great casks v ere swinging 
aloft, and being lowered into the hold , while hot agents 
Z7 6 U P and down, adjusting the interminable 

‘ hu , nd red strangers were searching 

, rywhere for two hundred other strangers, and were 
asking questions about them of two hundred more • while 
the children played op and dorm all the steps and hAnd 

iSi.SY ° le ES. 0 ^ were beheld,, to the 

ff", , 1 , dnni ;"'- toppling over all the dangerous places- 

StheSTa^T 1 ^ “rWl- On the starboard sade 
s> the ventilation of his hr tun, arid stare at him 
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who dictated, as a man of many mysteries who was worth 
looking ah On the larboard side, a woman had covered 
a belaying pin with a white cloth to make a neat desk of it, 
and was sitting on a little box, writing with the delibera- 
tion of a bookkeeper Down upon her bieast on the planks 
of the deck at this woman’s feet, with her head diving i{f^ 
under a beam of the bulwarks on that side, as an eligible 
place of refuge for her sheet of paper, a neat and pretty 
girl wrote for a good hour (she fainted at last), only rising 
to the surface occasionally for a dip of ink Alongside the 
boat close to me on the poop-deck, another girl, a fresh 
well-grown country girl, was wilting another letter on the 
bare deck Later in the day, when this self same boat was 
filled with a choir who sang glees and catches for a long 
time, one of the singers, a girl, sang her part mechanically 
all the while, and wrote a letter m the bottom of the boat 
while doing so 

“ A stranger would be puzzled to guess the right name 
for these people, Mr Uncommercial,” says the captain 

“Indeed he would ” 


“ If you hadn’t known, could you ever have supposed ?£=£. 

“ How could 1 1 I should have said they were in their 
degree, the pick and flower of England ” 

“So should I,” says the captain 
“ How many are they ? ” 

“Eight hundred in round numbers ” 

I went between decks, where the families with children 
swarmed in the dark, where unavoidable confusion had been 
caused by the last arrivals, and where the confusion was 
increased by the little preparations for dinner that were 
going on m each group A few women here and there, had 
got lost, and were laughing at it, and asking then way to 
their own people, or out on deck again A few of the poor 
children were crying , but otherwise the universal cheerful- 


ness was amazing “We shall shake down by to-monow ” 
u We shall come all right in a day or so ” “ We shall have^- 

more light at sea.” Such phrases I heard everywhere, as 1 ' 


I groped my way among chests and barrels and beams and 


unstowed cargo and ring bolts and Emigrants, down to the 


lower deck, and thence up to the light of day again, and to 


my former station. 

Surely, an extraordinary people in their power of self- 
abstraction ! All the former letter writers were still writing 
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calmly, and many more letter-writers liad broken, out m my 
absence. A boy with a big of books m his hand and a slate 
under his arm, emerged fiom below, concentrated himself 
in my neighbourhood (espying a convenient skylight for his 
purpose), and went to work at a sum as if he were stone 
cjaf A father and mother and several young children, 
on the mam deck below tne, had formed a family circle 
close to the foot of the crowded restless gangway, where 
the children made a nest foi themselves m a coiLof rope, 
and the father and mother, she suckling the youngest, 
discussed family affairs as peaceably as if they were in 
perfect retirement I think the most noticeable character- 
istic m the eight hundred as a mass, was their exemption 
from hurry 

Eight hundred what ? “ Geese, villain 9 ” Eight hundred 
Mormons X, Uncommercial Traveller for the firm of Human 
Interest Bi others, had come aboard this Emigrant Ship 
to see what Eight hundred Latter-day Saints were like, 
and I found them (to the rout and overthrow of all my 
expectations) like what I now describe with scrupulous 
-“vTxactness. 

The Mormon Agent who had been active m getting them 
together, and m making the contract with my friends the 
owners of the ship to take them as far as New York on 
their way to the Great Salt Lake, was pointed out to me 
A compactly-made handsome man in black, rather short, 
with rich-brown han and beaid, and clear bright eyes. 
From his speech, I should set him down as Am erican 
Probably, a man who had “knocked about the world” 
pretty much. A man with a frank open manner, and 
unshrinking look , withal a man of great quickness I be- 
lieve he was wholly ignorant of my Uncommercial indi- 
viduality, and consequently of my immense Uncommercial 
importance 

Un commercial. These are a very fine set of people you 
— * -paie brought together here. 

Mormon Agent. Yes, sir, they are a very fine set of 

people. 


UNcoinreRciAL (lookmg about) Indeed, I think it would 
be difficult to find Eight hundred people togethei anywhere 

.P® 1 and nnd so much beauty and so much strength and 
capacity for work among them. 

Mormon Agent (not looking about, but looking steadily 
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at Uncommercial) I think so — We sent out about a thou 
sand more, yes’day, from Liverpool < - 

Uncommercial You are not going with these emigrants ? 

Mormon Agent No, sir I remain 

Uncommercial But you have been in the Mormon 
Territory 9 

Mormon Agent Yes , I left Utah about three years ago 

Uncommercial It is surprising to me that these people 
are all st> ‘cheery, and make so little of the immense distance 
before them 

Mormon Agent Well, you see , many of 'em have friends 
out at Utah, and many of ’em look forward to meeting . 
fnends on the nay. 

Uncommercial On the way ? 

Mormon Agent This way ’tis This ship lands ’em in 
New York City Then they go on by rail right away beyond 
St Louis, to that part of the Banks of the Missouri where 
they strike the Plains TherO, waggons from the settlement 
meet ’em to bear ’em company on their journey ’cross — 
twelve hundred miles about Industrious people who come 
out to the settlement soon get waggons of their own, and 
the fnends of some of these will come down in their own 
waggons to meet ’em They look fom ard to that, greatly 

Uncommercial On their long journey across the Desert, 
do you arm them 9 

Mormon Agent Mostly you would find they have arms 
of some kind or another already with thfem Such as had 
not arms we should arm across the Plains, for the general 
protection and defence 

Uncommercial^ Will these waggons bnng dovn any 
produce to the Missouri? 

MUrmOn Agent Well, since the war broke out, ve\e 
taken to growing cotton, and they’ll likely bring down 
cotton to be exchanged foi machinery We want machinery 
Also we have taken to growing indigo, vhich is a fine 
commodity foi profit It has been found that the climate^ 
on the further side of the Great Salt Lake suits veil foi*" 
raising indigo 

Uncommercial I am told that these people now on 
board are principally from the South of England ? 

Mormon Agent And from Wales That’s true 

Uncommercial, Do you get many Scotdh? 

Mormon Agent Not many 
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Uncommercial Highlandets, for instance ? 1 
JIormon ACent. No, ndt Highlanders. ' They ain’t in- 
terested enough In' universal brotherhood and peace and 
good roll ' ' 1 

Uncommercial The old fighting blood is stiong m them 9 
tf Mormon Agent Well, yes. And besides , they’ve no 
faith 1 ' 1 1 


Uncommercial (-who has been burning to get at 1 the Prophet 

Jbe Smith, and seems to discover an opening) Faith in ! 

Mormon Agent (far too many for Uncommercial). < Well. 
— In anythmg 1 

Similarly on this same head, the Uncommercial underwent 
discomfiture from a Wiltshire labourer- a simple fresh- 
coloured farm-labourer, of eight-and-thirty, who at one time 
stood beside him looking on at new arrivals, and with whom 
he held this dialogue ' A * 1 

Uncommercial Would you mind my asking you what 
part of the country you come from ? 

Wiltshire. Not a bit Theer 1 (exultmgly) I’ve worked 
all my life o’ Salisbury Plain, nght under the shadder 0’ 
,yStonehenge You mightn’t think it, but I haive f' 
Uncommercial. And !a pleasant country too 
"Wiltshire, Ah 1 Uis a pleasant country 1 * 

Uncommercial Have you any family on board ? 
Wiltshire Two children, boy and gaL I am a widderer, 
1 am, and I m going out alonger my boy nnd gal That’s 
my gal, and she’s a fine gal 'o’ sixteen (pointing out the mil 
who is writing by the boat) I’ll g0 and fetch my boy 
Id like to show you my boy (Heie Wiltshire disappears, 
and presently comes back 'with a big shy boy of twelve m 
a superabundance of boots, who is not at all glad to’ be 
presented ) He is a fine boy too, and a boy fur to work 1 
(Boy having unduhfully bolted, Wiltshire drops him ) 

to cost you a greit ** ° ! m ° My 

Wl (-TsmaE A power of money Theer ! Emht shillen 

UTuC 1S lt l 6 > nllen a 7 eek ’ ei S ht a week, pufby 

eut of the week s wages for ever so long P y 

Uncommercial. I u onder how you did it 

at 

a a 3 
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it were unfort’net for us, you see, as we got kep’ in Bristol 
so long — nigh a fortnight, it were — on accounts of a mistake 
wT Brother Halliday Swaller'd up money, it did, when 
we might have come straight on 

Uncommercial (delicately approaching Joe Smith) You 
are of the Mormon religion, of course ? £ 

Wiltshire (confidently) O yes, Pm a Mormon (Then 
reflectively) I'm a Mormon (Then, looking round the 
ship, feigns to descry a particular fnend in an empty spot, 
and evades the Uncommercial for evermore.) 

After a noontide pause for dinner, during which my Emi 
grants were nearly all between decks, and the Amazon looked 
deserted, a general muster took place The muster was for 
the ceremony of passing the Government Inspector and the 
Doctor Those authorities held their temporary state amid 
ships, by a cask or two , and, knowing that the whole 
Eight hundred emigrants must come face to face with them, 

I took my station behind the two They knew nothing 
whatever of me, I believe, and my testimony to the un 
pretending gentleness and good nature with which they 
discharged their duty, may be of the greater worth. Thersv 
was not the slightest flavour of the Cncumlocution Office 
about their proceedings 

The emigrants were now all on deck They were densely 
crowded aft, and swarmed upon the poop-deck like bees. 
Two or three Mormon agents stoo<l ready to hand them on 
to the Inspector, and to hand them forward w hen they had 
passed. By what successful means, a special aptitude for 
organisation had been infused into these people, I am, of 
course, unable to report. But I know that, even now, there 
was no disorder, hurry, or difficulty 

All bemg ready, the first group are handed on* That 
member of the party who is entrusted with the passenger 
ticket for the whole, has been warned by one of the agents 
to have it ready, and here it is m his hand. In every 
instance through the whole eight hundred, without an 
ex6eption, this paper is always ready ^ 

Inspector (reading the ticket) Jessie Jobson, Sophroma 
Jobson, Jessie Jobson again, Matilda Jobson, William Job 
son, Jane Jobson, Matilda Jobson again, Brigham Jobson, 
Leonardo Jobson, and Orson Jobson Are you all here? 
(glancing at the party, over his spectacles) 

Jessie Jobson Number Two All here, sir 
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This group is composed of an old grandfather and grand- 
mother, their married son and his wife, and their family of 
children Orson Jobson is a little child asleep m his mother’s 
arms The Doctor, with a kind woid or so, lifts up the 
corner of the mother’s shawl, looks at the child’s face, and 
pouches the little clenched hand. If we were all as well as 
Orson Jobson, doctoring would be a poor profession 
Ikspectob Quite right, J essie Jobson. Take your ticket, 
Jessie, and pass on , 

And away they go Mormon agent, skilful and quiet, 
hands them on. Mormon agent, skilful and quiet, hands 
next party up 

Ikspectob (reading ticket again).* Susannah Cleverly and 
"William Cleverly Brother and sister, eh ? 

Sister (young woman of business, hustling slow brother) 
Yes, sir , 

Ikbfector. Very good, Susannah Cleverly. Take youi 
ticket, Susannah, and take care of it 
And away they go , , 

Ikspectob (taking ticket again) Sampson Dibble and 
jporothy Dibble (surveying a very old couple over his spec- 
tacles,, with some surprise). Your husband quite blind 
Mrs Dibble 9 , , 


Mbs' Dibble Yes, sir, he lie stone-blind ’ ,, 

Mb. Dibble (addressing the mast) Yes, sir, I be stone- 
blind 

, Ikspectob. That’s a bad job Take your ticket, Mrs 
Dibble, and don't lose it, and pas 3 on. 

Doctor taps Mr Dibble on the eyebrow with his forefinger 
ana away they go , . 6 

' Inspector (taking ticket again) Anastatia Weedle 
. tatia. (a pretty girl, m a bright Garibaldi, this morn- 
ing elected by umveisal suffrage the Beauty of the Shin) 
inat is me, sir 

Inspector. Going alone, Anastatia 9 
Akastatia (shaking her curls) I am with Mrs Jobson 
^ir but I ve got separated for the moment ’ 

°^* You are with the Jobsons? Quite richt 
Tlmtll do Miss Weedle Don’t lose your ticket ^ 

her and ^In 8 ° eS ’ 1 ' )0mS J ollSons who are waiting for 

tol l i° 0pS J and Ws Bn gliam Jobson-who appears 

mot y T 8f ° r ?“ pur P ose > ^ ivem?S 
ons nsing twenty, who are looking on Before her ex- 
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tensive skirts have departed from the casks, a decent widow 
stands there with four children, and so the loll goes 

The faces of some of the Welsh people, among whom 
there were many old persons, were certainly the least in- 
telligent Some of these emigrants would ha^e bungled 
sorely, but for the directing hand that was always read^fr* 
The intelligence here was unquestionably of a low order, 
and the heads were of a poor type. Generally the case was 
the reverse. There were many worn faces bearing traces of 
patient poverty and hard work, and there was great steadiness 
of purpose and much undemonstrative self-respect among 
this class A few young men were going singly Several 
girls were going, two or three together These latter I found 
it very difficult to refer back, in my mind, to their re- 
linquished homes and pursuits. Perhaps they were more 
like country milliners, and pupil teachers rather tawdrily 
dressed, than any other classes of young women. I noticed, 
among many little ornaments worn, more than one photo 
graph-brooch of the Princess of Wales, and also of the late 
Prince Consort Some smgle women of from thirty to 
forty, whom one might suppose to be embroiderers, 
straw-bonnet-makers, were obviously going out in quest or 
husbands, as finer ladies go to India. That they had any 
distinct notions of a plurality of husbands or wives, I do not 
believe. To suppose the family groups of whom the majority 
of emigrants were composed, polygamically possessed, would 
be to suppose an absurdity, manifest to any one who saw 
the fathers and mothers. 1 

I should say (I had no means of ascertaining the fact) that 
most familiar lands of handicraft trades were represented 
here. Farm-labourers, shepherds, and the like, had their full 
share of representation, but I doubt if they preponderated 
It was interesting to see how the leading spirit in the family 
circle never failed to show itself, even in the simple process 
of answering to the names as they were called, and checking 
off the owners of the names Sometimes it was the father, 
much oftener the mother, sometimes a quick little girl second^ 
or third in order of seniority It seemed to occur for the 
first time to some heavy fathers, what large families they 
had , and their eyes rolled about, during the calling of the 
list, as if they half misdoubted some other family to have 
been smuggled mto their own Among all the fine handsome 
children, I observed but two with marks upon their necks 
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that weie probably scrofulous. Out of tlie whole number of 
emigrants, but one old woman was tempoianly set aside by 
the doctor, on suspicion of fever , but even she afterwards 
obtained a clean bill of health. 

„ When all had “ passed,” and the afternoon began to wear 
' a black box became visible on deck, which box was m 
charge of certain personages hlso m black, of whom only one 
had the conventional air of an itinerant preacher Tins 
box contained a supply of hymn-books, neatly printed and 
got up, published at Liverpool, and also m London at the 
. “ Latter-Day Saints’ Book Dep&t, 30, Elorence-street ” ’ Some 
copies were handsomely bound , the plainer weie the more 
in request, and many were bought The title ran “ Sacred 
Hymns and Spiritual Songs for the Cliuich of Jesu3 Chnst 
of Lattei-Day Saints ” The Preface, dated Manchester, 1840, 
ran thus '‘The Saints m this country have been very 
desirous for a Hymn Book adapted to their faith and worahip, 
tlitd, they might sing the truth with an understanding lieait, 
ana express their praise joy and gratitude m songs adapted 
to the Lew and Everlasting Covenant In accordance with 
,?jieir wishes, we have selected the following volume, -which 
we hope will prove acceptable until a greatei variety can be 
added With sentiments of high consideration and esteem, 
we subscnbe ourselves your brethren m the Hew and Evei- 

T 5? L G ” y v? ' T ? NG ’ Parley P Phat L Johk 

IS f/T tins book— by no means explanatory to 
mj self of the Hew and Everlasting Covenant, and not at all 
f y hear . fc an understanding one on the subject of 
Wiat mystery— a 1 hymn was sung, winch did not attract any 
great amount of attention, and was supported by a rathe! 
select circle But the choir m the boat was yJL pmX 

CoinetTi lX d th6r6 WaS t0 W been « only the 

Lomet was late m coming on board In the course of 

"i-Zlt M h nZ d,usU r 

f’ le y lull of tea-kettles 

^ ss£i 
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tensive -skirts have departed from the casks, a decent widow 
stands there with four children, and so the roll goes 

The faces of some of the Welsh people, among whom 
there were many old persons, were certainly the least - in- 
telligent. Some of these emigiants would haie bungled 
sorely but for the directing hand that was always read^ 
The intelligence here was unquestionably of a low order, 
and the heads were of a poor type. Generally the case was 
the reverse There were many worn faces bearing traces 61 
patient poverty and hard work, and there was great steadiness 
of purpose and much undemonstrative self-respect among 
this class A few young men were going singly Several 
girls were going, two or three together These latter I found 
it very difficult to refer back, in my mind, to their re 
linquiehed homes and pursuits. Perhaps they were more 
like country milliners, and pupil teachers rather tawdnly 
dressed, than any other classes of young women. I noticed, 
among many little ornaments worn, more than one photo 
graph-brooch of the Princess of Wales, and also of the late 
% Prince Consort Some single women of from thirty to 
forty, whom one might suppose to be embroiderers, 
Btraw-bonnet>makers, were obviously going out m quest or 
husbands, as finer ladies go to India. That they had any 
distinct notions of a plurality of husbands or wives, I do not 
believe To suppose the family groups of whom the majority 
of emigrants were composed, polygamically possessed, u ould 
be to suppose an absurdity, manifest to any one Avho Saw 
the fathers and mothers. 1 

I should say (I had no means of ascertaining the fact) that 
most familiar kinds of handicraft trades weie represented 
here Farm-labourers, shepherds, and the like, had their full 
share of representation, but I doubt if they preponderated 
It was interesting to see how the leading spirit in the family 
circle never failed to show itself, even m the simple process 
of answering to the names as they were called, and checking 
off the owners of the names Sometimes it was the father^, 
much oftener the mother, sometimes a quick little girl second 
or third m order of seniority It seemed to occur for the 
first time to some heavy fathers, what large families they 
had , and their eyes rolled about, during the calling of the 
list, as if they half misdoubted some other family to have 
been smuggled into their own Among all the fine handsome 
children, I observed but two with marks upon their necks 
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that were probably scrofulous. Out of the whole number of 
emigrants, but one old woman was temporarily set aside by 
the doctor, on suspicion of fever; but e\en she afterwards 
obtained a clean bill of health 

When all hod “ passed,” and the afternoon began to weai 
a black box became visible on deck, which box was m 
cliaige of ceitam personages also m black, of whom only one 
had the conventional air of an itinerant preacher This 
box contained a supply of hymn-books, neatly printed and 
got up, published at Liverpool, and also m London at the 
“ Latter-Day Saints’ Book Depdt, 30, Florence-street.” " Some 
copies nere handsomely bound , the plainer weie the more 
in request, and many were bought The title ran “ Sacred 
Hymns and Spuitual Songs for the Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-Day Saints ” The Preface, dated Manchester, 1840, 
ran thus — “The Saints in this country have been very 
desirous for a Hymn Book adapted to their faith and worship, 
that they might sing the truth with an understanding heart, 
and express their praise joy and gratitude in songs adapted 
to the Hen and Everlasting Covenant In accordance with 
$ieir wishes Me have selected the following volume, which 
We hope v ill prove acceptable until a greater variety can be 
added With sentiments of high consideration and esteem, 
ne subscribe ourselves youi biethien in the Hew and Evei- 
lasting Covenant, Brigham Young, Parley P Pratt, John 
Taylor.'' From this book — by no means explanatory to 
myself of the Hew and Everlasting Covenant, and not at all 
making my heart an understanding one on the subject of 
that mystery— a hj ran was sung, winch did not attract any 
great amount of attention, and was supported by a rather 
select circle But the choir in the boat nas lery popular 
and pleasant and there was to have been a Band, only the 
SjfjS " as late in 1 comm S on board In the courae of 

Z ZS'rW T t K1 appeared fro , m shore - m ^rcb of hei 
Si, 1 who run away with the Moimons ” She 

ifii r? f Ver} ; ! i SS1 , stanC0 from the Inspector, but hei daughter 
not found to be on board The Saints did not s ”m t 
particularly interested m finding her 

fl \ e 1 °? 0ck; the galley became full of tea-kettles 
and an agreeable fragrance of tea penaded the shm 

h0t f Uater ' no 111 lut ™ur, 


in 
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the morning, I left her with her tea m full action, and hei 
idle Steam Tug lying by, deputing steam and smoke for the 
time being to the Tea kettles 

I afterwards learned that a Despatch was sent home by 
the cap tarn before he struck out into the wide Atlantic^ 
highly extolling the behaviour of these Emigrants, and tt^7- 
perfect order and propriety of all their social arrangements. 
What is m store for the poor people on the shores of the 
Great Salt Lake, what happy delusions they are labouring 
under now, on what miserable blindness their eyes may be 
opened then, I do not pretend to say But I went on board 
their ship to bear testimony against them if they deserved 
it, as I fully believed they w r ould, to my great astonishment 
they did not deserve it , and my predispositions and ten- 
dencies must not affect me as an honest witness I went 
over the Amazon’s side, feeling it impossible to deny that, 
so far, some remarkable influence had produced a remarkable 
result, which better known influences have often missed 1 


1 After this Uncommercial Journey was printed, I happened to 
mention the experience it describes to Lord Houghton That gentle^ 
man then showed me an article of his writing, in The Edtnlntrgh RemtuZ 
for January, 1862, which is highly remarkable for its philosophical 
and literary research concerning these Latter Day Saints. I find in 
it the following sentences -“The Select Committee of the House of 
Commons on emigrant ships for 1854 summoned the Mormon agent 
and passenger-broker before it, and came to the conclusion that no 
ships under the provisions of the ‘ Passengers Act’ could be depended 
upon for comfort and security in the same degree as those under hjs 
administration The Mormon ship 19 a Family under strong and 
accepted discipline, with every provision for comfort, decorum, and 
internal peace” 5 } 
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THE CITY OF THE ABSENT 

Whek I think I deserve particularly well of myself, and 
have earned the nght to enjoy a httle treat, I stroll from 
Covent-garden into the City of London, after business-hours 
there, on a Saturday, or — better yet — on a Sunday, and roam 
about its deserted nooks and corners It is necessary to the 
full enjoyment of these journeys that they should be made m 
summer-time, for then the retired spots that I love to haunt, 
are at their idlest and dullest A gentle fall of rain is not 
objectionable, and a warm mist sets off my faiounte retreats 
to decided advantage 

Among these, City Churchyaids hold a high place Such 
strange chuicliynrds hide m the City of London , churchyaids 
sometimes so ontiiely detached from chuiches, always so 
pressed upon by houses so small, so rank, so silent, so for- 
gotten, except by the feiv people V ho ever look down into 
them from their smoky window s. As I stand peeping 
m through the iron gates and rails, I can peel the rusty 
metal off, hke bark from an old tree The illegible tomb- 
stones are all lop sided, the grave-mounds lost their shape m 
the rains of a hundred years ago, the Lombardy Poplar or 
Plane-Tree that was once a drysaltery daughter and several 
common-eouncilmen, lias withered like those worthies, and its 
departed leaves are dust beneath it Contagion of slow rum 
overhangs the place The discoloured tiled roofs of the 
environing buildings stand so awry, that they can hardly he 
^proof against any stress of weather Old ciazy stneks of 
chimneys seem to look down as they oierhang, dubiously 
calculating how far they will have to fall In an angle of 
t v ' a ** s ’ was once the tool-house of the grave-digger 
cam* nfnffT ^ t ^ dst °° l3 ^ and spouts for 

o/frloifwit ie ff 11 t , ie , encora P as 9mg gables, broken 

and 52 * ?, t £ >r old ] ^ d lon e a fi°. n °w let the ram dnp 
and splash ns it list, upon the weedy earth. Sometimes there 
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is a rusty pump somewheie near, and, as I look m at the 
rails and meditate, I hear it working under an unknown 
hand with a creaking protest as though the departed m the 
churchyard urged, “ Let us he here in peace , don’t suck us 
up and drink us 1 ” 

One of my best belo\ed churchyards, I call the churchyard^', 
of Saint Ghastly Gnm , touching what men in general call 
it, I have no information It lies at the heart of the City, 
and the Blackwall Railway shneks at it daily It is a small 
small churchyard, with a ferocious strong spiked iron gate, 
like a jail This gate is ornamented with skulls and cross 
bones larger than the life, wrought in stone , but it likewise 
came into the mind of Saint Ghastly Gnm, that to stick iron 
spikes a-top of the stone skulls, as though they were impaled, 
would be a pleasant device Therefore the skulls. grin aloft 
horribly, thrust through and through with iron spears 
Hence, there is attraction of repulsion for me in Saint Ghastly 
Grim, and, having often contemplated it in the daylight and 
the dark, I once felt drawn towaids it m a thunderstorm at 
midnight. “ Why not ? ” I said, in self-excuse ‘ * I have been 
to see the Colosseum by the light of the moon , is it worse to 
go to see Saint Ghastly Grim by the light of the lightning ? ” 

I repaired to the Saint in a hackney cab, and found the 
skulls most effective, having the air of a public execution, 
and seeming, as the lightning flashed, to wink and grin with 
the pam of the spikes Havmg no other person to whom to 
impart my satisfaction, I communicated it to the driver So 
far from being responsive, he surveyed me-he was naturallv 
a bottle-nosed, red faced man— with a blanched countenance 
And as he drove me back, he ever and again glanced in ovei 
his shoulder through the little front window of his carnage 
“ ““trusting that I was a fare ongmally from a grave ir 
the churchyard of Saint Ghastly Gnm, who might have flittec 
home again without paying 

Sometimes, the queer Hall of some queer Company, give 
upon a churchyard such as this, and, when the lively dine 
you may hear them (if you are looking in through the iror 
rmls, which you never are when I am) toasting their own 
Worshipful prospenty Sometimes, a wholesale house of 
business, requiring much room for stowage, will occupy one 
or two or even all three sides of the enclosing space, ami the 
backs of bales of goods will lumber up the windows, as if 
they were holding some crowded trade-meeting of them- 
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selves witlnn Sometimes, ' the commanding windows are 
all blank, and show no more sign of life than the graves 
below — not so much, for they tell of what once upon a tune 
was life undoubtedly. Such was the surrounding of one 
City churchyard that I saw last summer, on a Volunteering 
^Sjtturday evening towards eight of the clock, when with, 
astonishment I beheld an old old man and an old old woman 
m it, making hay Yes, of all occupations in this world, 
making hay 1 It was a very confined patch of churchyard 
lying between Gracechurcli-street and the Tower, capable of 
yielding, say an npronful of liny By what means the old 
old man and woman had got into it, with an almost tooth- 
less hay-making rake, I could not fathom No open window 
was within wow ; no window at all was within view, suffi- 
ciently near the ground to have enabled their old legs to 
descend from it ; the rusty churchyard-gate was locked, the 
mouldy church was locked. Gravely among the graves, 
they made hay, all alone by themseh es. They looked like 
Time and Ins wife There was but the one rake between 
them, and they both had hold of it m a pastorally-loving 
v-^ianner, ar »d there was hay on the old woman’s black 
bonnet, as if the old man had lecently been playful. The 
old man was quite an obsolete old man, in knee-breeches and 
coarse grey stockings, and the old woman wore mittens like 
unto his stockings in texture and in colour. They took no 
heod of me as I looked on, unable to account for them. The 
old woman was much too bright for a pew-opener, the old 
man much too meek for a beadle On an old tombstone in 
the foreground between me and them, were two cherubim , 
but for those celestial embellishments being represented as 
having no possible use for knee-breeches, stockings, or mit- 
tens, I should have compared them with the hay-makers. 

but tlmft a 1 ! kOTeSS ‘ \ cou ghed and awoke tlie echoes^ 

^th a iTJ' ma! T r er 00ked afc me Th *> r us ed the rake 
with a measured action, drawing the scanty crop towards 

- J ‘T V‘» d f* 1 was & ui io leave them under three IZZ 

° dat M ng ** S™ vel y S l the 

Si I iSTKr 1 
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graceful uniform under which English Chanty delights to 
hide herself— and they were overgrown, and their legs (his 
legs at least, for I am modestly incompetent to speak of 
hers) were as much in the wrong as mere passive weakness 
of character can render legs O it was a leaden churchyard, 
hut no doubt a golden ground to those young persons I 
first saw them on a Saturday evening, and, perceiving from 
their occupation that Saturday evening was their trystmg- 
time, I returned that evemng se’nmght, and renewed the 
contemplation of them. They came there to shake the hits 
of matting which were spread m the church aisles, and they 
afterwards rolled them up, he lolling his end, she rolling 
hers, until they met, and over the two once divided now 
united rolls — sweet emblem 1 — gave and received a chaste 
salute. It was so refreshing to find one of my faded church- 
yards bloommg into flower thus, that I returned a second 
tame, and a third, and ultimately this befell — They had 
left the church door open, in their dusting and arranging 
Walking in to look at the church, I became aware, by the 
dim light, of him in the pulpit, of her in the reading- 
desk, of him looking down, of her looking up, exchanging- 
tender discourse. Immediately both dived, and became a? 
it were non-existent on this sphere. With an assumption of 
innocence I turned to leave the sacied edifice, when an obese 
form stood in the portal, pufiily demanding Joseph or in 
default of Joseph, Celia Taking this monster by the 
sleeve, and luring him forth on pretence of showing him 
whom he sought, I gave time for the emergence of Joseph 
and Celia, who presently came towards ub m the church 
yanl, bending undei dusty matting, a pictuie of thriving 
and unconscious industry It would be superfluous to hint 
that I have ever since deemed this the proudest passage in 
my fife 

But such instances, or any tokens of vitality, are rare 
indeed in my City churchyards. A few sparrows occasion- 
ally try to raise a hvely chirrup in their solitary tree— 
perhaps, as taking a different view of worms from thaiT' 
entertained by humanity— but they are flat and hoarse of 
vcuce like the clerk the organ, the bell, the clergyman, and 
all the rest of the Church-works when they are wound up 
for Sunday Caged larks, thrushes, or blackbirds, hanging 
in neighbouring courts, pour forth their strains passionately, 
as scenting the tree, trying to break out, and see leaves agam 
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before they die, but their eong is Willow, Willow— of a 
churchyard cast So little light lives inside the churches of 
my churchyards, "when the two are co-existent, that it is 
often only by an accident and after long acquaintance uiat 
X discover their having stained glass in some odd window 
£he westering sun slants into the churchyard by some 
unwonted entry, a few prismatic tears drop on an old tomb- 
stone, and a window that I thought was only dirty, is for 
the moment all bejewelled Then the light passes and the 
colours die Though even then, if theie be 100m enough 
for me to fall back so far as that I can gaze up to the top of 
the Church Tower, I see the rusty vane new burnished, and 
seeming to look out with a joyful flash over the sea of smoke 
at the distant shore of country 

Blinking old men who are let out of workhouses by the 
hour, have a tendency to sit on hits of coping stone in these 
churchyards, leaning with both hands on their sticks and 
asthmatically gasping The more depressed class of beggars 
too, bring hither broken meats, and munch. I am on 
nodding terms with a meditative turncock who lingers in 
-vj>ne of them, and whom I suspect of a turn for poetry , the 
rather, as he looks out of temper when he gives the fire- 
plug a disparaging wnench with that large tuning-fork of 
Ins which would wear out the shoulder of Ins coat, but for 
a precautionary piece of inlaid leather Fire-ladders, which 
I am satisfied nobody knows anything about, and the keys 
of which were lost m ancient times, moulder away m the 
larger churchyards, under eaves like wooden eyebrows , 
and so removed are those corners from the haunts of men 
and boys, that once on a fifth of November I found a 
“ Guy ” trusted to take care of himself there, while his pro- 
prietors had gone to dinner Of the expression of his face 
I cannot report, because it was turned to the wall , but his 
shrugged shoulders lind his ten extended fingers, appeared 
to denote that he had moralised m his little straw cliair on 
— ithe mystery of mortality until he gave it up as a had job 
You do not come upon these churchyards violently , there 
arc shades of transition m the neighbourhood An anti- 
quated new's shop, or barbeFs shop apparently bereft of 
customers in the earlier days of George the Third would 
vrarn me to look out for one, if any discoveries in this respect 
were left for mo to make. Avery quiet court, m combina- 
tion with an unaccountable dyers and scourer’s, w-ould 
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prepare me for a churchyard An exceedingly retiring 
public house, with a bagatelle-board shadily visible m a 
sawdusty parloui shaped like an omnibus, and with a, shelf 
of punch-bowls m the bar, would apprise rue that I stood 
near consecrated ground, A “ Dairy,” exhibiting in its^ 
modest window one very little milk-can and three eggv 
would suggest to me the certainty of finding the poultry 
hard by, pecking at my forefathers. I first inferred the 
vicinity of Samt Ghastly Grim, from a certain air of extra 
repose and gloom pervading a vast stack of warehouses 
Prom the hush of these places, it is congenial to pass into 
the hushed resorts of business Down the lanes I like to see 
the carts and waggons huddled together m repose, the 
cranes idle, and the uaiehouses shut Pausing m the alleys 
behind the closed Banks of mighty Lombard street, it gives 
one as good as a rich feeling to think of the broad counters 
with a nm along the edge, made for telling money out on, 
the scales for weighing precious metals, the ponderous 
ledgers, and, above all, the bright copper shovels for shovel 
ling gold When I draw money, it never seems so much 
money as when it is shovelled at me out of a bright coppei^ 
siioieL I like to say, “In gold,” and to see seven pounds 
musically pouring out of the shovel, like seventy , the Bank 
appealing to remark to me — I italicise appearing — .“if you 
want more of this yellow earth, we keep it in barrows at 
your service.” To think of the banker’s clerk with his deft 
finger turning the cusp edges of the Hundred-Pound Notes 
he has taken m a fat roll out of a drawer, is again to heat 
the rustling of that delicious south-cash wmd “ How will 
you haie it?” I once heard this usual question asked at 
a Bank Counter of an elderly female, habited in mourning 
and steeped in simplicity, who answered, open-eyed, crook- 
fingered, laughing with expectation, “ Anyhow I ” Calling 
these things to mind as I stroll amongfthe Bonks, I wonder 
whether the other solitary Sunday man I pass, has designs 
upon the Banks Por the interest and mystery of the 
matter, I almost hope he may have, and that his confederate 
may be at this moment taking impressions of the keys of 
tbe iron closets m wax, and that a delightful lobbery may be 
in course of transaction About College-hill, Mai L-lane, and 
so on towards the Tom er, and Dockward, the deserted wine- 
merchants’ cellars are fine subjects for consideration, but 
the deserted money-cellars of the Bankers, and their plate- 
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cellars, and their jewel-cellars, what subterranean 1 regions of 
the Wonderful Lamp are these ! ' And again • possibly 
some shoeless boy in rags passed through this stieet yester- 
day, for whom it is reserved to be a Banker in the fulness 
of time, and to be surpassing rich Such reverses have 
'*yeen, since the days of Whittington , and were, long before, 
I wknt to know whether the hoy has any foreglittenng 
of that glittering fortune now, when he treads these stones, 
hungry. Much os I also want to know whether the next 
man to he hanged at Newgate yonder, had any suspicion 
upon him that he was moving steadily towards that fate, 
when he talked so much 1 about the last tuan who paid the 
same great debt at the Same small Debtors’ Door. 

Where are all the people who on busy working-days per- 
vade these scenes 9 The locomotive banker’s clCik, who 
carries a black portfolio chained to him by a chain of steel, 
where is he ? Does he go to bed with his chain on — to 
church with his chain on— or does he lay it by 9 ’And if he 
lays it by, what becomes of his portfolio when he is un- 
chained for a holiday? The wastepaper baskets of these 
j^Iosed counting-houses would let me into many hints of 
business matters if I had the exploration of them , and what 
secrets of the heart should I discover on the “ pads ” of the 
young clerks— the sheets of cartridge-paper and blottmg-papex 
interposed between their writing and their desks ' Pads are 
taken into confidence on the tenderest occasions, and often- 
times when I have made a business visit, and have sent m 
my name from the outer office, have I had it forced on my 
discursive notice that the officiating young gentleman has 
over and over again inscribed Amelia, in ink of -various 
dates, on comers of his pad Indeed, the pad may be 
regarded as the legitimate modem successoi of the old forest- 

forest n!nre??h th v 6 yt T g km S hts (haviT1 & no attainable 

tS AftlV” 51 GngraVe the names of their mis ‘ 

After all, it is a more satisfactory process than 
-Ctn-rng, and can 1 m oftener repeated So Murts“ 

to Wl™i‘ y res f " 6 courts of Love Omnipotent (I rejoice 

wart ^ look A "<i tom is G,™ 

m lj °]ted and shnttered hard and fast ’ It is possible to 

a h^ffield^itTnSsin^ sand '7 lches i ™ & back in 
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able to pursue the^Pn^y 0 ^ ^agination is un- 

pUtEue the men wboTvait at Garmyay’s all the week 
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for the men who never come When they are forcibly put 
out of Gar r away ’e on Saturday night — which they must be, 
for they never would go out of their own accord — where do 
they vanish until Monday morning ? On the first Sunday 
that I ever strayed here, I expected to find them hovering 
about these lanes, like restless ghosts, and trying to 
into Garraway’s through chinks in the shutters, if nS 
endeavouring to turn the lock of the door with false keys, 
picks, and screw-drivers But the wonder is, that they go 
clean away 1 And now I think of it, the wondei is, that 
every working-day pervader of these scenes goes clean away 
The man who sells the dogs’ collars and the little toy coal- 
scuttles, feels under as great an obligation to go afai off, 
as Glyn and Co , or Smith, Payne^ and Smith There is an 
old monastery-crypt undei Garraway’s (I have been in it 
among the port wine), and perhaps Garraway’s, taking pity 
on the mouldy men who wait m ite public-room all their 
lives, gives them cool house room down there over Sundays , 
but the catacombs of Paris would not be large enough to 
hold the rest of the missing This characteristic of-London 
City greatly helps its being the quaint place it is m theyy 
weekly pause of business, and greatly helps my Sunday sen> 
sation m it of being the Last Man. In my solitude, the 
ticket porters being all gone with the rest, I venture to 
breathe to the quiet bncks and stones my confidential Won- 
derment why a ticket-porter, who never does any work with 
his hands, is hound to wear a white apion, and why a great 
Ecclesiastical Dignitary, who never does any work with his 
hands either, is equally bound to wear a black one 
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AN OLD STAGE-COACHING HOH8E 

Before the waitress bad shut the dooi, I had 'forgotten how 
'many stage-coaches she said used to ' change horses in the 
town every day But it was of little moment, any high 
number would do as well' as another It had been a great 
stnge coaching town m the great stage-coaching' times, and 
the ruthless railways had hilled and bulled 'it 

The sign of the house was the Dolphin’s Head. Why only 
head, I don’t know , for the Dolphin’s effigy at full length, 
and upside down — ns a Dolphin is always bound to be when 
artistically treated, though I suppose he is sometimes right 
-^ide upw fil'd in his natural condition — graced the sign-board 
The sign-board chafed its rusty hooks outside the bow-window 
of my room, and was a shabby w ork. Ho visitor could have 
-denied that the Dolphin was dying by inches, but he showed 
no bright colours He had 'once served another master , 
there was a newer streak: of ptnnt below him, displaying with 
inconsistent freshness the legend, By J Mellows 

My door opened again, and J. Mellow s's representative 
came back I had asked her w hat I could hnvfe for dinner, 
and she now returned with the counter question, what would 
' I like ’ 5 As the Dolphin stood possessed of nothing that I 
do like, I was fain to yield to the suggestion of a duck, 
which I don’t like. J Mellows’s representative was a mourn- 
ful young womnii, with one eye susceptible of guidance, and 
one uncontrollable eye , which latter, seeming to wander m 
rL - quest of stage-coaches, deepened the melancholy m which the 
Dolphin was steeped 

Tins young woman had but shut the door on retiring again 
"hen I bethought me of adding to my order, the words, 
“with nice vegetables ” Looking out at the door to give 
them emphatic utterance, I found her already in a state of 
pensive catalepsy in the deserted gallery, picking her teeth 
"ith a pm. 
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At the Railway^Stfttion seven miles off, I had been the 
suhiect of wonder when I ordered a fly m which to come 
here. And when I gave the direction “ To the Dolphins 
Head ” I had observed an ominous stare on the countenance 
of the strong young man m velveteen, who was the platform 
servant of the Company He had also called to my dnv 
at parting, “ All n-ight > Don't hang yourself when you 
eet there, Geo-o-rge ' ” m a sai castic tone, for which I had 
entertained some transitory thoughts of reporting him to the 


General Manager , 0 

I had no business in the town — I never have any business 
in any town— but I had been caught by the fancy that I 
would come and look at it in its degeneracy My purpose 
was fitly inaugurated by the Dolphin’s Head, which every 
where expressed past coachf illness and present coachlessness 
Coloured prints of coaches, starting, arriving, changing horses, 
coaches in the sunshine, coaches in the snow, coaches in the 
wind, coaches m the mist and rain, coaches on the King’s 
birthday, coaches in all circumstances compatible with their 
tnumph and victory, but never in the act of breaking down 
or overturning, pervaded the house. Of these works of Brfc-- 
some, framed and not glazed, had holes m them , the varnish 
of others had become so brown and cracked, that they looked 
like overdone pie-crust , the designs of others were almost 
obliterated by the files of many summers Broken glassed 
damaged frames, lop-sided hanging, and consignment of in- 
curable cripples to places of refuge in dark corners, attested 
the desolation of the rest. The old room on the ground floor 
where the passengers of the Highflyer used to dine, had 
nothing m it but a wretched show of twigs and flower-pots 
in the broad window to bide the nakedness of the land, and 
in a corner little Mellows’s perambulator, f with even its 
parasol-head turned despondently to the wall The other 
room, where post horse company used to wait while relays 
were getting ready down the yard, still held its ground, but 
was as airless as I conceive a hearse to be insomuch that 
Mr Pitt, hanging high against the partition (with spots on 
him like port wine, though it is mysterious how port wine 
ever got squirted up there), had good reason for perking his 
nose and sniffing The stopperless cruets on the spindle- 
shanked sideboard were in a miserably dejected state the 
anchovy sauce having turned blue some years ago, and the 
cayenne pepper (with a scoop m it like a small model of 



CHANGES IN THE TOWN 


a wooden leg) having turned solid The old fraudulent 
candles -which were always being paid for and never used, 
were burnt out at last , but their tall stilts of candlesticks 
still lingered, and still outraged the human intellect by pre- 
tending to be silver The mouldy old unreformed Borough 
afember. with his light hand buttoned up in the breast of 
his -coat, and his back chaiactenstically turned on bales 
of petitions from his constituents,, was there too , and the 
poker which nevei had been among the fire-irons, lest 
post-horse company should overstir the fire, was not 'there, 
as of old 

Pursuing my leseaiches in the Dolphin’s Head, I found it 
sorely slirunken When J» Mellows came into possession, he 
had walled off half the bar, which was now a tobacco-shop 
with its own entrance in the yard — the once glorious yard 
where the postboys, whip in hand and always buttoning 
their w aistcoats at the last moment, used to come running 
forth to mount and an ay A “ Scientific Shoemg-Smitli and 
Veterinary Surgeon,” had furtliei encroached upon the yard , 
and a grimly satirical Jobber, who announced himself as 
V .aving to Let “A neat one-horse fly, and a one-horse cart,” 
had established his business, himself, and his family, in a part 
of the extensile stables. Another part was lopped clean off 
from the Dolphin’s Head, and now comprised a chapel a 
wheelwright s, and a Young Men’s Mutual Improvement and 
Discussion Society fin a loft) the whole forming a back lane 
ho audacious hand had plucked donn the vane from the 
cenli a 1 cupola of the stables, but it had groim rusty and 
stuck at h Nil while the score or two of pigeons that 
remained true to their ancestral traditions and the place 
had collected in a low on the roof-ndge of the only out- 
house retained by the Dolphin, where all the inside pigeons 
tiled to push the outside pigeon off This I accepted ns 

time& matlCal ° f th ° shuggle for P ost ^d place m railway 

^,,n JlU S ten 1 nS forth into the town b > of the covered and 
ind* sKlTwi 06 10 tHe D 1 ol , phm ’ s Yard - once redolent of soup 
street Tf ’ ^ d ° lent of must y disuse, I paced the 
n day, and the little sun-blinds of the 
. ^ , x a drawn dou n, and the more enterpnsinc trades- 

Soul 1 , „; d ^r 3 th T^ enti r t0 trickle waSTtfie pav^ 
had bJr^!m nS \° front «ge It looked as if they 
adding fears for the stage-coaches, and drying 
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their ineffectual pocket-handkerchiefs Such weakness would 
have been excusable , for business was— as one dejected pork- 
man who kept a shop which refused to reciprocate the com- 
pliment by keeping him, informed me — “bitter bad.” Most 
of the harness makers and corn-dealers were gone the way of 
the coaches, but it was a pleasant recognition of the etern^ 
procession of Children down that old original steep Incline, 
the Valley of the Shadow, that those tradesmen were mostly 
succeeded by vendors of sweetmeats and cheap toys. The 
opposition house to the Dolphin, once famous as the ISew 
White Hart, had long collapsed In a fit of abject depression, 
it had cast whitewash on its windows, and boarded up its 
front door, and reduced itself to a side entrance , but even 
that had proved a world too wide foi the Literary Institu- 
tion which had been its kst phase , for the Institution had 
collapsed too, and of the/ ambitious letters of its inscription 
on the White Hart's front, all had fallen off but these 

L Y INS T 

—suggestive of Lamentably Insolvent As to the neighbour- 
ing market-place, it seemed to have wholly mlmquishe£t~ 
marketing to the dealer m crockery whose pots and panfer 
straggled half across it, and to the Cheap Jack who sat with 
folded arms on the shafts of his cart, superciliously gazing 
around , hrs velveteen waistcoat, evidently harbouring grave 
doubts whether it was worth his while to stay a night m 
such a place 

The church bells began to ring as I left this spot, but 
they by no means impioved the case, for they said, in a 
petulant "way, and spending with some difficulty in their irrita- 
tion, What’s be come-of the coach es 1 ” Nor would they 
(I found on listening) ever vary their emphasis, save in 
respect of growing more sharp and vexed, but invariably 
went on, “ WHAT’s-be-come-of the coach-Es I ’’—always be- 
ginning the inquiry with an uupohte abruptness Perhaps 
from their elevation they saw the railway, and it aggravated— 
them ^ 

Coming upon a coachmaker’s workshop, I began to look 
about me with a revived spirit, thinking that perchance I 
might behold there some remains of the old times of the 
town’s greatness. There was only one man at work— a dry 
man, grizzled, and far advanced in years, but tall and upnght, 
who, becoming aware of me looking on, straightened his 
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back, pushed up bis spectacles against his brown-paper cap, 
and appeared inclined to defy me To whom I pacifically 
said • 

“ Good day, sir 1 ” 
u What 9 ” said ha 
u Good day, sir,” 

He seemed to consider about that, and not to agree with 
me — “ Was you a looking for anything?” he then asked, in 
a pointed manner 

44 1 was uondenng whether there happened to be any 
fragment of an old stage-coach here.” 

44 Is that all ? ” 

44 That's all * 

“No, there ain't ” 

It was now my turn to say u Oh f ” and I said it Not 
another word did the dry and grizzled man say, but bent to 
his work again In the coach-making days, the conch-painters 
had tried their brushes on a post beside him , and quite a 
Calendar of departed glories was to lie read upon it, m blue 
and yellow and red and green, some inches thick. Presently 
-\e looked up again 

" You seem to have a deal of time on your hands ” was 
his querulous remark 
I admitted the fact 

u I think it's n pity you was not brought up to something,” 
said lie, 

I said I thought so too. 

Appearing to be informed with an idea, he laid down his 
plane {for it v, as a plane he was at work with), pushed up 
his spectacles again, and came to the door. 

" Would a po-shnv do for you ? ” he asked. 
u I am not sure that I understand what you mean ” 
“Would a po-shay,” said the coachmaker standing close 
before me, and folding lus arms m the mannei of a cross- 
examining counsel — u would a po-shay meet the views you 
.^ave expressed 9 Yes, or no 
~ “Yes” 

“Then you keep straight along down there till you see 
one You'll see one if you go fur enough.” 

With that, he turned me by the shoulder in the direction 
I w as to take, and went m and resumed his work against 
a background of leaves and grapes For, although he was a 
soured man and n discontented, his workshop was that agree- 
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able mixture of town and country, street and garden, which 

is often to be seen in a small English town 

I v, ent the way he had turned me, and I came to the .beer- 
shop with the sign of The Flint and Last, and was out of 
the town on the old London road X came to the Turnpike 
and I found it, in its silent way, eloquent respecting 
change that had fallen- on the road The Turnpike house 
was all overgrown with ivy, and the Turnpike-keeper, nnabie 
to get a living out of the tolls, plied the trade of a cobbler 
Not only that, but ins wife sold ginger-beer, and, in the 
very window of espial through which the Toll-takers of old 
times used with awe to behold the grand London coaches 
coming on. at a gallop, exhibited for sale little barber’s poles 
of sweetstufF in a sticky lantern 

The political economy of the master of the turnpike thus 


expressed itself 

“ How goes turnpike business, master ? 9 * said I to him, as 
he sat in his little porch, repairing a shoe. 

“ It don’t go at all, master,” said he to me “It’s stopped*” 

“ That’s bad,” said L _ 

“ Bad? ” he repeated And he pointed to one of his suryj' 
burnt dusty cluldien who was climbing the tumpikerg&te, 
and said, extending his open right hand in remonstrance with 
Universal Nature li Five on ’em I ” 

u But how to impiove Turnpike business ?” said I 
u There’s a way, master,” said lie, with the air of one who 
had thought deeply on the subject ' 

w I should like to know it ” 

u Lay a toll on everything as comes through , lay a toll 
on n alhers Lay another toll on e\ erythmg as don’t come 
through , lay a toll on them as stops at home ” 

“ Would the last remedy be fair ? ” 

Fair ? Them as stops at home, could come through if 
the}" liked , couldn’t they ? ” 

“ Say they could ” 

“ Toll ’em If they don’t come through, it’s ihen look out^~ 
Anyways, — Toll ’em ! ” J 

Finding it was as impossible to argue with this financial 
genius as if he had been Chancellor of the Exchequer, and 
consequently the nght man in the right place, I passed on 
meekly , 

]\Iy mind qon began to nnsgne me that the disappointed 
coaclunaker had sent me on a Wild goose errand, and that 
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THE STO^E-BREAKER 

there was no post-chaise m those parts But coming w itlnn 
view of certain allotment-gardens by the roadside, I retracted 
the suspicion, and confessed that I had done him an injustice 
For, there X saw, surely, the poorest superannuated post- 
chaise left on eaitli 

^ It was n post-chaise taken off its axletree and wheels, and 
plumped down on the clayey soil among a ragged growth of 
vegetables It was a post-chaise not even set straight npon 
the ground, but tilted over as if it had fallen out of a' 
balloon It was a post-chaise that had been a long time m 
those decayed circumstances, and against which scarlet beans 
'were trained It was a pcfet-ehaise patched and mended with 
old tea-trays, or with scraps of non that looked like them, 
and boarded up as to the windows, but having a knocker 
on the off-side door Whether it was a post-chaise used as 
tool-house, summer-house, or dwelling-house, I could not 
discover, for there was nobody at home at the post-chaise 
when I knocked ; but it was certainly used for something, 
and locked up In the wonder of this discovery, I talked 
round and round the post-chaise many times, and sat down 
„ ~\>y the post-chaise, waiting for further elucidation None 
'came. At last, I made my way back to the old London road 
by the further end of the allotment-gardens, and conse- 
quently at a point beyond that from which I had diverged 
I had to scramble through a hedge and down a steep bank, 
and I nearly came down a top of a little spare man who sat 
breaking stones by the roadside 

He stayed his hammer, and said, regarding me mysteriously 
through his dark goggles of wire 

“ Are you aware, sir, that you've been trespassing ? 99 
“I turned out of the way 9 said I, in explanation, “to 
look at that odd post-chaise Do you happen to know any- 
thing about it ? ” , 

“I know it was many a year upon the road/’ said he 
“So I supposed Do you know to whom it belongs ? ” 
The stone-breaker bent Ins brows and goggles over his 
heap of stones, as if he were considering whether he should 
answer the question or not Then, raising his barred eyes 
to my features as before, he said . 

“Tome” 

Being quite unprepared for the ieply, I received it with 
a sufficiently awkward “ Indeed f Dear me I ’ Presently I 
added, “Do you - f I was going to say “live there,” but 
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it seemed so absiird a question, that I substituted “live near 

The stone-breaker, who had not broken a fragment since 
began to converse, then did as follows He raised himself 
by poising his finger on his hammer, and took his coat, on 
which he had been seated, over his anrn He then bacic<^ 
to an easier part of the bank than that by which I had 
come down, keeping his dark goggles silently upon me all 
the time, and then shouldered his hammer, suddenly turned, 
ascended, and was gone His face was so small, and Ins 
goggles were bo large, that he left me wholly uninformed as 
to his countenance , but he left me a profound impression 
that the curved legs I had seen from behind as he vanished, 
were the legs of an old postboy It was not until then that 
I noticed he had been working by a grass grown milestone, 
which looked like a tombstone erected over the grave of 


the London road 

My dinner-hour being close at hand, I had no leisure to 
pursue the goggles or the subject then, but made my way 
back to the Dolphin’s Head In the gateway I found 
J Mellows, looking at nothing, and apparently experiencing' 
that it failed to raise his spirits 

u I don t care for the town/’ said J Mellows, when I com 
phmented him on the sanitary advantages it may or may 
not possess , “ I wish I had never seen the town f " 
a You don’t belong to it, Mr Mellows ? ” 
u Belong to it 1 ” repeated Mellows “ If I didnT belong to 
a better style of town than this, I’d take and drown myself 
in a paiL” It then occurred to me that Mellows, having so 
little to do, was habitually thrown back on his internal 
resources — by which I mean the Dolphin’s cellar 

“What we want,” said Mellows, pulling off his hat, and 
making as if he emptied it of the last load of Disgust that 
had exuded from his brain, before he put it on again for 
another load , u what we want, is a Branch The Petition 
for the Branch Bill is m the coffee-room Would you puk 
your name to it ? Every little helps.” 

I found the document in question stretched out flat on 
the coffee-room table by the aid of certain weights from the 
kitchen, and I gave it the additional weight of my un- 
commercial signature. To the best of my belief, I bound 
myself to the modest statement that universal traffic, happi- 
ness, prosperity, and civilisation, together with unbounded 
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national triumph in competition with the foreigner, would 
infallibly flow from the Branch. 

Having achieved this constitutional feat, I ashed Mr Mel- 
lows if he could grace my dmnei with a pint of good wine 9 
Mr Mellows thus replied . 

“If I couldn’t give you a pint of good wine, I’d— there’ 
— I’d take and drown myself in a paiL But I was deceived 
when I bought this business, and the stock was higgledy- 
piggledy, and *1 haven’t yet tasted my way quite through it 
with a view to sorting it Therefore, if you older one kind 
and get another, change till it comes right For what,” said 
Mellows, unloading his hat as before, “ what w ould you or 
any gentlemnn do, if you ordered one kind of wine and was 
required to dnnk another? Why, you’d (and naturally and 
properly, having the feelings of a gentleman), you’d take and 
drown yourself m a pail ! ” 
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THE BOILED BEEF OF NEW ENGLAND 

The shabbmess of our English capital, as compared With 
Pans, Bordeaux, Frankfort, Milan, Geneva — almost any 
important town on the continent of Europe — I find very 
staking aftei an absence of any duration m foreign parts 
London is shabby in contrast with Edinburgh, with Abei- 
deen, with E\etei, with Liverpool, with a bright little town 
like Bury St Edmunds London is shabby m contrast with 
New York, with Boston, with Philadelphia. In detail, one 
would say it can rarely fail to be a disappointing piece of 
shabbmess to a stranger from any of those places. There 
is nothing shabbier than Drury-lane, in Rome itselfi Thfc 
meanness of Regent street, set against the great line of 
Boulevards in Pans, is as striking as the abortive ugliness 
of Trafalgai -square, set against the gallant beauty of the 
Place de la Concorde London is shabby by daylight, and 
shabbier by gaslight, No Englishman knows what gas- 
light is, until he sees the Rue de Rivoh and the Palais 
Royal after daik 

The mass of London people are shabby The absence of 
distmctne dress has, no doubt, something to do with it 
The porters of the Vintners 7 Company, the draymen, and 
the butchers, are about the only people who wear distinctive 
dresses , and even these do notv* ear them on holidays We 
liave nothing which for cheapness, cleanliness, convenience, 
or picturesqueness, can compare with the belted blouse As 
to our women , — next Easter or Whitsuntide, look at the 
bonnets at the British Museum or the National Gallery, and 
think of the pretty white French cap, the Spanish mantilla, 
or the Genoese mezzero. 

Probably there are not more second-hand clothes sold in 
London than m Pans, and yet the mass of the London 
population have a second-hand look which is not to be 
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detected on the mass of the Parisian population. I think 
this is mainly because a Parisian workman does not m the 
least trouble himself about what is worn by a Parisian idler, 
but dresses in the way of his own class, and for his own 
comfort In London, on the contrary, the fashions descend , 
3id you never fully know liow inconvenient or ridiculous 
n fashion is, until you see it in its last descent It was but 
the other day, 6 on a race-course, that I observed four people 
in a barouche deriving great entertainment from the con- 
templation of four people on foot The four people on foot 
were two young men and two young women , the four 
people m the barouche were two young men and tw 0 young 
women. The four young women were dressed m exactly 
the same style , the four young men were di essed m exactly 
the same style Tet the two couples on m heels were as 
much amused by the two couples on foot, as if they were 
quite unconscious of having themselves set those fashions, 
or of being at that very moment engaged m the display 
of them 


I s only in the matter of clothes that fashion descends 
^lere m London — and consequently in England — and thence 
sliabbmess arises ? Let us think a little, and be just. The 
“ ■Black Country ” round about Birmingham, is a very black 
count n ; but is it qUite as black os it has been lately 
painted 9 An appalling 1 accident happened at the People’s 
Park near Birmingham, this last July, w hen it was crowded 
with people from the Black Countiy— an appalling accident 
consequent on a Bliamefully dangerous exhibition Did the 
shamefully dangerous exhibition originate m the moral 
blackness of the Black Country, and in the Black People’s 
peculiar love of the -excitement attendant On 1 great personal 
hazard, -which thfey looked on at, hut in which they did not 
participate 9 ' Light is much wanted in the Black Countiy. 
0 wo are all agreed on that. But, we must not quite forget 
the crowds ‘of gentlefolks who set the shamefully dangerous 
-ynslnon, either * We must not quite forget the enterpnsing 
Directors of an Institution vaunting mighty educational 
pretences, who made the low sensation as strong as they 
possibly could make it, by hanging the Blondm rope as high 
possibly could hang it. All tins must not be 
eclipsed in the Blackness of the Black Country. The re- 
.^ d M s f ts hi S h op by -the rope, the cleared space below 
’ JLvS n ° ° De S10U,d U smashed b ut the performer, the 
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pretenco of slipping and falling off, the baskets for the feet 
and the sack for the head, the 1 ‘photographs everywhere, 
and the virtuous indignation nowhere — all this must jnot 
be wholly swallowed up in the blackness of the 3et-black 

country A 

Whatsoever fashion is set m England, is certain to descend 
This is a text for a perpetual sermon on care in setting 
fashions^ When you ffnd a fashion low dowijj look back for 
the time (it will never be far off) when it was the fashion 
high up This is the text for a perpetual sermon on social 
justice From imitations of Ethiopian Serenaders, to imita- 
tions of Prince’s coats and waistcoats, you will find the 
original model in St James’s Parish When the Serenaders 
become tiresome, trace them beyond the Black Country , 
when the coats and waistcoats become insupportable, refei 
them to their source m the Upper Toady Regions, 

Gentlemen’s clubs were once maintained for purposes of 
savage party warfare , working men’s clubs of the same day 
assumed the same character Gentlemen’s clubs became 
places of quiet inoffensive recreation , working men’s clubs 
began to follow suit If working men hav$ seemed rat he£ 
slow to appreciate advantages of combination which have 
saved the pockets of gentlemen, and enhanced their com- 
forts, it is because working men could scarcely, for want of 
capital, originate such combinations without help ^ and 
because help has not been separable from that great imper- 
tinence, Patronage The instinctive revolt of his spirit 
against patronage; is a quality much to he respected, on the 
English workmg man It is the .base of the base, of bis best 
qualities Noi >is it surprising that he should be unduly 
suspicious of patronage, and sometimes resentful of 1$ even 
where it is not, seeing what a flood 'of washy talk has been 
let loose on his devoted head, or with what complacent 
condescension the same devoted head has been smoothed 
and patted It is a proof to me of his Belf-cpntrol that, ho 
never strikes out pugiltstically, right and left, when {iddressecL^ 
as one of- “ My friends,” or “ My assembled friends , ” tha^ 
he does not become mappeasable, ( and run , amuck like a 
Malay, whenever he sees a biped in broadqloth getting on 
a platform to talk to lnm , that any pretence of improving 
his mind, does not instantly drive him out of his, mind, 
and cause him to toss his obliging patron like a mad bull# 

For, how often have I heard the unfortunate workmg 
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man lectured, as if he -were a little charity child, humid as 
to his nasal development, strictly literal as to his Catechism, 
and called by Providence to walk all his days m a station 
m life represented on festive occasions by a mug of warm 
/nilk-and-water and a bun I "What popguns of jokes have 
Aese ears tingled to hear let off at him, what asinine sen- 
timents, what impotent conclusions, what spelling-book 
moralities, vjjnt, adaptations of the oiatoi's insufferable 
tediousness to the assumed level of his understanding ! If 
his sledge-hammers, his spades and pick-axes, his saws and 
chisels, his pamt-pots and brushes, his forges, furnaces, and 
engines, the horses that, he drove at his work, and the 
machines that drove him at his woik, were all toys in one 
little paper box, and he the baby who played with them, 
he could not have been discoursed to, more impel tmently 
and absurdly than I have heard him discoursed to times 
innumerable Consequently, not being a fool or a fanner, 
ho has come to acknowledge his pationage by virtually saying 
“ Let me alone. If you understand me no better than that, 
sir and madam, let me alone You mean very well, I dare 
^hy, but I don’t like it, and I won’t come here again to have 
any more of it.” 

Whatever is done for the comfort and advancement of the 
■working man 'must be so far done by himself as that it is 
maintained by himself And there must he in it no touch 
of condescension, no slindow of patronage In the great 
working districts, this truth is studied and understood. 
When ‘the American civil war rendered it necessary, first in 
Glasgow, and afterwards in Manchester, that the working 
people should be shown how to avail themselves of the 
advantages derivable from system, and from the combination 
of numbers, m the purchase and, the cooking of. their food 
tins truth was above all things borne in mind. The quick 
consequence was, that suspicion and reluctance were van- 
quished, and thnt the effort resulted in an astonishing and 
-31 complete success 


fcmch thoughts passed through my mind on a July morning 
of this summer, as I walked towards Commercial Street (not 
Uncommercial Street), Whitechapel The Glasgow and 
ifanchester system had been lately set a-gomg there bv 

rt', n , E ™ lk ;rY^ feIt an ,nloresl m its diffusion, ’find 

JStZfgS? by *• foUo "' u ’ 8 han ' i ’ w ' « 
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SELF-SUPPORTING 

COOKING DEPOT 

FOE THE WORKING CLASSES ♦ 

Commercial street, White chapel, , 

Where Accommodation is provided for Dining comfortabl 
300 Persons at a tuna 

Open from 7 a.m till 7 pm. 


PRICES 

All Articles of the Best Quality 
Cup of Tea or Coffee One Penny 

Bread and Butter One Penny 

Bread and Cheese One Pennj 

Slice of bread One half penny or One Penny 

Boiled Egg One Penny 

Ginger Beer One Penny 

The above Articles always ready 

Besides the shove may- he Jmtf from J 2 ip 3 o'clock, 
Bowl of Scotch Broth One Penny 

Bowl of Soup One Pcmny 

Plate of Potatoes One P^nny 

Plate of Minced Beef * Twopence 

Plate of Cold Beef _ v Twopence 

Plate of Cold Ham Twopence i 

Plate of Plum Pudding or Bice One P^nny 

As the Economy of Cooking depends greatly Wpon the 
simplicity of the arrangements with which a great number 
of persons can be served at one time, the Upper Ro6m of 
this Establishment will be especially set apart for a 

Public DINNER every Day 


From 12 till 8 o’clock. 
Consisting of the following Dishes 
Bowl of Broth, or Soup, 

Plate of Cold Beef or Ham, 
Plate of Potatoes, 

Plum Pudding, or Rice 

FIXED CHARGE 4 

THE DAILY PAPERS PROVIDED 
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N.B — This Establishment is conducted on the strictest 
business principles, with the fuIL intention of making it self- 
supporting, so tli fit every one may frequent it v. ith u feeling 
of perfect independence 

The assistance of all frequenting the Depot is confidently 
£)pected in checking anything interfering with the comfort, 
quiet, and regularity of the establishment 

Please do no$ destroy this Hand Bill, but hand it to some 
other person whom it may interest 

The Self-Supporting Cooking Depot (not a very good 
name, and one would rather give it an English one) had 
hired a newly-built warehouse that it found to let , therefore 
it was not established in premises specially designed for the 
purpose But, at ft small cost they were exceedingly well 
adapted to the purpose • being light, well ventilated, clean, 
and cheerful. ' The}* consisted of three large rooms That 
on the basement story was the kitchen , that on the ground 
floor was the general dining-room , that on the .floor above 
was the Upper Room referred to m the hand-bill, where the 
; Public Dinner at fourpence-halfpenny a head was provided 
every day The cooking was done, with much economy of 
space and fuel, by American cooking-stoves, and by young 
women not previously brought up as cooks , the walls and 
pillars of the two dining-rooms were agreeably brightened 
with ornamental colours 7 < the tables were capable of accom- 
modating-six or eight persons each , the attendants were all 
young women, becomingly and neatly dressed, and dressed 
alike I think the whole staff was female, with the exception 
of the steward or manager. 

Hy first inquiries w ere directed to the wages of this staff ; 
because, if any establishment claiming to he self-supporting, 
live upon the spoliation of anybody or anything, or eke out 
a feeble existence by poor mouths and beggarly resources (as 
too many so-called Mechanics’ Institutions do), I make bold 
- Jo express my Uncommercial opinion that it has no business 
Vo live, and had better die. It was made clear to me by 
tho account books, that every person employed "was properly 
paid, My next inquiries were directed to the quality of the 
provisions purchased and to the terms on which they were 
bought It u as made equally clear to me that the quabty 
was tho \ery best, and that all hills were paid weekly. My 
next inquiries were directed to the balance-sheet for the last 
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two weeks — only the third and fourth of the establishment’s 
career It was made equally clear to me, that after every- 
thing bought was paid for, and after each week was charged 
with its full share of wages, rent and taxes, depreciation of 
plant in use, and interest on capital at the rate of four 
per cent per annum, the last week had yielded a profit 
(m round numbers) one pound ten , and the previous week 
a profit of six pounds ten By this time I felt that I had 
a healthy appetite for the dinners 

It had just struck twelve, and a quick succession of faces 
had already begun to appear at a little window m the wall 
of the partitioned space where I sat looking over the books. 
Within this little window, like a pay-box at a theatre, a neat 
and brisk young woman presided to take money and issue 
tickets Every one coming m must take a ticket. Either 
the fourpence halfpenny ticket for the upper room (the most 
popular ticket, I think), or a penny ticket for a bowl of 
soup, or as many penny tickets as he or she choose to buy 
For three penny tickets one had quite a wide range of choice 
A plate of cold boiled beef and potatoes , or a plate of cold 
ham and potatoes , or a plate of hot minced beef and' 
potatoes , or a bowl of soup, bread and cheese, and a plate" 
of plum-pudding Touching what they should have, some 
customers on taking their seats fell into a reverie — became 
mildly distracted — postponed decision, and said in bewilder 
ment, they would think of it. One old man I noticed 
when I sat among the tables in the lower room, who was 
startled by the bill of fare, and sat contemplating it as if 
it were something of a ghostly nature The decision of the 
boys was as rapid as their execution, and always included 
pudding 

There were several women among the diners, and several 
clerks and shopmen. There were carpenters and painters 
from the neighbouring buildings under repair, and there 
were nautical men, and there were, as one diner observed to 
me, “ some of most sorts ” Some were solitary, some came 
two together, some dined in parties of three or four, or six. 1 
The latter talked together ; but assuredly no one was louder 
than at my club w Pall Mall One young fellow whistled 
in rather a shrill manner while he waited for his dinner, but 
I was gratified to observe that he did so in evident defiance 
of my Uncommercial individuality Quite agreeing with 
him, on consideration, that I had no business to be there, 
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unless I dined like the rest, I “went in,” as the phrase is, 
fof fourpence-halfpenny. ; < 

The room of the fourpence-halfpenny banquet had, like 
the lower room, a counter in it, on which were ranged 
a great number of cold poi tions ready for distribution. Be- 
^rnd this counter, the fragrant soup was steaming in deep 
cans, and the best-cooked of potatoes were fished out of 
similar receptacles. Nothing to eat was touched with the 
hand. Every waitress had her own tables to attend to As 
soon as she saw a new customer seat himself at one of her 
tables, she took from the counter all his dinner — his soup, 
potatoes, meat, and pudding — piled it up dexterously m her 
two hands, set it "before him, and took his ticket. This 
serving of the whole dinner at once, had heen found greatly 
to simplify the business of attendance, and was also popular 
with the customers: who were thus enabled to vary the 
meal by varying the routine of dishes : beginning with soup 
to-day, putting soup in the middle to-morrOw, putting soup 
at the end the day after to-morrow, and ringing similar 
changes on meat and pudding. The rapidity with which 
-every new-comer got served, was remarkable , and the dex- 
'tenty with which the waitresses (quite new to the art 
a month before) discharged their duty, was as agreeable to 
see, as the neat smartness with which they wore their dress 
and had dressed their hair , 

If I seldom saw better w aiting, so I certainly never ate 
better meat, potatoes, or pudding And the soup was an 
honest and stout soup, with nee and barley in it, and “ little 
matters for the teeth to touch,” as had been observed to tee 
by my fhend below' stairs already quoted. The drnner- 
semce, too, was neither conspicuously hideous for High 
Art nor for Low Art, but was of a pleasant and pure 
appearance Concerning the viands and their cookery, one 
last remark. I dmed at my club in Pall-Mall aforesaid, 
a few days afterwards, for exactly twelve times the money 
^ and not half as well * ’ 

Tim company thickened after one o clock struck, and 
changed pretty quickly Although experience of the place 
had been so recently attainable, and although there was still 
considerable curiosity out in the street and about the en- 
trance. the general tone was as good as could be, and the 
customers fell easily into the ways of the place. It was 
clear to me, however, that they were there to have what 
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they paid for, and to be on an independent footing To the 
best of my judgment, they might be patronised out of the 
building in a month With judicious visit mg, and by dint 
of being questioned, read to, and talked at, they might eveh 
be got nd of (for the next quarter of a century) m half the 
time £ 

This disinterested and wise movement is fraught with 
so many wholesome changes in the lives of the working 
people, and with so much good in the way of overcoming 
that suspicion which our own unconscious impertinence has 
engendered, that it is scarcely gracious to criticise details as 
yet , the rather, because it is m disputable that the managers 
of the Whitechapel establishment most thoroughly feel that 
they are upon their honour with the customers, as to the 
minutest points of administration But, although the 
American stoves cannot roast, they can surely boil one kihd 
of meat as well as another, and need not always circumscribe 
their boiling talents within the limits of ham and beef 
The most enthusiastic admirer of those substantials, would 
probably not object to occasional inconstancy m respect of 
pork and mutton or\ especially in cold weather, to a little 
innocent trifling with Irish stews, meat pies, and toads m 
holes Another drawback on the Whitechapel establish- 
ment, is the absence of beer. Regarded merely as a question 
of policy, it is very impolitic, as having a tendency to send 
the working men to the public house, where gin is reported 
to be sold But? there is a much higher ground on which 
this absence of beer is objectionable It expresses distrust 
of the working rann It is a fragment of that old mantle of 
patronage hn which so many estimable Thiigs, so darkly 
wandering up and down the moral world, are sworn to 
tnuffle him Good beer is a godd thing for him, he says, 
and he likes it , the Dep6t could give it him good, and he 
now gets it bad Why does the Dep6t not give it him good ? 
Because he would 1 get drunk. Why does the Depot not let 
him have a pint with his dinner, which would not make 
him drunk? 'Because he might have i had another pint, 01 
another two pints, before be chme Now, this distrust jg 
an affront, is exceedingly inconsistent with the confidence 
the managers express in their handbills, and js a timid 
stopping short upon the straight highway It is unjust and 
unreasonable, also It is unjust, because it punishes the 
sober man for the vice of the drunken man It is, un- 
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reasonable, because any one at all experienced m such things 
knows that the drunken workman does not get drunk 
uhere he goes to eat and drmk, but where he goes to 
drink — expressly to drink. To suppose that the working 
man cannot state this question to himself quite as plainly 
I state it here, is to suppose that he is a baby, and 
is again to tell lnm m the old wearisome condescending 
pationismg way that he must be goody-poody, and do as he 
is toldy-poldy, and not be a manny-panny or a voter-poter, 
but fold his handy-pandys, and be a clnldy-pildy 

I found from the accounts of the Whitechapel Self- 
Supporting Cooking f)6pdt, that every article sold in it, even 
at tile prices I have quoted, yields a' cei tain small profit 1 
In dm dual 'speculators are of course 'already 1 lmf he field, 
and afe of 'course' already appropriatmg the name The 
classes for whose benefit the real depots ‘Sirs I designed, will 
distinguish between the tiro kinds of OnterjinSe. < 
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CHATHAM DOCKYARD 

There are &ome small out-of-the-way landing-places on t the 
Thames and the Medway, where I do much 'of my summer 
idling Running water is favourable to day dreams, and 
a strong tidal river is the best of running water for mine 
I like to watch the grqat ships standing out to sea or coming 
home nchly laden, the active little, steam-tugs confidently 
puffing with them to and from the sea horizon, the fleet of 
barges that seem to have plucked their brown and russet sails 
from the npe trees in the landscape, the heavy old colliers, 
light in ballast, floundering down before the tide, the light^ 
screw barks and schooners imperiously holding a straight^ 
course while the others patiently tack and go about, the 
yachts with their tiny hulls and great white sheets of canvas, 
the little sailing-boats bobbing to and fro on their errands 
of pleasure or business, and — as it is the nature of little 
people to do — making a prodigious fuss about their small 
affairs Watching these objects, I still am under no obliga* 
tion to think about them, or even so much as to see them, 
unless it perfectly suits my humour As little am I obliged 
to hear the plash and flop of the tide, the npple at my feet, 
the clinking windlass afar off, or the humming steam-ship 
paddles further away yet. These, with the creaking little 
jetty on which I sit, and the gaunt high water marks and 
low-water marks in the mud, and the broken causeway, 
and the broken bank, and the broken stakes and piles leaning^ 
forward as if they were vam of their personal appearance and* 
looking for their reflection in the water, will melt into any 
tram of fancy Equally adaptable to any purpose or to none, 
are the pasturing sheep and lone upon the marshes, the gulls 
that wheel and dip around me, the crows (well out of gunshot) 
going home from the nch harvest-fields, the heron that has 
been out a fishing and looks as melancholy, up there in the 
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Bky, as if it hadn’t agreed with him. Everything within the 
range of the senses will, by the aid of the running watei, 
lend itself to everything beyond that range, and work into 
a drowsy whole, not unlike a kind, of tune, but for which 
there is no exact definition. 

w One of these landing-places is near an old fort (I can see 
the Nore Light from it with my pocket-glas3), from which 
fort mysteriously emerges a boy, to whom I am much indebted 
for additions to my scanty stock of knowledge. He is a young 
boy, with an intelligent face burnt to a dust colour by the 
summer sun, and with crisp hair of the same hue He is 
a boy m whom I have perceived nothing incompatible with 
habits of studious inquiry and meditation, unless an evanes- 
cent black eye (I was delicate of inquiring how occasioned) 
should be so considered. To him am I indebted for ability 
to identify -a Custom-house boat at any distance, and for 
acquaintance with all the forms and ceremonies observed by 
a homeward-bound Indiaman coming up the nver, when the 
Custom-house officers go abonrd her. But for him, I might 
never have heard of “the dumb-ague,” respecting which 
- ..malady I am now learned. Had I never sat at his feet, 
f 'I might have finished my mortal career and never known that 
nhen I see a white horse on a barge’s sail, that barge is 
a lime barge. For precious secrets in refeience to beer, am 
I likewise beholden to him, involving warning against the 
beer of a certain establishment, by reason of its having 
turned sour through failure in point of demand . though my 
young sage is not of opinion that similar deterioration has 
befallen the ale He has also enlightened me touching the 
mushrooms of the marshes, and has gently reproved my 
ignorance m having supposed them to be impregnated with 
Balt. His manner of imparting information, is thoughtful 
and appropriate to the scene. As he reclines beside me, he 
pitches into the over, a little stone or piece of gnt and then 
delivers himself oracularly, as though he spoke out of the 
— * centre . of tile spreading circle that it makes m the water He 
' ne w r /. I T 0V€S mmd w ' thout observing this formula. 

theSmJrfrtf® P° y rT h0m 1 , know b ? no other name than 
wLn P /lf f the i Fort ri recentI y consorted on a breezy day 
seen , nvcr , lefl P ed about ds and was full of life. I had 
down L l>f V - C ° m Car 7 1 "® in tbe g° ld cn fields as I came 

labounnrr 1 the ros y f ^mer, watching hig 

labouring-men in the saddle on his cob, had told me how he 
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reaped his two hundred and sixty acres of long-stmwed 
last week, and how a better \veeks work he had never 

"ft in all his days Peace and abundance were on the 
•untry side m beautiful forms and beautiful colour *and 
h- harvest seemed even to be kAilmg out to grace the 
never-reaped sea in the yellow-laden barges that mellowed^ 
the distance 

It was on this occasion that the Spirit of the Port, directing 
his remarks to a certain floating iron battery lately lying in 
that reach of the nver, ennchbd my rinnd with his opinions 
on naval architecture, and informed me that he would like to 
be an engineer I fbund him up to everything that is done 
in the contracting line by Messrs Peto and Brassey — c unnin g 
m the article of concrete — mellow in the matter of iron — 
great oh the subject of gunnery When he spoke of pile 
driving and sluice tnakmg/he left me not a leg to stAnd on, 
and I Can never sufficiently 'acknowledge his forbearance 
with me m my disabled state While he thus discoursed, 
he several times directed his eyes to one distant ' quarter of 
the landscape, and spoke with vague mysterious awe of u the 
Yard” Pondering his lessons after we had parted/P be y 
thought me that the Yard was one of our large 1 public^ 
Dockyards, and that it lay hidden among the crops down m 
the dip behind the windmills, as if it modestly kept itself 
out of \ lew in peaceful times, and sought to trouble nb man 
Taken with this modesty on the part of the Yard, I rasolved 
to improve the Yard’s acquaintance 

opmion of the Yard’s ’retiring character was not 
dashed by neater approach It resounded with the noise of 
hammers beating upon iron , and the great sheds or slips 
under which the mighty menofwai are built, loomed 
businesslike when contemplated from the opposite * side of 
the river For all that, however, the Yard made no display, 
but kept itself snug under hillsides of cornffields, hop 
gardens, and orchards , its great chimneys smoking with 
a quiet— -almost a lazy — air, like giants smoking tobacco : and 
the peat Shears moored off it, looking meekly and moffen- 
snely out of proportion, like the Giraffe of the machinery 
cr ^ a ^? n The store of cannon on the neighbouring gun- 
wharf, had an innocent toy-like appearance, and the one 
red-coated sentry on duty o^ er them was a mere toy figure, 
with a clock-work movement As the hot sunlight sparkled 
on him he might have passed for the identical little man who 
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had the httle gun, and whose bullets they were made of 
lead, lead, lead 

Crossing the river and landing at the Stairs, where a dnft 
of chips and weed had been trying to land before me and 
had not succeeded, but had got into a comer instead, I found 
^he very street posts to be cannon, and the architectural 
ornaments to be shells And so I came to the Yard, which 
was shut up tight and strong with great folded gates, like an 
enormous patent safe These gates devouring me, I became 
digested into the Yaid , and it had, at first, a clean-swept 
holiday air, as if it had given over work until nest war-time. 
Though indeed a quantity of hemp foi rope was tumbling 
out of store-houses, even there, which would hardly be lying 
like so much hay on the white stones if the Yard weie as 
placid as it pretended 


Ding, Clash, Dong, Bang, Boom, Battle, Clash, Bang, 
Clink, Bang, Dong, Bang, Clatter, bang bang BANG 1 What 
on earth is tins 1 This is, 01 soon will be, the Achilles, iron 
aimoui -plated ship Twelve hundred men are woiking at hei 
now , twelve hundred men working on stages over her sides, 
7 0y er her bows, over her stem, under her keel, between her 
decks, down in her hold, within her and without, crawling 
and creeping mto the finest curves of hei lines whereier it 
is possible for men to twist Twelve hundred hammerers, 
measurers, caulkers, armourers, forgere, smiths, shipwrights’ 
twelve hundred dingers, dashers, dongers, rattlers, clinkers, 
lungers bangers bangers ! Yet all tins stupendous uproar 
around the rising Achilles is as nothing to the reverberations 
with n Inch the perfected Achilles shall resound upon the 
dreadful day when the full work is in hand for which this is 
but note of preparation— the day when the scuppers that are 
now fitting like great dry thirsty conduit-pipes, shall run 
, ' 1 All these busy figures between decks, dimly seen 

bending at their work m smoke and fire, are as nothing to 

andfiSTu shall do work hero of another land in smoke 
^and fire that day These steam-worked engines alon°-side 
helping the slap by travelling to and fro, and wafbne tons 

trces 0 n v ,od t ri ab0Ut r T ?T gh they we 80 mnn Y leaves of 
a ml! ? *> rent limb from limb if they stood b\ her for 

pouS if tTi T i° Ul *P k 5 hat tlus Achilli, monstrous com- 

To think 5 tankand °f keU c , be3t - «*» swim 01 roll! 

her! mid ' vave could e ' er break 

To think that wherevei I see a glowing red-hot iron 
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t thrust out of her aide from within — as I do now, there/ 

there, and there 1 — and two watching men on a 1 stage 
thoUt, with hared arms and sledge hammers, strike at it 
ercely, and repeat their blows until it is black and fiat, I see 
a rivet being driven home, of which there are many m 
every iron plate, and thousands Upon thousands m the ship 
To think that the difficulty I experience m appreciating the 
ship’s size when I am on board, arises from her being a senes 
of iron tanks and oaken, chests, sc* that internally she is ever 
finishing and ever beginning, and half of her might be 
smashed, and yet the lemaimng half suffice and be sound 
Then, to go over the side a gam and down among the ooze 
and wet to the bottom of the dock, in the depths of the sub- 
teiranean forest of dog shores and stays that hold her up, and 
to see the immense mass bulging out against the upper light, 
and tapermg down towards me, is, with great pains and much 
clambering, to arrive at an impossibility of realising that this 
is a ship at all, and to become possessed by the fancy that 
it is an enormous immovable edifice set up m an ancient 
amphitheatre (say, that at Verona), and almost filling it I 
Yet what would even these things be, without the tributary 
workshops and the mechanical powers for piercing the iron 
plates— four inches and a half thick— for m ets, shaping them 
undei hydraulic pressure to the finest tapermg turns of the 
ship s hues and paring them away, with knives shaped like 
the beaks of strong and cruel birds, to the nicest requirements 
of the design f These machines of tremendous force, so easily 
directed by one attentive face and presiding hand, seem to 
me to hare in them something of the retiring character of 
the Yird "Obedient monster, please to bite this mass of 
iron through and through, at equal distances, where these 
regular chalk marks are, all round " Monstei looks at its 
woik, and lifting its ponderous head, replies, “I don’t par- 

ticularl} want to do it , but if it must be done I ” The 

sohd metal wnggles out, hot from the monster’s crunching 
tooth, and it done “ Dutiful monster, observe this other 
mass of iron. It is required to be pared away, according to 
this delicately lessening and arbitrary lme, which please 
to look at Monster (who has been in a reverie) bungs down 
its blunt head, and, much in the manner of Doctor Johnson, 
closely looks along the lme very closely, being somewhat 
neai sighted I don t particularly want to do it , but if it 
must be done ! Monster takes another near-sighted 
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look, takes aim, and the tortured piece writhes off, and falls, 
a hot tight-twisted snake, among the nshes The making of 
the rivets is merely a pretty round game, played by a man 
and a boy, who put red-hot bailey sugar in a Pope Joan 
hoard, and immediately rivets fnll out of window ; but the 
?6ne of the great machines is the tone of the great Yard and 
the great country* "We don’t particularly want to do it; 

hut if it must be done ! ” 

How such a prodigious mass as the Achilles can ever be 
held by such comparatively little anchors' as those intended 
for her and lying near her heie, is a mystery of seamanship 
w Inch I will refer to the wise boy For my own part, I 
should as soon have thought of tethenng an elephant to 
a tent-peg, or the larger hippopotamus m the Zoological 
Gardens to my shirt-pm Yonder m the roer, alongside 
a hulk, lie two of this ship’s hollow non masts They are 
large enough for the eye, I find, and so are all her other 
appliances I wondei why only her anchors look small 
I have no present time to think about it, for I am going 
to see the w orhshops where they make all the oars used in 

r ^ v ,he Bnhsh Jfavy A pretty large pile of building, I opine 
and a pretty long job ! As to the building, I am soon 
disappointed, because the work is all done m one loft And 
as to a long job— what is this? Two rather laige mangles 
with a swarm of butterflies hoieiing over them? What can 
there be m tbe mangles that attracts butterflies? 

Drawing nearer, I discern that these are not mangles, but 
intricate machine, set with knives and saws and planes 
which cut smooth and straight here, and slantwise there’ 
and now cut such a depth, and now miss cutting altogether* 
according to the predestined leqmrements of the pieces of 
wood that aie pushed on below them . each of which pieces 

n a ® ° ar - aild 15 uglily adapted to that purpose before 
it takes its final leave of far-off forests, and sails for England, 
kewise I discern that the butterflies are not true butterflies 

^ w tho°itll, 8 rV n S'' VblC u’ beUlg 8pirted up f «>m'the wod 

y the i lolence of the machinery, and kept in rapid and not 

Xt“T7"‘ 'I tlw “f *> *»tahon on tte Z 

like if, f ny T me 11116 fall > conduct themselves as 
hke butterflies as heart could w ish Suddenly the noise and 

beeiTmafo^m^T ^ butter&es dro P dead An oar has 
qSSch* as r^Vir m . ™ hn S tlie 9l *«I* d handle As 
i J 05 1 can foIlw ^ with my eye and thought, the 
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same oar is earned to a turning lathe A whirl and a NickV 
Handle made Oar finished 

■n. The exquisite beauty and efficiency of this machinery need 
no illustration, hut happen to have a pointed illustration to- 
day A pair of oars of unusual size chance to be wanted for 
a special purpose, Und they have to be made by hand, Sid^ 
by side with the subtle and facile machine, and side by side 
with the fast-growing pile of oars on the floor, a man shapes 
out these special oars with an axe Attended by no butter- 
flies, and chipping and dinting, by comparison as leisurely 
as if he were a labouring Pagan getting them ready against 
his decease at threescore and ten, to take with him as a 
present to Charon for his boat, the man (aged about thirty) 
plies his task The machine would make a regulation oar 
while the man wipes his forehead The man might be 
buned m a mound made of the strips of thin broad wooden 
nbbon torn from the wood whirled into oars as the minutes 
fall from the clock, before he had done a forenoon’s work 
with his axe 


Passing from this wonderful sight to the Ships again— for 
my heart, as to the Yard, is where the ships are — I notice t 
certain unfinished wooden walls left seasoning on the stocks, 
pending the solution of the merits of the wood and iron 
question, and having an an of biding their time with surly 
confidence The names of these worthies are set up beside 
them, together with their capacity m guns— a custom highly 
conducive to ease and satisfaction m social intercourse, if it 
could be adapted to mankind. By a plank more gracefully 
pendulous than substantial, I make hold to go aboard a trans- 
port ship (iron screw) just sent in from the contractor’s yard 
to he inspected and passed She is a very gratifying 
experience, in the simplicity and humanity of her arrange 
ments for troops, m her provision for light and air and clean- 
liness, and in her care for women and children. It occurs 
to me, as I explore her, that I would require a handsome sum 
of money to go aboard her, at midnight by the Dockyard 
bell, and stay aboard alone till morning , for surely she must 
be haunted by a crowd of ghosts of obstinate old martinets, 
mournfully flapping their cherubic epaulettes over the changed 
times. Though still we may learn from the astounding ways 
and means m ourlards ncm, more highly than ever to respect 
the forefathers who got to sea, and fought the sea, and held 
the sea, without them This remembrance putting me in the 
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best of tempers with an old hulk* very green as to her 
copper, and .generally dun and patched, I pull off my hat to 
her. Which salutation a callow and downy-faced young 
officer of Engineers, going by at the moment, perceiving, 
appropriates — and to which he is most henitily welcome, 
Warn sure 

Having been tom to pieces (m imagination) by the steam 
circular saws, perpendicular saws, horizontal saws, and saws 
of eccentric action, I come to the sauntering part of my 
expedition, and consequently to the core of my Uncommercial 
pursuits. , 

Everywhere, as I saunter up and down the Yard, I meet 
with tokens of its quiet and retiring character There is a 
gravity upon its red brick offices aud houses, a staid pretence 
of having notlung worth mentioning to do an avoidance of 
display, which I never saw out of England The white stones 

of the pavement present no other trace of Achilles and his 
twelve hundred banging men (not one of -whom strikes an 
attitude) than a few occasional echoes But for a whisper in 
the air suggestive of sawdust and shavings, the oar-making 
the saws of many movements might he miles away Down 
oelow here, is the great reservoir of v ater where timber . is 
steeped m various temperatures, as a part of its seasoning 
process. Aboie it, on a tramroad supported by pillars, is a 
Chinese Enchanter’s Cai, which fishes the logs up, when suffi- 
ciently steeped, and rolls smoothly away with them to stack 
them, men I was a child (the Yaid being then familiar 
to me) I used to think that I should like to play at Chinese 
Enchantei, and to have that apparatus placed at my disposal 
for the purpose by a beneficent country. I still tlunk that I 
should rather like to try the effect of writing a book in it Its 

erf 1 r c °e te - t0 go Skdmg to and fro among 
the stacks of timber would he a convenient land of travelling 
n foreign countnes-among the forests of North Amenca 
the sodden Honduras swamps, the dark pme woods, the 
_^orwegian frosts, and the tropical heats, rainy seasons, and 
Aunder-storms. The costly Itore of timber Ts XcS and 
in se <iu<;stered places, with the pervading avoid- 
rr.f &0 ^ ^ It makes as little of itself as 

r 'ckSi Kfc'lT ' T b T lfl ‘- PiC -f «* for £ gtoi“! 
f out for crookedness chosen with an eye to every need 
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of sliip and boat Strangely twisted pieces lie about, precious 
in the sight of shipwrights Sauntering through these 
groves, I come upon an open glade where workmen are 
examining some timber recently delivered Quite a' pastoral 
scene, with a background of river and windmill ! and no 
more like War than the American States are at present lilfc^ 
an Union. 

Sauntering among the ropemaking, I am spun into a State 
of blissful indolence, wherein my rope of life seems to be so 
untwisted by the process as that I can see hack to very early 
days indeed, when my bad dreams — they were frightful, 
though my more mature understanding has never made out 
wliy — were of an interminable sort of ropemaking, with long 
minute filaments for strands, which, when they were spun 
home together close to my eyes, occasioned screaming Next, 

I walk among the quiet lofts of stores — of sails, spars, rigging, 
ships’ boats — determined to beke\e that somebody in 
authority wears a girdle and bends beneath the weight of 
a massive bunch of keys, and that, when such a thing is 
wanted, he comes telling his keys like Blue Beard, and opens 
such a door Impassive as the long lofts look, let the electri£ ; 
battery send down the word, and the shutters and doors shall 
fly open, and such a fleet of armed ships, under steam and 
under sail, shall burst forth as will charge the old Medway — * 
where the merry Stuart let the Dutch come, while his not so 
merry sailors starved in the streets — with something worth 
looking at to carry to the sea. Thus I idle round to the 
Medway again, where it is now flood tide , and I find the 
river evincing a strong solicitude to force a way into the dry 
dock where Achilles is waited on by the twelve hundred 
hangers, with intent to bear the whole away before they are 
ready 1 

To the last, the Yard puts a quiet face upon it , for I make 
my way to the gates through a little quiet grove of trees, 
shading the quaintest of Dutch landing-places, where the 
leaf speckled shadow of a shipwright just passing away at 
the further end might he the shadow of Russian Peter him- 
self So, the doors of the great patent safe at last close upon 
me, and I take boat again somehow, thinking as the oars 
dip, of braggart Pistol and his brood, and of the quiet 
monsters of the Yard, with their “We don’t particularly 
uant to do it, but if it miist be done 1” Scrunch 



xxvn 

IN THE FRENCH-FLEMISH COUNTRY 

“ It ib neither n bold nor a diversified country,” said I to 
myself, “this country which is three-quarters Flemish, and 
a quarter French , yet it has its attractions too Though 
great lines of railway traverse it, the trains leave it behind; 
and go puffing off to Fans and the South, tb Belgium and 
Germany, to the Northern Sea-Coast of 1 France, and to 
England, and merely Bmoke it a little m passing Then 
I don’t know it, and that is a good reason for being here ; 
and I can’t pronounce half the long queer names I see 
inscribed over the shops, and that is anothei good reason 
for being here, since I surely ought to learn how ” In short, 
jJT^was “ here,” and I wanted an excuse foi not going away 
from here, and I made it to my satisfaction, and stayed here 
What part in my decision was borne by Monsieur F. Salcy, 
is of no moment, though I own to encountering that gentle- 
man’s name on a led hill on the wall, before I made np my 
mind. Monsieur F Salcy, “ par permission do M. le Maire,” 
had established his theatre in the whitewashed Hotel de 
Ville, on the steps of which illustrious edifice I stood And 
Monsieur P Salcy, privileged director of such theatre, situate 
m “ the first theatrical anondissement of the department of 
the North,” invited French-Flemish mankind to come and 
partake of tlio intellectual banquet provided by Ins family 
of dramatic artists, fifteen subjects in number ‘ La Famille 
P. Salcy, com no so e d’artistes dramatiques, au nombre de iq 
eujets." ° 

Neither a bold nor a diversified country, I say again, and 
withal an untidy country, hut pleasant enough to ride m, 
when the paved loads o\er the flats and through the hollows, 
* w too deep in black mud A country so sparely in- 

habited, that I wondei where the peasants who till and sow 
and reap the ground, can possibly dwell and also by what 
invisible balloons they are conveyed from their distant homes 
into the fields at sunnse and back again at sunset. The 
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occasional few poor cottages and farms m tins region, surely 
cannot afford shelter to the numbers necessary to the cultiva- 
tion, albeit the work is done so very deliberately, that on 
one long harvest day I have seen, in twelve miles, about twice 
as many men and women (all told) reaping and binding 
Yet have I seen more cattle, more sheep, more pigs, and 
in better case, than where there is purei French spoken, and 
also better noks — round swelling peg top neks, well thatched 
not a shapeless brown heap, like the toast of a Giant’s tpast- 
and-water, pinned to the earth with one of the skewers out 
of his kitchen. A good custom they have about here, likewise, 
of prolonging the sloping tiled roof of farm or cottage, so 
that it overhangs three or four feet, carrying off the wet, and 
making a good drying-place wherein to hang np herbs, or 
implements, or what not A better custom than the popular 
one of keeping the refuse-heap and puddle close before the 
house door . which, although I pamt my dwelling never so 
brightly blue (and it cannot be too blue for me, hereabouts), 
will bring fever inside my door Wonderful poultry of the 
French-Flemish country, why take the trouble to be poultry ? 
Why not stop short at eggs in the rising generation, and dT 
out and have done with it ? P arents of chickens have I seen 
this day, followed by their wretched young families, scratching 
nothing out of the mud with an an — tottering about on legs 
so scraggy and weak, that the valiant word drumsticks becomes 
a mockery when applied to them, and the crow of the lord 
and master has been a mere dejected case of croup Carts 
have I seen, and other agricultural instruments, unwieldy, 
dislocated, monstrous Poplar-trees by the thousand fringe 
the fields and fringe the end of the flat landscape, so that 
I feel, looking straight on before me, as if, when I pass the 
extremest fringe on the low horizon, I shall tumble over into 
space Little whitewashed black holes of chapels, with 
barred doors and Flemish inscriptions, abound at roadside 
corners, and often they are garnished with a sheaf of wooden 
crosses, like children’s swords , or, m their default, someT. 
hollow old tree with a saint roosting in it, is similarly- 
decorated, or a pole w ith a very diminutive saint enshrined 
aloft in a sort of sacred pigeon house. Not that we are 
deficient in such decoration in the town here, for, over at 
the church 3 onder, outside the building, is a scenic repre- 
sentahon of the Crucifixion, built up with old bricks and 
stones, and made out With painted canvas and wooden figures 
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the whole surmountihg the dusty shall of some holy person- 
age (perhaps), shut up behind a little adhy iroh' grate, as if it 
were originally put thereto be cooked, and the 'fire had long 
gone out. A wmdmilly country this, though the windmills 
are feo damp and rickety, thdt they nearly knock themselves 
^ their legs at every turli of then sails, 1 'and creak- in loud 
complaint A weaving country, toe, for in the wayside 
cottages the loom goes wfeaiily — rattle and click, 'nlttle and 
click — and, looking in, ‘I see the poor Weaving ‘peasant, man 
or woman, bending at the woik, wlnlO the 1 child, working 
too, turns a little handwheel put upon the ground to suit its 
height An unconscionable monster, the lobm' m a small 
dwelling, asserting himself ungenerously as the bread-winner, 
straddling o\er the children's straw beds, cramping the 
family m space and Sir, and making himself generally objec- 
tionable and tyrannical He is tributary, too, to ugly rmllc 
and' factories and bloaclung-grounds, nsmg out of the 1 sluiced 
fields in an abrupt' bare way, disdaining, like himself, to be 
ornamental or acconimodating Surrounded by these things 
here X stood on the steps of tile Hotel de'ViIle persuaded to 
--^mnin by the P. SalCy family, fifteen' dramatic sirbiects 
strong - J , i 


There a Fair besides Tlie dcnible p£rst*6sion being 
mrOsishble, and my sponge being left Behind at the last 
Hotel, I made the tour of the little ’town to buy another, 
in the small sunn}- shops — mereejfe, opticians, and druggist- 
grocers, with here ah dthdre an emporium of religious images 
—the gravest of old spectacled Flemish husbands and wives 
sat contemplating one another across bare counters, while 
the wasps, who seemed to have taken mihtaiy possesion of 

t , ov ? 3 ’ to lmve Placed it under wasp-martial law, 
executed warlike manmuvres m the windows ' Other shops 

and S SP d €nt ? Iel y to themselves, and nobody cared 
f m6 1 “ a fiVe-franc piece upon the 

«mn if rS ,T 1 r? ht to be found 

'£,5) I d i gbt , a nu S8 et of Californian gold • so I went 
i gckss. to pass the evemng with the Family P. S a W ’ 

1.W on“Toftfol f f *S e FMml ?, P ' ^ “ w iS so 

teed oWttbo «•» »-ch con- 

to the last esnected till P U ? der representation, and 

the louXt SI 5 1 eV T y j 6dy , must ***** out to be 
5 t relatne of everybody else. 'The Theatre was 
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established 4 on the top story of the H6tel de Ville, and was 
Approached by a long bare staircase, whereon, in an airy 
situation, one of the P Salcy Family— a stout gentleman 
imperfectly ? repressed by a bejt took the money This 
occasioned the greatest excitement of the evening , for, no 
sooner, did thq curtain rise on the introductory Vaudevil^ 
and reveal in the person of the young lover (singing a very 
short song with his eyebrows) apparently the very same 
identical stout gentleman imperfectly repressed by a belt, 
than everybody rushed out to the paying-place, to ascertain 
whether he could possibly have put on that dress-coat, that 
cle&r complexion, and those arched black vocal eyebrows, m 
so short a space of time It then became manifest that this 
was another stout gentleman imperfectly repressed by a belt 
to whom, before the spectators had recovered their presence 
of mind, entered a third stout gentleman imperfectly re- 
pressed by a belt, exactly like him These two “ subjects/' 
making with the, money-taker three of the announced fifteen, 
fell into conversation touching a charming young widow 
who, presently appearing, proved to be a stout lady alto- 
gether irrepressible by any means — -quite a parallel easy 
to the Aunencan Negro — fourth of the fifteen subjects, ab<5 
sister of the fifth who presided ovei the check- department. 
In good time the whole of the fifteen subjects were dramatic- 
ally presented, and we had the inevitable Ma Mfcre, Ma 
Mhrel and also the inevitable malediction d’un p£re, and 
likewise the inevitable Marquis, and also the inevitable pro- 
vincial young man, weak-minded but faithful, who followed 
Julie to Paris, and cried and laughed and choked all at once 
The story ^ns wrought out with the help of a virtuous 
spinning wheel m the beginning, a vicious set of diamonds 
in the middle, and a rheumatic blessing (which arrived by 
post) from Ma Mfcre towards the end , the whole resulting 
in a small sword m the body of one of the stout gentlemen 
imperfectly repressed by a belt, fifty thousand francs per 
annum and a decoration to the other stout gentleman im- 
perfectly repressed by a belt, and an assurance from everyf 
body to the provincial young man that if he were not 
supremely happy — which he seemed to have no reason 
whatever for being — he ought to be This afforded him a 
final opportunity of crying and laughing and choking all at 
once, and sent the audience home sentimentally delighted 
Audience more attentive or better behaved there could not 
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possibly; be, though .the'places of Second rank m the.Theatie 
of the , Family P, f Salcy_ lyere sixpence each in English 
money, and T th^ places ,of first rank a shilling How, the 
fifteen subjects ever- got, so fat upon it, the kind Heavens 
know" [ .J. ’ • > - . - j 1, 

-5 -What gorgeous china figures of knights and ladies, gildpd 
till they .gleamed again, I might have bought at the Fair for 
the garniture of my home, if I had been a French-Flemish 
peasant, and had had the money' What shining, .coffee- 
cups and saucers I might have won at the turntables, if 
I had, had the luck 1 Ravishing perfumery also, and sweet- 
meats, ,1 might have speculated in, or I might have fired for 
prizes at a multitude of little dolls in niches, and might 
have hit the doll of dolls, and won francs and fame Or, 
being a French-Flemish youth, I might have been drawn 
m a handcart by my compeers, to tilt for municipal re- 
wards at the water-qumtam ; which, unless I sent, my lance 
clean thiough the ring, emptied a full bucket over me, to 
fend off which, the competitors wore grotesque old scare- 
crow hats. ^ Or, being French-Flemish man or woman, boy 
girl, I might have circled all night on my hobby-horse in 
- a stately cavalcade of hobby-horses four abreast, interspersed 
with triumphal cars, going round and round and round and 
round, we the goodly company singing a ceaseless chorus to 
the music of the barrel-organ, drum, and cymbals. On the 
yiiolc, not more monotonous than the Ring m Hyde Park 
Eondon, and much merrier , for when do the circling com- 
ing I m ? C10r .^ s ' to the barrel-organ, when do the 
adies embrace their horses round the neck with both arms,. 

Sw ° ^s^fcnu® fen the ladies with the tails of their 
gahant steeds? On all these revolving debghts, and 0 n 

With them W Chinese lanterns revolving 

u-m thoughtful weaver-face brightens and thf 

££ * « illuminated line SSght Jt 

afflicted ’J>th fa* 26 ° f f^ nce > gas -outlined and apparently 
J tho nouth^ h ^ pmmUn S infirmities that have lighted on 

" hStSlto, *“ VS »f Policy, nnd “ 

Prevail, ng g 3 A ,“ 1 “ " rou " d Such is the 
stone steps ou£de th?L L l ^ ° f be , P mon 8lts on the 

ffiis “Sr 
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resouLds with the voices of the shepherds and shepherdesses 
who resort there this festrve night?. And it renlmds me 
that only this afternoon, I saw a shepherd m trouble, tend 
mg thik w’ay, over the gagged stones of a neighbouring 
street. A magnificent sight it was, to behold him m his 
blouse, a feeble little jog-trot rustic, swept ttlong by dl £ 
wind of two immense gendarmes, in cocked hats for 'sVhioh 
the street was hardly wide enough, each carrying a bundle 
of stolen property that would not have held hifl shoulder- 
knot, and clanking a sabre that dwarfed the prisoner t 
“Messieurs et Mes dames, I present to you at this Fair, 
os a niark of my -confidence m the people of this so-renowned 
town, and as an act of homage to their good sense and fine 
taste, the Ventriloquist, the Ventriloquist I Further, Mes- 
sieurs et Mesdames, I present to you the Face-Maker, the 
Physiognomist, the great Changer of Countenances, ^wh6 
transforms the features that Hea\ en has bestowed upon hird. 
into an endless succession of ^ Surprising and extraordinary 
^ visages, comprehending, Messieurs et Mesdames, all the con- 
tortions, energetic and expressive, of which the human face 
is capable, and all the ptssionk of the human heart, ^as Love> 
Jealousy, Kevenge, Hatred, Avanco, Despan I Hi hi, Ho 
ho, Lu lu, Gome ml’ 1 To tins effect, With an occasional 
smite upon a sonorous kind Of tambourine — bOstowed with 
a will, as if it represented the people who woh’t come in— 
holds forth a man of lofty and severe demeanour , a mar 
in stately uniform, gloomy with the 1 knowledge he possesses 
of the inner secrets of the booth “ Come m, come in 
Your opportunity presents itself to night , to morrow ii 
will be gone for ever To-morrow morning by the* Expres* 
Train the' railroad will reclaim the Ventriloquist and th< 
Face-Maker T Algeria will reclaim the Ventriloquist anc 
the Face Maker ! Yes > For the honour of their counts 
they have accepted propositions of a magnitude incredible 
to appear m Algeria See them for the last time befon 
their departure 1 We go to commence on the instant 
Hi hi 1 Ho ho f Lu lu f Come m I Take the money tha 
now ascends, Madame , but after that^ no morej for we com- 
mence ! Come m ! ” * 

Nevertheless, the eyes both of the gloomy Speaker and of 
Madame receiving sous in a muslin bower, survey the crowd 
pretty sharply after the ascending money has ascended, to 
detect any lingering sous at tliO turning point J “Come in 
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come in ! Is there any more money t Madame, on the point 
of ascending 9 If so, we wait for it If not, We com- 
mence ! ” The orator lookB hack over his shoulder to say it, 
lasbmg . the spectators with the conviction that ho beholds 
through the folds of the drapery into which he is aboilt to 
^inge, the Ventriloquist and the Face-Maker Several 
sOus burst out of pockets, and ascend “ Come up, (then, 
Messieurs » ” exclaims Madameoui a shnll voice, nnd beckon- 
ing with a bejewelled' finger “ Come up 1 This pi esses. 

Monsieur has commanded that they commence * Monsieur 
dives into his Intend, and the last half-dozen of us follow 
His Intenor is comparatively severe , his Extenor also. A 
true Temple of Art needs nothing but seats, drapery, a small 
table with two moderator lamps hanging over it, and an 
ornamental looking-glass let irito the waft Monsieur m 
uniform gets behind the tabM and surveys us with disdain, 
his forehead becoming diabolically intellectual under the 
moderators “ Messieurs et Mesdames, I present to you the 
Ventriloquist He will com’mence with the celebrated Ex- 
perience of the bee m the window The bee, apparently the 
writable bee of Future, will hover m the window, and about 


the room >He will be with difficulty caught in the, hand of 
Monnenr the Ventnloquist — he will escape — he will again 
hover — at length he will he recaptured by Monsieur the 
Ventnloquist, and will be with ‘difficulty put into a bottle 
Achieve .then, Monsieur ! ” 1 Here the proprietor is leplaced 
behind the table by the Ventnloquist, .who is tliin and 
sallow, and of a weakly aspect • While the bee is, in pro- 
gress, Monsieur the Proprietor sits apart on. a stool, 
immersed m dark and remote ith'ought. The moment the 
liee is bottled, he stalks forward^ ey es ns gloomily us ‘w e 
applaud, ‘and then announces, sternly ; waving his hand : 
“Tho magnificent Experience of the child with the whoop- 
ing-cough ! ” The child disposed 1 of, he starts up as before 
* superb and extraordinary ^Experience of the dialogue 
„ between. Monsieur Tatamhour in his dining-room, mid 1 lus 
"domestic; Jerome, in the cellar , concluding with the song- 
sters of the grove, and the Concert of domestic Farm-yard. 

1 m a is. All this done, and well done, Monsieur the Ven- 
in » it withdraws, nnd Monsieur the Face-Maker hursts 
A 1,5 "SMtmmg-reom were a mile long instead of a yard. 

cotS! ll ° n J Mtle mnn 111 a ‘ lflr S e white waistcoat, with a 
countenance, and with a wig m his hand. Irreverent 
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disposition to laugh, instantly checked by the tremendous 
gravity of the Face Maker, who intimates in his bow that if 
we expect that sort of thing we are mistaken A % ery little 
shaving glass with a leg behind it is handed in, and placed 
on the table before the Face-Maker “ Messieurs et Mes 
dames, with no other assistance than this mirror and th £/ 
wig, I shall have the honour of showing you a thousand 
characters.” As a preparation, the Face-Maker with both 
hands gouges himself, and turns his mouth inside out He 
then becomes frightfully grave again, and says to the Pro 
pnetor, “I am ready 1” Proprietor stalks forth from bale j 
ful revene, and announces “The Young Conscript! ” Face- 
Maker claps his wig on, hind side before, looks m the glass, 1 
and appears above it as a conscript so very imbecile, and 
squinting so extremely hard, tthat I should think the State 
would never get any good of him Thunders of applause. 
Face Maker dips behind the looking-glass, brings his own , 
hair forward, is himself again, is awfully grave “ A distm- I 
guished inhabitant of the Faubourg St. Germain.” Face 
Maker dips, rises, is supposed to be aged, blear-eyed, tooth- 
less, slightly palsied, supernaturally pokte, evidently ~ 
noble birth “ The oldest member of the Corps of Invalid^ 
on the f&te-day of his master ” Face Maker dips, rises, wears 
the wig on one side, has become the feeblest military bore 
m existence, and (it is dear) would lie frightfully about his 
past achievements, if he were not confined to pantomime 
“ Th e Miser ! ” Face-Maker dips, rises, dutches a bag, and 
every hair of the wig is on end to express that he lives in 
continual dread of thieves il The Genius of France 1 ” Face- 
Maker dips, rises, wig pushed back and smoothed flat, little 
cocked hat (artfully concealed till now) put a top of it, Face- i 
Maker’s white waistcoat much ^advanced, Face-Maker’s left 
hand in bosom of white waistcoat, Face-Maker’s right hand 
behind his back Thunders. * This is the first of three 
positions of the Genius of France. 1 In the second position, 
the Face-Maker takes snuff , in the third, rolls up his nght v 
hand, and surveys illimitable armies -through that pocket^ 
glass. The Face-Maker then, by putting out his tongue, and 
wearing the wig nohow in particular, becomes the Village 
Idiot The most remarkable .feature in the whole of his 
ingenious performance, is, that whatever he does to disguise 
hi ms elf, has the effect of rendering Vnm rather more like 
himself than he was at first. 1 
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There were peep-shows in this Fair,' and I had the pleasure 
of recognising several fields of glory with which I became 
well acquainted a year or two ago as Crimean battles, now- 
doing duty as Mexican victories. The change was neatly 
effected by some extra smoking of the Russians, and by 
^termitting the camp followers free range m the foreground 
to despoil the enemy of their utnfortns As no British 
troops had ever happened to be within sight when the artist 
took his original fetches, it followed fortunately that none 
were m the way now 

The Fair wound up with a ball Respecting the particular 
night of the week on which the ball took place, I decline 
to commit myself ; merely mentioning that it was held in 
a stable-yard so very close to the railway, that it is a mercy 
the locomotive did not set fire to it (In Scotland, I sup- 
pose it would have done so) There, m a tent prettily 
decorated with looking-glasses and a myriad of toy-flags, .the 
people danced all night It was not an expensive recreation, 
the price of a double ticket for a cavalier and lady being one 
and threepence m English money, and even of that small 
- Jum iu e pence was reclaimable for “ consommation : ” which 
word I venture to translate into refreshments of no greater 
strength, at the strongest, than ordinary wine made hot 
with sugar and lemon in it It was a ball of great good 
humour and of great enjoyment, though veiy many of the 

RsXy^Uy V6 Leen ^ P0 ° r 08 the fifteen sub -> ectfi of tbe 

with ®!f h0 ?? g T^ en Pet national pint pot 

Jlr 5 iblB . Fair > 1 was very well satisfied with the 

ST/ S T ple e ^ yment & at it poured into the dull 
French-Flemish country life How dull that is. I had an 

the°w m r l f /fl DSldermg wben the PjuI vras over— when 
the tn-coloured flags were withdrawn from the windows- of 

houses on the Place where the Fair uas lmld-when th. 
S^'lierTthe' HMel^ a PP ar6Il tly until next Fmr-tim^- 

^S eaielwhen ^ ° ^ lts «*• a ^y 

vtxGxi faring MuulahS nflh™? ^ 0m 1 take to fona 
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how long some hobby-horses do leavo their tracks m public 
ways, and how difficult the} r are to emso, m> eyes ^ere 
greeted with a goodly sight. I beheld four male personages 
thoughtfully pacing the Place together, m tho sunlight, 
evidently not belonging to the town, and having upon them_ 
a certain loose cosmopolitan air of not belonging to anjC 
town One was clad m a suit of white canvas, another m 
a cap and blouse, the third in an old military frock, the 
fourth in a shapeless dress that looked as if it had been 
made out of old umbrellas. All \\ ore dust-coloured shoes 
My heart beat high , for, m those four male personages, 
although complexionless and eyebrowless, I beheld four sub 
jects of the Family P Salcy Blue bearded though they 
were, and bereft of the youthful smoothness of cheek which 
is imparted by what is termed in Albion a “Whitechapel 
shave ” (and which is, in fact, whitening, judiciously applied 
to the jaws With the palm of the hand), I recognisod therm 
As I stood admiring, there emerged from the ynid of ft 
lowly Cabaret, the excellent Ma Mfcre, Ma More, Mith tho 
words, “ The soup is 'Served , ” u ords which so elated the 
subject m the canvas suit, that when they all ran m tc^ 
partake, he went last, dancing with Ins hands stuck angu- 
larly into the pockets of his canvas trousers, after the 
Pierrot manner Glancing down the Yard, the last I saw 
of him was, that he looked m through a window (at the 
soup, no doubt) on one leg r 

Full of this pleasure, I shortly afterwards departed from 
the town, little dreaming of an addition to my good fortune 
But more was in reserve I went by a tram which was 
heavy with third-class carnages, full of young fellou s (well 
guarded) who had drawn unlucky numbers in the last con 
scnption, and were on their way to a famous French garnsor 
town where much of the raw military matennl is worked uj- 
mto soldiery i At the station they had been sitting about 
in their threadbare homespun blue garments, with their pool 
little bundles under their arms, covered with dust and clay 
and the various soils of France , sad enough at heart, mok 
of them), but putting a good face upon it, and slapping then 
breasts and singing choruses on the smallest provocation , 
the gayer spirits shouldering half loaves of black bread 
speared 1 upom their walking sticks As we went along, they 
were audible at every station, chorusing wildly out of tune, 
and feigning the highest hilanty After a while, however, 
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they began to leave off singing, and to laugh naturally, while 
at intervals there mingled with their laughter the harking of 
a dog* Now, I had to alight short of their destination, and, 
as that stoppage of the tram was attended with a quantity 
of horn blowing, bell ringing, and proclamation of what 
Messieurs les Yoyageurs were to do, and were not to do, m 
order to reach their respective destinations, I had ample 
leisure to go forward on file platform to take a parting look 
at my recruits, whose heads were all out at window, and 
who were laughing like delighted children. Then I per* 
ceived that a large poodle with a pink nose, who had been 
their travelling companion and the cause of their mirth, 
stood on his hind legs presenting arms on the extreme verge 
of the platform, ready to salute them as the tram w ent off 
Tins poodle w ore a military shako (it is unnecessary to add, 
a ery much on one side over one eye), a ' little military coafe 
and the regulation white gaiters f He was armed with a 
little musket and a little sword-bayonet, tod he stood pre- 
senting arms in perfect attitude, with his unobscured eye on 
his master or superior officer, who stood by him So admir- 
able was his discipline, that, when the tram moved, and he 
u ns greeted with the parting cheers of the recruits, and afeo 
imh a shower of centimes, several of Which struck his 
shako, and had a tendency to discompose ’him, 5 he remained 
staunch on his pdsi until tlio tram wa$ gone* He then 
resigned his arms to his officer, took off Ins shako by rubbmk 
his paw over it dropped bn four legs, bringing* his uniform 
coat into the absurdest delations with the overarching skies 
and ran about the platform in his white 1 gaiters, Wagging his 
tail to an exceeding great extent It struck me' that tWe 

JIT "It 58017 than ^ us in the poodle; and that he 
knew that the recruits would neither feet through their 

rases, nor get nd Of their uniforms, W easily as he 
som^ ng my thoughts, and seeking an my pockets 

T° f )nm, r (Ludly ducted 

tho Face-MAor? ™ i,s , s “P enor and in him beheld 

hut fim+ +1 * Though it was not the way to Algeria, 

* TQlllta , I 7 P oodle ’ s Colonel was the 

oi *r lus sho^li^f k h l0USe A "1 th a 8111011 bimaie d ^gHng 
P*pe from his Wnt-f i 6 e , an um hrelln and taking a 
their mjstenous way ° Smolce 83 and lhe poodle went 
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KEBICINE KEN OF CIVILISATION 

My voyages (in paper boats) among savages often yield me 
matter for reflection at home It is curious to trace the 
savage m the civilised man, and to detect the hold of some 
Ravage customs on conditions of society rather boastful of 
being high above them 

I wonder, is the Medicine Man of the North American 
Indians never to be got rid of, out of the North American 
country ? He comes into my Wigwam on all manner of 
occasions, and with the absurdest 11 Medicine ” I always find 
it extremely difficult, and I often find it Birnply impossible^ 
to keep him out of my Wigwam. For lus legal u Medicine 1 
he sticks upon his head the hair pf quadrupeds, and plasters 
the same with fat, an,d dirty white powder, and talks n 
gibbensh quite unknown to the men and squaws of his tribe 
For his religious “ Medicine 99 he puts on puffy white sleeves^ 
little black aprons, ^large black waistcoats , of a peculiar cut; 
coll&rless coats \yith Medicine button holes, Medicine stock 
mgs and gaiters and shoes, and, fops the whole with i 
highly grotesque Medicinal hat fn one respect, to be sura 
Ijam^quite free .from hum f On occasions when the Medicnn 
Men in general, together with a large number of the miscel 
laneous inhabitants <}f Ins village, both male and female, an 
presented to ( the f prmoipal Chief, his native “ Medicine 99 n 
-a comical* mixture of , old f od,ds an<jl ends (hired of traders 
and new things m antiquated shapes^ and pieces of red clot! 
(of which he is particularly fond), and white and red antr- 
blue pamt for the face The iixrationality of this particular 
Medicine culminates in a mock battle rush, from which many 
,of the squaws are tforae out, much dilapidated I need not 
observe how unlike this is to a Drawing Room at St. James’s 
Palace 

The African magician I find it very difficult to exclude 
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from my Wigwam too This creature takes cases of death 
and mourning under his supervision, and will frequently 
impoverish a whole family by his preposteious enchant- 
ments He is a great eater and drinker, and always con- 
ceals a rejoicing stomach, under a grieving extenor. His 
Sinrms consist of an infinite quantity of worthless scraps, 
for which he charges very high. He impresses on the poor 
bereaved natives, that the more of his followers they pay to 
exhibit such sciaps on their persons for an hour or two 
(though they nevei saw the deceased in their lives, and are 
put in high spmts by bis decease), the more honourably and 
piously they gneve for the. dead The pool people sub- 
mitting themselves to this conjurer, an expensive proces- 
sion is formed, m which hits of stick, feathers of birds, 
and a quantity of other unmeaning objects besmeared 
with black paint, are earned in a certain ghastly order of 
which no one understands the meaning, if it ever had 
any, to the brink of the grave, and are then bi ought back 
again 


In the Tonga Islands everything is supposed to have a 
^ul, so that when a hatchet is irreparably broken; they say 
His immortal part has departed ; lie is gone to the happy 
hunting-plains.” This belief deads to the .logical sequence 
that when a man is buried, some, of his earing and drinking 
vessels, and some of his warlike implements, must, be 
broken and buned with him.. , Superstitious and wrong, hut 

™ f m ° r i re3p " ct f b l Ie Superstition than the hire ofimtic 
scraps for a show that has no meaning based on any sincere 

i*Wn me ^ my Uncommercial road* to threw apassing 
glance on some funeral solemnities that I have. seeA Where 
Aorth American Indians, African Magicians and T™™ 
Islander^ are supposed not to be. ^ ’ d T ° Dga 

Unce, I dwelt in an Italian city, where there (IwaH 
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oimverv dearfn \ mounun S oyer the unexpected death of 
yards of an outlinm^ n S0 ^ i ^ a S co ^ a ^ 6 among >the vme- 
bcrcavenieut w c J ^ ^ e cir cumsfances of the 
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interested, and determined, my friend— Mr Kmdheart — 
obtained access to the mourner, and undertook to arrange 
the burial 

Theresas a small Protestant cemetery near the city nails, 
and as Mr Kdndheart came back to me, he turned into it 
and chose the spot He was always highly flushed wh£> 
rendering a service unaided, and I knew that to make him 
happy I must keep aloof from his ministration But when 
at dinner he warmed with the good action of the day, and 
conceived the brilliant idea of comforting the mourner -with 
“an English funeral, ” I ventured to intimate that I thought 
that institution, which ivas not absolutely sublime at home, 
might prove a failure in Italian hands. Howe^r, Mr Kmd- 
heart was so enraptured with his conception, that he pre 
sently wrote down mto the towu requesting the attendance 
with to-morrow's earliest light of a certain little upholsterer 
This upholsterer was famous for speaking the unintelligible 
local dialect (his own) in a far more unintelligible manner 
than any other man alive 

When from my bath next morning 1 overheard Mr Kind 
heart and the upholsterer <in conference on the top of 
echoing staircase , and when I overheard Mr Kmdheart 
rendering English Undertaking phrases into %er y choice 
Italian, and the upholsterer replying in the unknown 
Tongues , and when I furthermore remembered that the 
local funerhls had no resemblance to English funerals , 
I became m my secret bosom apprehensive. But Mr Kind- 
heart informed me at breakfast that measures had been taken 
to ensure a signal success. j * 

As the funeral 1 was to take place at sunset, and as I knew 
to which of the city gates it must tend, I went out at 
that gate as the sun descended, and walked along the dusty, 
dusty road I had not walked far, when I encountered this 
procession < ' t 

1 Kmdheart, much abashed, on an immense grey 
horse « - n j 

2. A bright yellow coach and pair, driven by a coachmau 
in bright red velvet knee-breeches and waistcoat. (This was 
the established local idea of State ) Both coach doors kept 
open by the coffin, which was on its -side within, and sticking 
oiit at each. j > » , 

3 Behind the coacH, f the mourner, for whom the coach 
was intended, walking in the dust. 
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4, Concealed behind a roadside well for the irrigation of 
a garden, the unintelligible TJpliolsterer, admiring 
It matters little now Coaches of all colours are alike to 
poor Kindheart, and he rests far North of the little cemetery 
with the cy pi ess-trees, by the city vails where the Mediter- 
ranean is so beautiful. 

My first funeral, a fair representative funeial after its kind, 
v as that of the husband of a married servant, once my nurse 
She married for money Sally Flanders, aftei a } ear or two 
of matrimony, became the relict of Flanders, a small master 
builder , and either she or Flanders had done me the honour 
to express a desire that I should follow ” I may have been 
seven or eight years old , — young enough, certainly, to feel 
rather alarmed by the expression, as not knowing where the 
imitation was held to terminate, and how far I was expected 
to follow the deceased Flanders Consent being given by 
the heads of houses, I was jobbed up into what w as pro- 
nounced at home decent mourning (comprehending some- 
body else s shirt, unless my memory deceives me), and was 
admonished that if, when the funeral was in action, I put 
" tty hands in my pockets, or took my eyes out of my pocket- 
' handkerchief) I was personally lost, and my family disgraced 
On the eventful day, having tried to get myself into a 
disastrous frame of nnnd, and having formed a very poor 
opinion of myself because I couldn’t cry, I repaired to Mrs 
bally was an excellent creature, and had been a good wife 
to old Flanders, but the moment I saw her I knew- that she 
w as not in her own real natural state She formed a sort of 
tout of Arms, grouped with a smelling-bottle, a handkerchief 

' TT S ? bo JJ le ° f vme S ar » Sanders's sister, her own sistei’ 
Flanders’s brother’s wife, and two neighbouring gosmps-aU 

At smlit”*? 6, m r{°n read -T t0 llold her whenever she fainted 
* £ bt 1 f P °° r ^ ttIc she became much agitated (agitating 

abaters 

»J£ t hun .ell, iJ 

again wh.cl^S S 'w If ^ you '” Crated 

u done her credit” ° f ^ Urms soothingly 

ha\e fainted unless <=]>*> \ that B he needn’t 
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fainted unless it had been expected of her, quite as well as 
I know it at this day It made me feel uncomfortablo and 
hypocritical besides, I was not sure but that it might lie 
manners in inc to faint next, and I resoled to keep m) ejo 
on Flanders’s uncle, and if I saw any signs of his going m 
that direction, to go too, politely But Flanders’s unc^ 
(who was a weak little old letml grocer) had only one idea, 
which was that we all wanted tea , and he handed us cups 
of tea all round, incessantly, whether we refused or not 
There was a young nephew of Flanders’s present, to whom 
Flanders, it was mmoured, had left nineteen guineas Ho 
drank all the tea that was offered him, tins nephew— 
amounting, I should say, to several quarts — and ate as much 
plum cake as he could possibly come by , but he felt it to 
be decent mourning that he should now and then stop in 
the midst of a lump of cake, and appear to forget that Ins 
mouth was full, in the contemplation of his uncle’s memory 
I felt all this to be the fault of the undertaker, who was 
handing us gloves on a tea tray as if they w y eie muffins, and 
tying us into cloaks (mine had to be pinned up all round, 
it w'as so long for me), because I knew that he w as mnkimf 
game So, when we got out into the streets, and I coj? 
stantly disarranged the procession by tumbling on the people 
before me because my handkerchief blinded my eyes, and 
tripping up the people behind me because my cloak w as so 
long, I felt that we were all making game. I was truly 
sorry for Flanders, but I knew that it was no reason why we 
should be trying (the women with then heads in hoods like 
coal scuttles wath the black side outivard) to keep step wntli 
a man in a scarf, carrying a thing like a mourning spy glass, 
which he was going to open presently and sw eep the horizon 
with I knew that w e should not all have been speaking 
in one particular key-note struck by the undertaker, if w e had 
not been making game Even in our faces we w r ere every 
one of us as like the undertaker as if we had been his own 
family, and I perceived that this could not have happened 
unless we had been making game "When we returned tS 
Sally’s, it was all of a piece The continued impossibility 
of getting on without plum cake , the ceremonious appan 
tion of a pair of decanters containing port and sherry <and 
cork, Sally’s sister at the tea table, clinking the best 
crockery and shaking her head mournfully every time she 
looked down into the teapot, as if it were the tomb , the 
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!oat of Arms again, and Sally as before , lastly, tbe words 
f consolation administered to Sally when it was considered 
lght that slio should “come lound nicely 15 which were, 
hat the deceased had had “ as com-foi-ta-ble a fu-ne-ral ns 
omfortable could be t ” 

J Other funerals have I seen with grown-up eyes, since that 
Jay, of which the burden has been the same childish burden. 
Taking game Beal affliction, real gnef and solemnity, have 
lieen outraged, and the funeral has been “performed.” The 
w aste foi ii Inch the funeral customs of many tnbes of savages 
are conspicuous, has attended these civilised obsequies , and 
once, and twice, have I wished in my soul that if the 11 aste 
must be, they would let the undertaker bury the money, and 
let me bury tbe fi lend 

In France, upon the whole, these ceremonies are more 
sensibly regulated, because they aie upon the whole less 
expensively regulated I cannot say that I have evei been 
much edified by the custom of tying a bib and apion on the 
front of the house of mourning, or that I would myself par- 
ticularly care to be duven to my grave m a nodding and 
, bobbing car, like an infirm four-post bedstead, by an inky 
fellow-creature m a cocked-hat. But it may he that I am 
constitutionally insensible to the vn-tues of a cocked-hat In 
provincial France, the solemnities aie sufficiently hideous, 
but are few and cheap The friends and townsmen of the 
departed, in their own di esses and not masquerading undei 
tfie auspices of tbe African Conjurer, surround the hand-bier 
tmd often cany it It is not considered indispensable to stifle 
tbe bearers, or even to elevate the buiden on theii shoulders 
consequently it is easily taken up, and easily set down and 

th n 6treets mtbout the dressing floun 
denng and shuffling that w e see at home A dirty priest or 

SaVf \ dlrtl0r ftC 0 Jy te 01 two - do not lend any especial 
grace to the proceedings, and I regard with nnrLnol 
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make no pretence of being overcome, I hn\e never noticed 
that the people in them were the v orse for it In Ital) , the 
hooded Members of Confraternities vv ho attend on funerals, 
are dismal and ugly to look upon , but the serv ices they 
render are at least oluntarity rendeied, and impoverish no 
one, and cost nothing Why should high civilisation and loy, 
savagery ever come together on the point of making them 
a wantonly wasteful and contemptible set of forms ? 

Once I lost a friend by death, who had been tioubled 
in his time by the Medicine Man and the Conjurer, and upon 
whose limited resouices there were abundant claims The 
Conjurer assured me that I must positively ‘ follow ” and 
both he and the Medicine Man entertained no doubt that 
I must go in a black carriage, and must wear “fittings” 
I objected to fittings as having nothing to do with m) 
friendship, aud I objected to the black carnage as being m 
more senses than one a job So, it came into my mind to 
try. what would happen if I quietly walked, in my own way, 
own house to my friend’s burial place, and stood 
Cii grave m my own dress and person, reverently 
the best of Services It satisfied my riling 
i as w T ell as if I had been disguised in a Inrea 
v and scarf both trailing to my very heels, and as 
ad cost the orphan children, in their greatest need, ten 

i 

Can any one who ever beheld the stupendous absurdities 
attendant on “A message from the Lords 99 in the House of 
Commons, turn upon the Medicine Man of the poor Indians 9 
Has he any “ Medicine ” in that dried skin pouch of his, so 
supremely ludicrous as the tw o Masters in Chancery holding 
up then black petticoats and butting their ridiculous wigs at 
Mr Speakei ? Yet there are authorities innumerable to tell 
me — os theie are authorities innumerable among the Indians 
to tell them — that the nonsense is indispensable, and that 
its abrogation would mvolv e most awful consequences 
What would any rational creature who had nevei heard of 
judicial and foiensic “fittings,” think of the Couit of Com-^ 
mon Pleas on the first day of Term? Or with wdiat an 
awakened sense of humour would Livingstone’s account of 
a similar scene be peiused, if the fur and red cloth and goats’ 
hair and horse ban and powdered chalk and black patches 
on the top of the head, were all at Tala Mungongo instead of 
Westminster? That model missionary and good brave man 
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found at least one tribe of blacks xnth a very strong sense of 
tire ridiculous, insomuch that although an amiable and docile 
people, they never could see the Missionaries dispose of their 
legs in the attitude of kneeling, or heal them begin a hymn 
in chorus, -without bursting into roars of irrepressible lauglitei 
is much to be hoped that no member of this facetious 
tribe may evei find his way to England and get committed 
foi contempt of Court 

In the Tonga Island already mentioned, theie are a set of 
personages called Ma taboos — or some such name — who are 
the masters of all the public ceiemomes. and who know the 
exact place in which ex ei y chief must sit down when a solemn 
public meeting takes place • a meeting which bears a family 
resemblance to our own Public Dinner, m respect of its being 
a mam part of the proceedings that exery gentleman present 
is required to dunk something nasty. These Mataboos are 
a pm lleged order so important is then avocation, and they 
make the most of their high functions A long way out of* 
the Tonga Islands, indeed, ratliei near the British Islands, 
was there no calling m of the Matahoos the otliei day to 
^ttlp an earth-convulsing question of precedence; and was 
there no weighty opinion delivered on the part of the Mata- 
boos which, being interpreted to that unlucky tribe of blacks 
with the sense of the ridiculous, would infallibly 6et the whole 
population screaming w ith lauglitei ? 

My sense of justice demands the admission, liowex er that 
tins is not quite a one-sided question If we submit ourselves 
meekly to the Medicine Man and the Conjurer, and are not 
exalted by it, the savages may retort upon us that we act 
i. m °re unwisely than they m other matters wherein we fail to 
imitate them It is a widely diffused custom among savage 
tnbes, when they meet to discuss any affair of public impor- 
tance, to at tip all night making a horrible noise, dancing 
blowing shells, and (in cases where they are familiar S 
. , arms) flpng out into ope/i spaces and letting off guns 
is questionable whether our legislative assemblies might 
U “ ^ sMHs not n,d„aTs “S 
nsirument. and it is monotonous but it is as musical a* 

Wutt m o7tl ,10 T t0nOU i tl ! ftn ’ \ ny honourable friend's ox™ 
runipot or the trumpet that ho blows so hard for the 

a Goxornnmnf t5sele ? sness of fl rgmng With anx, supporter of 

Oancin- it .s V iS,*” 0pposlhon ’ t ls wel1 bnown Tiy 
c -tt is a bettn exercise, and lias the unspeakable 
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recommendation that it couldn't be reported The honourable 
and savage member who has a loaded gun, and has grown 
impatient of debate, plunges out of doors, fires in the air, and 
returns calm and silent to the Palaver Let the honourable 
and civilised member similarly cliaiged vatli a speech, dnrt- 
mto the cloisters of Westminster Abbey m the silence <yr 
night, let his speech off, and come back harmless It is not 
at first sight a very rational custom to pnmt a broad blue 
stripe across one's nose and both cheeks, and a broad red 
stripe from the forehead to the chin, to attach a few pounds 
of wood to one's under lip, to stick fish bones in one s ears 
and a brass curtain nng in one’s nose, and to rub one's body 
all over with rancid oil, as a preliminary to entering on 
business. But this is a question of taste and ceremony, and 
so is the Windsor Uniform The manner of entering on the 
business itself is another question A council of sin. hundred 
savage gentlemen entirely independent of tailors, sitting on 
their hams in a ring, smoking, and occasionally grunting, 
seem to me, according to the experience I have gathered m 
voyages and travels, somehow to do what they come 
ogether for , whereas that is not at all the general experience 
of a council of six hundred civilised gentlemen very depen 
dent on tailors and sitting on mechanical contrivances It 
is better that an Assembly should do its utmost to envelop 
itself in smoke, than that it should direct its endeavours to 
enveloping the public in smoke, and I would rather it 
buried half a hundred hatchets than buried one subject 
demanding attention* 
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By the side of most railways out of London, one may see 
Alms-Houses and Eetreats tgeneially with a Wing or a 
Centre wanting, and ambitious of being much bigger than 
they are), some of which are newly-founded Institutions, 
and some old establishments transplanted There is a 
tendency in these pieces of architecture to shoot upward 
unexpectedly, like Jack’s bean-stalk, and to be ornate m 
spires of Chapels and lanterns of Halls, which might lead 
to the embellishment of the air with many castles of 
questionable beauty but for the restraining consideration 
^f expense However, the managers, being always of a 
sanguine temperament, comfort themselves with plans and 
elevations of Loomings in the future, and are influenced 
in the present by philanthropy towards the railway pas- 
sengers For, the question how prosperous and promising 
tho buildings cun bo mad© to loot in their eyes, usually 
supersedes the lesser question how they can he turned to 
the best account for the inmates 


Why none of the people who reside in these places ever 
look out of window, or take an ainng in the piece of ground 
winch is going to be a garden by-and-by, is one of the 
wonders I haxe added to my nlu ays-lengthemng list of the 
wonders of the world I lmx e got it mto my mind that 
onlhSlo™ a . stat , e of chrome injury and resentment, and 
SS Tt i t0 decor ? te the building with a human 
^ have known legatees deeply injured br a 

feand° f aS e JT dred P ° Unds Wuse lfc *ns not five 
on Z Pni r d f V VnS ? nC6 acc l urun ted with a pensioner 
on the Public to the extent of tvo hundred a x ear who 

inlhorecelnTof fo^h!^ Ws Co 1 untl ^ T J^cause he vr’ns not 
so Ji!?* f fo "r* h , aYin E no claim whatever to sixpence 

^^Tttfe hr lly + haP f nS) ***** limits, that 

get a little help is to get a notion of ]>emg defrauded of 
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more “ How do they pass their lives m tins beautiful and 
peaceful place?” was the subject of my speculation *\uth 
a visitor who once uccompamed me to a charming rustic 
retreat foi old men and women a quaint ancient founda 
tion in a pleasant English count}, behind a picturesque 
church and among rich old convent gardens There veC^ 
but some dozen or so of houses, and we agieed that we 
would talk with the inhabitants, as they sat m their groined 
rooms between the light of their fires and the light shining 
m at their latticed windows, and would find out. * The} 
passed their lives in considering themselves mulcted of 
certain ounces of tea by a deaf old stewaid who lived among 
them in the quadrangle There was no 1 eason to suppose 
that any such ounces of tea had ever been m existence, or 
that the old steward so much as knew what was the matter , 
— he passed his life in considering himself periodically de 
frauded of a birch broom by the beadle 

But it is neither to old Alms-Houses in the country, nor 
to new Alms-Houses by the railroad, that these present 
Uncommercial notes relate They refei hack to journeys 
made among those common-place smoky fronted London 
Alms Houses, with a little paved courtyard in fiont ei> 
closed by iron railings, which have got snowed up, as it 
were, by bncks and mortar , which were once in a suburb, 
but are now in the densely populated town , gaps in the 
busy life around them, parentheses m the close and blotted 
texts of the streets 

Sometimes, these Alms Houses belong to a Company or 
Society Sometimes, they were established by individuals, 
and are maintained out of private funds bequeathed m pei 
petuity long ago My favourite among them is Titbull’s, 
which establishment is a picture of many Of Titbull I 
know no more than that he deceased m 1723, that his 
Christian name was Sampson, and his social designation 
Enquire, and that he founded these Alms Houses as Dwell 
ings for Nine Poor Women and Six Poor Men by his Will and 
Testament I should not know even this much but for its 
being inscubed on a gnm stone very difficult to read, let 
mto the front of the centre house of Titbull’s Alms Houses, 
and which stone is ornamented a-top with a piece of sculp 
tured drapery resembling the effigy of Titbull’s bath-towel 

Titbull’s Alms Houses are in the east of London, m a 
gieat highway, in a poor busy and thronged neighbourhood 
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Old iron and fried fish, cough drops and aitificial flowers, 
boded pigs’-feet and household furniture that looks as if 
it v, ere polished up with lip salve, umbrellas full of vocal 
literature and saucers full of shell-fisli m a green juice which 
I hope is natural to them when their health is good, garnish 
- tie paved sideways as you go to Titbull’s I take the 
ground to have risen in those parts since Titbull’s time, and 
you drop into his domain by tluee stone steps So did 
I first diop into it, very neaily striking my blows against 
Titbull’s pump, which stands with its back to the thoiougli- 
fare just inside the gate, and has a conceited air of reviewing 
Titbull s pensioners 

“And a worse one,” said a virulent old man with a 
pitcher, “ theie isn’t nowhere A harder one to w 01k, noi 
a giudginer one to yield, there isn’t nowdieie' ” This old 
man wore a long coat, such as we see Hogarth s Chairmen 
represented with, and it was of that peculiar green-pea hue 
without the green, which seems to come of poverty It had 
also that peculiai smell of cupboard wbicb seems to come 
of poverty 

'% “ The pump is 1 usty, peihaps,” said I. 

“Kot if,” said the old man, regarding it with undiluted 
virulence in his watei y eye “ It never w ere fit to he termed 
•V pump That’s what’s the matter w ith if ” 

“Whose fault is that said I 

The old man, who had a working mouth which seemed 
o be trying to masticate his anger and to find that it was 

gentleinen^ 1 ’ 1 ^ * ^ t0 ° mUclx ° f ltf re pked, “Them 

, “ What gentlemen 9 ” 

comfy'' 1 * ymK ° m 0t em °” S3id tlw old m “. ™>P>- 
c The tiustees 0 ty 


;; I wouldn’t trust ’em mjself.” said tl,e virulent old man 
T «m U nT an eftlemen who administer this place 
ft** of 1 them ° f the “ ' D ° r ha ' 6 1 — 50 as 

‘at^Wf J D c e T e J Wd of them ’ gasped the old man 
-from 3 U ?f We—avitli tbe rheumatics— drawing water 

a £n « t0 he delud ^ mto calling it 

up ) lu> v,’ t ] 0 ° d ? lan ^ve it another virulent look took 

mvmoi c o 3 
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Looking around and seeing that each little houso uas 
a house of two little rooms , and seeing that the little 
oblong court-yard in front ’was like a gm\eyaTd for tho 
inhabitants, saving that no word was engraxen on its flat 
dry stones , and seemg that the currents of life and noise^ 
ran to and fro outside, having no more to do with the plnc^ 
than if it were a sort of low -water mark on a In el} beach , 

I say, seeing tins and nothing else, I was going out at the 
gate when one of the doors opened 

“ Was you looking foi anything, sn p ” asked a tidy w ell- 
favoured woman 

Really, no , I couldn’t say I was 
“ Not wanting any one, sir?” 

“Ro — at least I — pray what is the name of the elderly 
gentleman who lives in the comer there ? ” 

The tidy woman stepped out to be sure of the door I 
indicated, and she and the pump and I stood all three in 
a row with our backs to the thoroughfare. 

“Oh I His name is Mr Battens,” said the tidy woman, 
dropping her voice 

“ I have just been talking with him 99 yc 

“Indeed?” said the tidy woman “Hoi Iwondei Mr." 
Battens talked 1 ” 

“ Is he usually so silent ? ” 

“ Well, Mr Battens is the oldest here — that is to say, the 
oldest of the old gentlemen — in point of residence ” 

She had a way of passing her hands over and under one 
another as she spoke, that was not only tidy but propitiatory , 
so I asked her if I might look at her little sitting-room ? 
She willingly replied Yes, and we went into it togethei 
she leaving the door open, wuth an eye as I understood to 
the social proprieties. The door opening at once into the 
room without any intervening entry, even scandal must 
have been silenced by the precaution 

It was a gloomy little chamber, but clean, and with a mug 
of wallflower m the window On the chimney-piece were v 
two peacock’s feathers, a carved ship, a few shells, ami'’ 
a black profile with one eyelash , whether this portrait 
purported to be male or female passed my comprehension, 
until my hostess informed me that it was her only son, and 
“ quite a speaking one ” 

“ He is alive, I hope ? 99 

“ No, sir,” said the widow, “he were castaway in China ,r 
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This was said with a modest sense of its reflecting a certain 
geographical distinction on his mother 

“ If the old gentlemen here are not given to talking,” said 
I, " I hope the old ladies are? — not that you are one ” 

She shook her head “ You see they get so cross.” 

/ v “ How is that ? ” 

“Well, whether the gentlemen really do deprive us of any 
little matters winch ought to be ours by lights, I cannot 
say for certain ; but the opinion of the old ones is they do. 
And Mr Battens he do even go so far as to doubt whether 
credit is due to the Foundei For Mr. Battens he do say, 
anyhow he got his name up by it and he done it cheap.” 

“ I am afraid the pump has souied Mi. Battens.” 

“It may be so ”ieturned the tidy widow, “but the handle 
does go very hard Still, whnt I say to myself is, the 
gentlemen may not pocket the difference between a good 
pump and a bad one, and I ivould wish to think veil of 
them. And the dwellings,” said my hostess, glancing round 
her room , “ perhaps they were convenient dwellings m the 
Founder's tune, considered as lus time, and therefore he 
.^should not be blamed. But Mrs Saggers is very hard upon 
’ them ” 


u Mrs Saggers is the oldest heie? ” 

“ The oldest but one. Mrs. Qumch being the oldest, and 
have totally lost her head ” 

“ And you ? ” 

“} youngest in residence, and consequently am 

not looked up to. But when Mrs Qumch makes a happy 
release there wiU he one below me. Nor is it to he ex- 
pected that Mrs Saggers will prove herself immortal.” 
r True, Nor Mr. Battens ” 

tll t old ^emen” said my widow slight- 
ingly, they count among themselves They do not count 

written to f ? n 18 exceptional that he have 

written to the gentlemen many times and have worked the 

^ S ”f\ nst Therefore he liave took a higher ground 

But y e do not as a rule, greatly xeckon the old gentkmen ” 

Ifound * to bo ffiS, 
..v n V~ tllG P° or ladies that the poor gentlemen 

of 1 Johitp 'T “5“' "' cre 1111 Teiy old indeed, nnf in a state 

“™°S?re s<1 I n.vd 0 f a,SC r K<i “““ tl,e X"” 0 ” 
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standing they lost this faith, and dispamged Titbull and all 


Impiovmg my acquaintance subsequently with this re- 
spected lady, Mhose name vas Mrs Mitts, and occasional!} 
dropping in upon hei with ft little ottering of sound Fauiil\^ 
Hyson m my pocket, I gradually became familiar with th6^ 
inner politics and ways of Titbull s Alms Houses Hut 
I nevei could find out who the tiustees were, or where the} 
weie it being one of the fixed ideas of the place that those 
authorities must be vaguely and m}stenously mentioned as 
“ the gentlemen ” only The secretary of “ the gentlemen 
was once pointed out to me, evidently engaged in championing 
the obnoxious pump against the attacks of the discontented 
Mr Battens , but I am not in a condition to repoit furthei 
of him than that he had the spnghtly beniing of a law^ei s 
clerk I had it fiom Mi's Mitts’s lips in a -\ery confidential 
moment, that Mi Battens "was once “had up before the 
gentlemen ” to stand or fall by his accusations, and that an 
old shoe was thrown after him on his departure from the 
building on this dread errand, — not ineffectually, foi, the 
interview resulting in a plumbei, was considered to luvve( 
encircled the temples of Mr Battens vuth the wreath of 
victory 

In Tithull’s Alms Houses, the local society is not le- 
garded as good society A gentleman 01 lady receiving 
visitors fiom without, 01 going out to ten, counts, ns it -weie, 
accordingly , but visitmgs or tea drinkings interchanged 
among Titbullians do not score Such interchanges, how- 
ever, are rare, in consequence of internal dissensions oc- 
casioned by Mi's Snggers’s pail wlucli household aiticle 
has split Titbull’s into almost as many parties as there are 
dwellings in that precinct The extremely complicated 
natuie of the conflicting articles of belief on the subject 
prevents my stating them here with my usual perspicuity, 
but I think they have all branched off from the loot-and 
trunk question, Has Mrs Saggei’s any light to stand hei 
pail outside her dwelling? The question has been much 
lefined upon, but roughly stated may be stated in those 
terms 

There aie two old men in TitbulFs Alms-Houses who, 
I ha\e been given to understand, knew each other in the 
world beyond its pump and iron railings, "when they were 
both “in trade” They make the best of their rexeises, 
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find are looked upon with gieat contempt They are little 
stooping hleai-eyed old men of cheerful countenance, and 
they liohble up and down the court-yard wagging their chins 
and talking togethei quite gaily This has gnen offence, 
and has, moreovei, raised the question whetliei they are 
justified m passing any other windows than then own 
Mi Battens, liowevei, permitting them to pass Ins windows 
on the disdainful giound that their imbecility almost amounts 
to irresponsibility, they are allowed to take then walk m 
peace. They live next door to one anotliei , and take it by 
turns to read the newspaper aloud (that is to say, the 
newest newspaper they can get), and they play cnbbage at 
night. On warm and sunny days they have been known to 
go so far ns to bring out two chairs and sit by the non 
railings, looking forth , but this low conduct, being much 
remarked upon throughout Titbull’s, they w eie detened by 
an outraged public opinion from repeating it There is 
a rumour— but it may be malicious — that they hold the 
memory of Titbull m some weak sort of veneration, and that 
they once set off togethei on a pilgrimage to the parish 
‘^churchyard to find Ins tomb To this, perhaps, might be 
■'traced^n general suspicion that they aie spies of “ the gentle- 
men ” to which they were supposed to have given coloui 
m my own presence on the occasion of the weak attempt at 
justification of the pump by the gentlemen’s cleik , when 
they emerged bare-headed fiom the doom of their dwellings, 
as if their dwellings and themselves constituted an old- 
fashioned weather-glass of double action with two figmes of 
def ? ent,all i r bo "c-d to lnm at internals 

nertLlf t r° k 5, 18 depart , urc The y flre understood to be 
perfectly friendless and relationless Unquestionably 

m u r r Ai ell T make t] i G ,jest lues 

“ r 7 ,ulls Alms-Houses, and unquestionably they are 
uLt MOnf ‘ 0nod) tl,e s <*J"ts »f unmitigated contempt 

J ^ riiglits, when tlieio is a jxieater sin limn 

Si eti hi n ' ,d H "" en l U r mt « ieTs 

W s S»tt *r '‘f 0 " 5 S' 4 *■*“ UP their amok}- 
Wore the jron railings, Titbull’s becomes flumed 

,t mosf St i 0r , Ce ? braW Palpitations of the heart fcr 

„Mo^T,r 8ht . S ? ut s « unfit to 

11 ,S dialed 
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than they used, and likewise that the foremost object of the 
population of England and Wales is to get you down and 
trample on you Even of railroads they know, at Titbull s, 
little more than the shriek (which Mrs Saggers sajs goes 
through, her, and ought to be taken up by Government) 
and the penny postage may even yet be unknown there, 
for I have never seen a letter delivered to any inhabitant 
But there is a tall straight sallow lady resident in Number 
Seven, TitbulTs, who never speaks to anybody, who is sur 
lounded by a superstitious halo of lost wealth, who does her 
household work in housemaid's gloves, and who is secretl) 
much deferred to, though openly cavilled at , and it has 
obscurely leaked out that this old lady has a son, grandson, 
nephew, or other relative, who is “a Contractor,” and who 
would think it nothing of a job to knock down TitbulTs, 
pack it off into Cornwall, and knock it together again An 
' immense sensation was made by a gipsy-party calling in 
a spring-van, to take this old lady up to go for a day's 
pleasure into Epping Porest, and notes were compared as 
to which of the company was the son, grandson, nephew , 
or other relative, the Contractor A thickset personage 
with a white hat and a cigar in his mouth, was the favounte 
though as TitbulTs had no other reason to believe that the 
Contractor was there at all, than that this man was supposed 
to eye the chimney stacks as if he would like to knock them 
down and cart them off, the general mind was much urn 
settled m arriving at a conclusion. As a way out of this 
difficulty, it concentrated itself on the acknowledged Beauty 
of the party, every stitch in whose dress was verbally un- 
ripped by the old ladies then and there, and whose “ goings 
on 99 wuth another and a thinner personage in a white hat 
might have suffused the pump (where they were principally 
discussed) with blushes, for months afterwards. Herein 
TitbulTs was to TitbulTs true, for it has a constitutional 
dislike of all strangers As concerning innovations and 
improvements, it is always of opinion that what it doesn't 
want itself, nobody ought to want But I think I have met 
with this opinion outside TitbulTs 

Of the humble treasures of furniture brought into Tit- 
bull's by the inmates when they establish themselves m 
that place of contemplation for the rest of their days, by far 
the greater and more valuable part belongs to the ladies 
I may claim the honour of having either crossed the 
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threshold, or looked m at the door, of every one of the 
mne Indies, and I have noticed that they are all paiticular 
in the article of bedsteads, and maintain favourite and long* 
established bedsteads and bedding as a regular part of their 
rest, Geneially an antiquated chest of drawers is among 
sheir cherished possessions , a tea-tray always is. I know 
of at least two rooms in which a little tea-kettle of genuine 
burnished copper, vies with the cat in winking at the fire ; 
and one old lady has a tea-urn set forth in state on the top 
of her chest of drawers, which urn is used as her library, 
and contains four duodecimo volumes, and a black-bordered 
newspaper giving an account of the funeral of Her Royal 
Highness the Princess Charlotte. Among the poor old 
gentlemen there are no such niceties Their furniture has 
the air of being contributed, like some obsolete Literary 
Miscellany, “by several hands;" their few chairs never 
match ; old patchwork coverlets lmger among them , and 
they have an untidy habit of keeping their wardiobes m 
hat-boxes. When I recall one old gentleman who is rather 
choice in liis shoe brushes and blackmg-bottle, I have 
gummed up the domestic elegances of that side of the 
' building 

On the occurrence of a death in Titbull’s, it is invariably 
agreed among the survivors — and it is the only subject on 
which they do agree — that the departed did something “to 
bring it on." J udgmg by Titbull’s, I should say the human 
mce need never die, if they took care. But they don’t take 
care, and they do die, and when they die in Titbull’s they 
are buned at the cost of the Foundation Some provision 
has been made for the purpose, in virtue of which (I record 
tins on the strength of having seen the funeral of Mrs. Quinch) 
a lively neighbouring undertaker dresses up four of the old 
men, and four of the old women, hustles them into a pro- 
c^sion of four couples, and leads off with a large black 

_ fhl ’I 6 ] >flCk * h,S hat ’ lookin 8 over his shoulder at 
1 nar tv h™ 7 i < ? m * une *° time to see that no member of the 
pnty has got lost, or has tumbled down , ns if they were a 
company of dim old dolls 7 

, 0 *" TGr y rnre occurrence in 
onro i 5 A story does ot)taia there, how an old lady's son 

S"' “ Pn M 1 Th ' r . ty Pounds A w 

With French V? 7 e . ^ le goto m his own carnage, 
>ench Horns P la 3™g up -behind, and whisked hi 





easnon-emv e/nnain 







MRS. MITTS’S CONDUCT 315 


he depart alone, foi Mrs Mitts, in a bonnet identified as 
having been le-embellished, went out walking with him, 
and stayed out till the ten o’clock beer, Greenwich time 

Theie was now a truce, even as to the troubled waters of 
-Mrs Saggers’s pail , nothing was spoken of among the 
' JBflies but the conduct of Mrs Mitts and its blighting influ- 
ence on the leputahon of Titbull’s It was agreed that 
Mr Battens “ ought to take it up,” and Mr. Battens was 
communicated with on the subject That unsatisfactory 
individual replied “ that he didn’t see his way yet,” and it 
was unanimously voted by the ladies that aggravation was 
in Ins nature 

How it came to pass, with some appearance of inconsis- 
tency, that Mrs. Mitts was cut by all the ladies and the 
Pensioner admired by all the ladies, matters not Before 
another week was out, Pitbulls was startled by another 
phenomenon At ten o’clock in the forenoon appeared a 
cab, containing not only the Greenwich Pensioner with one 
arm, but, to boot, a Chelsea Pensioner With one leg Both 
dismounting to assist Mrs. Mitts into the cab, the Green- 
wich Pensioner bore her company inside, and the Chelsea 
Pensioner mounted the bos by the driver liis wooden 
leg sticking out after the manner of a bowsprit, as if in 
jocular homage to his fnend’s sea-going careei. Thus 

the equipage drove aw'ay Ho Mrs. Mitts returned that 
night 


What Mr. Battens might have done in the matter of 
taking it up, goaded by the infuriated state of public feeling 
next morning, was anticipated by another phenomenon. A 
truck, propelled by the Greenwich Pensioner and the 
Oneisea Pensioner, each placidly smoking a pipe, and push- 
ing his warrior breast against the handle. 

The display on the part of the Greenwich Pensioner of 
J*, mn ™ ■ n ge-hnes,” and hls announcement that himself 
and fhend had looked m for the furniture of Mrs G. Pen- 

+? lttS ’ h 7 n ° means reconciIed the ladies to the 

annSi f m their « lSter; ° Q tlle contrai 7, it is said that they 
ppeared more than ever exasperated Nevertheless mv 

wLS t l t0 ? TlfcbuU,s since aS « 

idlm d i° 1° SU lm P resaon that it was a wholesome 

CthevnSfn i ^ r ft l rter ’ bottl m mind and dress 
dinisi f],n d 1 he, though it must ho admitted that they 
despise the six gentlemen to the last extent They have 
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a much greatei intei est in the external thoroughfare too, 
than they had when I first kne’w Titbull s And u hones er 
I chance to be leaning my back against the pump or 
the iron ladings, and to be talking to one of the junior 
ladies, and to see that a flush hns passed o\er her face, I 
immediately know without lookmcr lound that a GreemuoJ _ 
Pensionei has gone past 



KXX 


THE RUFFIAN 

I entertain so strong an objection to the euphonious 
softening of Ruffian into Rough, 'which has lately become 
popular, that I restore the light ivoid to the heading of this 
papei , the lather, os my object is to dwell upon the fact 
that the Ruffian is toleiated among us to an extent that 
goes beyond all umuffianly endurance I take the libeifcy 
to believe that if the Ruffian besets my life, a professional 
Ruffian at large m the open streets of a great city, notoriously 
having no otliei calling than that of Ruffian, and of dis- 
quieting and despoiling me ns I go peacefully about my 
'jawful business, interfering with no one, then the Govern- 
ment under winch I have the great constitutional privilege, 
supremo honour and happiness, and all the rest of it, to 
exist, breaks down in the discharge of any Government's 
most simple elementary duty 

What did I lead m the London daily papers, in the early 
days of this last September? That the Police had “At 

LENGTH SUCCEEDED IX CArTUIUNG TWO OF THE NOTORIOUS 
GANG THAT IIAVE SO LONG INFESTED TILE WATERLOO RoAD 1 

Is it possible 9 What a wonderful Police ! Here is a straight, 
broad, pubhb thorouglifaie of immense lesoit; half a mile 
long y gas-lighted night , with a great gas-lighted railway 
station m it, extra the sheet lamps , full of shops , traversed 
by two popular cross thoroughfaies of considerable traffic, 
lhelf the main road to the South of London , and the 
^admirable Police have after long mfestment of tins dark 
auddonely spot by a gang of Ruffians, actually got hold of 
two of them Why, can it be doubted that any man of fau 
London knowledge and common resolution, armed with the 
powers of the Law, could have captuied the whole con- 
federacy in a week 0 

^ ie X, P the Ruffian class In the Magistracy 

wl Police — to the conventional pieserving of them, as if 
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they were Partndges-that their numbei and audacity 
must he m great part referred Why is a notorious Thief 
and Ruffian evei left at large? He tuner turns his liberty 
to any account but violence and plunder, he no\er did ft an} s 
work out of gaol, he never will do a day’s work out of gaol 
As a proved notorious Thief he is always consignable t 
prison for three months When he comes out, ho is surely 
as notorious a Thief as he was when he nent in Then 
send him hack again “ Just Heaven < ” cries the Society 
for the protection of remonstrant Ruffians “This is eqm- 
valent to a sentence of perpetual imprisonment 1 ” Precisely 
for that reason it has my advocacy I demand to have the 
Ruffian kept out of my way, and out of the wn} of all decent 
people I demand to have the Ruffian employed, perforce, 
in hewing wood and drawing water somewhere for the 
general service, instead of hewing at her Mnjesty’s subjects 
and drawing their watches out of their pockets. If this be 
termed an unreasonable demand, then the tax-gatherers 
demand on me must be far more unreasonable, and cannot 
be otherwise than extortionate and unjust. 

It will be seen that I treat of the Thief and Ruffian a£- 
one I do so, because I know the two characters to be one,' 
m the vast majority of cases, just as well as the Police know 
it (As to the Magistracy, with a few exceptions, they know 
nothing about it but what the Police choose to tell them ) 
There are disorderly classes of men who are not thieves , 
as railway-navigators, bnckmakers, wood sawyers, coster' 
mongers. These classes are often disorderly and trouble' 
some , but it is mostly among themselves, and at any rate 
they irnvd their industrious avocations, they work early and 
late, and work hard. The generic Ruffian^honourable 
membei for what is tenderly called the Rough Element — 
is either a Thief, or the companion of Thieves When he 
infamously molests women coming out of chapel on Sunday 
evenings (for which I would have his back scarified often 
and deep) it is not only for the gratification of his pleasant 
instincts, but that there may be a confusion raised by which 
either he or his fnends may profit, in the commission of 


highway robberies or in picking pockets When he gets 
a pohce -constable down and kicks him helpless for life, it is 
because that constable once did his duty m bringing him to 
justice When he rushes into the bar of a public-house and 
scoops an eye out of one of the company there, or bites his 
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they were Partridges — that their numbei and audacity 
must be in great paxt referred Why is a notorious Thief 
and Ruffian ever left at large? He new turns his liberty 
to any account but violence and plunder, ho never did a day s 
work out of gaol, he never will do a day’s work out of gaol 
As a proved notorious Thief he is always consignable fr 
prison for three months When he comes out, he is surely 
as notorious a Thief as he was when lie went in Thou 
send him back again u Just Heaven!” cries the Society 
for the protection of remonstrant Ruffians “This is equi- 
valent to a sentence of perpetual imprisonment ! ” Precisely 
for that reason it has my advocacy I demand to have the 
Buffian kept out of my way, and out of the way of all decent 
people I demand to have the Buffian employed, perforce, 
in hewing wood and drawing water somewhere for the 
general service, instead of hewing at hei Majesty’s subjects 
and drawing their watches out of their pockets. If this be 
termed an unreasonable demand, then the tax-gatherer's 
demand on me must be far more unreasonable, and cannot 
be otherwise than extortionate and unjust. 

It will be seen that I treat of the Thief and Buffian a 


one I do so, because I know the two characters to be one, 
in the vast majonty of cases, just as well as the Police know 
it (As to the Magistracy, with a few exceptions, they know 
nothing about it but what the Police choose to tell them ) 
There are disorderly classes of men who are not thieves, 
as railway-navigators, brickmakers, wood sawyers, coster- 
mongers. These classes are often disorderly and tiouble- 
some , but it is mostly among themselves, and at any rate 
they have their mdustiious avocations, they work early and 
late, and work hard. The generic Buffian'*- honourable 
member for what is tenderly called the Rough Element — 
is either a Thief, or the companion of Thieves When he 
infamously molests women coming out of chapel on Sunday 
evenings (for which I would have his back scanfied often 
and deep) it is not only for the gratification of his pleasant 
instincts, hut that there may be a confusion raised by which 
either he or his friends may profit, in the commission of 
highway robberies or in picking pockets. When he gets 
a police constable down and kicks him helpless for bfe, it is 
because that constable once did his duty m bringing him to 
justice When he rushes into the bar of a public-house and 
scoops an eye out of one of the company there, or bites hi s 
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ear off, it is because the man lie maims gave evidence against 
him. When he and a line of comiades extending acioss the 
footway — say of that solitary mountain spin of the Abruzzi, 
the Waterloo Road — advance towards me “skylaikmg” 
among themselves, my purse or shut-pin is in piedestxned 
~4erzl from his playfulness. Always a Ruffian, ah\ ays a Thief. 
Always a Thief, always a Ruffian 

Now, 'when I, who am not paid to know these things, 
know them daily on the evidence of my senses and 
experience , when I know that the Ruffian never jostles 
a lady m the streets, or knocks a hat off, but m ordei that 
the Thief may piofit, is it surprising that I should requne 
from those who am paid to know these tilings, pievention of 
them 9 

Look at this group at a street comei Number one is 
a shirking fellow of five-and-twenty, in an ill-favoured and 
ill savoured suit, his tiouseis of coiduroy, his coat of some 
indiscernible groundwoik for the deposition of grease, his 
neckerchief like an eel, his complexion hke dirty dough, 
liis mangy fur cap pulled low upon his beetle brows to hide 
the prison cut of his hair His hands aie in his pockets 
He puts them there when they are idle, as naturally as in 
other people's pockets when they are busy, for he knows 
that they are not roughened by work, and that they tell 
a tale Hence, whenevei he takes one out to draw a sleeve 
across lus nose — which is often, foi he has weak eyes and 
a constitutional cold in his head — he restores it to its pocket 
immediately afterwards. Number two is a burly brute of 
five-and-tlurty, in a tall stiff hat, is a composite as to his 
clothes of betting-man and fighting-man ; is whiskered ; has 
a staring pm m his breast, along with his right hand 
has insolent and cruel eyes , large shoulders , strong less! 
booted and tipped foi kicking. Number three is forty yeans 
of age , is short, thick-set, strong, and bow-legged wears 
knee cords and white stockings, a very long-sleeved waist- 
coat, a very large neckerchief doubled 01 tiebled round his 

roat, and a crumpled white hat crowns^us ghastly parch- 
ment face Tins fellow looks like an executed postboy of 
otter days, cut doivn from the gallows too soon, and restored 
and presen ed, by express diabolical agency. Numbers five, 
su-, and seven, are hulking idle, slouching young men 

m A6 d w nd s , hab ky> to o short in the sleeves and toll tight 
the legs, slmuly clothed, foul-spoken, repulsive wretches 
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chronicled as if he were an Institution Is there any city 
m Europe, out of England, m which these terms aie held 
with the pests of Society 9 Oi in which at this day, such 
violent robberies from the person are constantly committed 
as in London 9 

7^ The Preparatory Schools of Ruffianism are sinnlaily borne 
with The young Ruffians of London— not Thieves yet, hut 
training 'for scholarslups and fellowships m the Criminal 
Court Universities — molest quiet people and then pioperty, 
to an extent that is liaidly ci edible The throwing of stones 
m the streets has become a dangerous and destructive offence, 
which surely could have got to no greatei height though we 
lmd had no Police but our own nding-whips and walking- 
sticks— the Police to which I myself appeal on these occa- 
sions The throwing of stones at the windows of railway 
carriages m motion — an act of v anton wickedness with the 
wry Arch-Fiend's hand m it — had become a crying evil, 
when the railway companies forced it on Police notice. 
Constabular contemplation had until then been the order 
of the day 

"Within these twelve months, theie arose among the young 
gentlemen of London aspiring to Ruffianism, and cultivating 
that much-encouraged social art a facetious cry of “ I’ll have 
tins 1 ” accompanied with a clutch at some article of a passing 
lady’s dress I lias e known a Indy’s veil to be thus humorously 
torn from her face and earned off in the open streets at noon , 
and I have had the honour of thyself giving chase on West- 
minster Bridge, to another young Ruffian, who, m full day- 
light early on a summer evening had neaily thrown a modest 
, young woman into a swoon of indignation and confusion, by 
1 Ins shameful manner of attacking her with this cry as she 
harmlessly passed along liefoie me Mr Carlyle, some 
time since, awakened a little pleasantry by writing of his 
own experience of the Ruffian of the streets. I have seen 
the Ruffian act m exact accordance with Mr Carlyle s descrip- 
tion innumerable times, and I never saw luni checked 

The binnng use of the aery worst language possible, in 
our public thoroughfares — especially m those set apart for 
recreation is another disgrace to us, and another result of 
constabular contemplation the like of which I haxe neaer 
lenrd in any othei countiy to which my uncommercial 
traaels lme extended Years ago when I had a near 
interest m certain children who weie sent with then nurses, 
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respecting the charge. During conference I was evidently 
regarded as a much more objectionable peison than the 
prisoner , — one giving trouble by coming there voluntarily, 
which the prisonei could not be accused of doing The 
rpsonei had been got up, since I last had the pleasure of 
Sfemg her, with a great effect of white apron and straw 
bonnet She reminded me of an elder sister of Red Riding 
Hood, and I seemed to remind the sympathising Chimney 
Sweep by whom she was attended, of the Wolf 
The Magistrate was doubtful, Mr Uncommercial Traveller, 
whether this charge could be entertained. It was not known 
Mr Uncommercial Traveller replied that he wished it were 
better known, and that, if he could afford the leisure^ he 
would use his endeavours to make it so There was no 
question about it, however, he contended Here was the 
clause. 


^"tie clause was tended in, and more conference resulted 
11 rr T ^ lc ^ ^ ' sva3 asked the extraordinary question : 

Mr. Uncommercial, do you really wish this girl to be sent 
to puson?” To which I grimly answered, staring: “If I 
-»4iun t, why should I take the trouble to come here 9 ” Finally, 
I was sworn, and gave my agreeable evidence in detail, and 
bite Riding Hood was fined ten shillings, under the clause, 
or sent to prison for so many days. “ Why, Lord bless you, 
sir, said the Police-officer, who showed me out, with a great 
enjoyment of the jest of her having been got up so effectively, 
and caused so much hesitation “ if she goes to prison, that 

Sury 6 La°ne r’ g t0 ^ She COmeS from Cha rles Street, 

' ^°^ Ce \ a ^ tim'SS considered, are an excellent force, 

£ /,T e bo ™® “y small testimony to their merits. 
ConstabuUr contemplation is the result of a bad system , 

T 1 *5 admirust «red, not invented, by the man 
S e T,K le3 uniform, employed at twenty shillings a w eek. 

- ® he TviS 0rd Tli and WO * d be marted for discouragement 
nr, 1 ?f 5t p ? ed them Tha t the system is bad them needs 
Z ‘“.Prove, ^because the’LcT.aS 

4tSediUoiVa„rn a " 5 ’l^'1 S ebe ' the rKlllls ‘hat have 
sav fhw k 1 d not possibly have come to pass Who will 

ffieir present e statf°° d Sy3tem ’ our streeta could have got into 

the Ruffi^m^v 0 ) the 'J h ,° le Pollce s y stem » ^ concerning 
-Kufliau. may be stated, and its failure kemplified, £ 
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respecting the charge. During conference I was evidently 
regarded as a much more objectionable person than the 
prisoner , — one giving trouble by coming there voluntarily, 
which the pusoner could not be accused of doing The 
• tyisoner bad been got up, since I last had the pleasure of 
'sremg her, with a great effect of white apron and stiaw 
bonnet She reminded me of an elder sister of Bed Biding 
Hood, and I seemed to remind the sj mpatlnsing Chimney 
Sweep by whom she was attended, of the Wolf. 

The Magistrate was doubtful, Mr. Uncommercial Traveller, 
whether this charge could be entertained. It w ns not known 
Mr Uncommercial Traveller replied that he wished it were 
better known, and that, if he could afford the leisure, he 
would use his endeavours to make it so There was no 
question about it, however, he contended. Here was the 
clause 


The clause was handed in, and more conference resulted. 
« ir T } vbicb b was as ^ e< ^ the extraordinary question . 

Mr Uncommercial, do you really wish this girl to be sent 
to prison 9 ” To which I grimly answered, staring : “ If I 
7 n fc > "'hy should I take the trouble to come here?” Finally, 
iwas sworn, and gave my agreeable evidence in detail, and 
White Biding Hood was fined ten shillings, under the clause, 
J/T/ 01 so many days “ Why, Lord bless you, 
sir, said the Police-officer, who showed me out, with a great 
enjoyment of the jest of her having been got up so effectively 
and caused so much hesitation: “if s lie goes to pnson, that 

Suiy t0 7 ‘ er * She C ° mes from Carles Street, 

„nJ h T ?° hce ’ 1 fl11 tlnn 8 s considered, are an excellent force, 
Jr /. have borDG my small testimony to their merits 

staff! L C ? nt * m P latl0I \ 15 U* result of a bad system 
a system which is administered not invented, by the man 

He bnf l 1 l eS ^ mf0rm i em P lo y ed at twenty shillmgs a week. 
Shi , lm i orde fA and ™ uld be marbed tor discouragement 
thGm - Tbat ^0 astern is had, S 

H:denf lTlf argUment J? Pr ° Te ’ because the *«* » sdf- 

attended it anything else, the results that have 

JfJJS b j d not P 0SSlbI y have come to pass Who will 
***“' 0Ur 6treefe CoSld ^ info 

IW **« ■**“». »* concerning 

may | K sl „ ted _ anfl , fa fnaure McmpMe(Ji "I 
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for air and exercise, into the Regent s Park, I found thi3 evil 
to be so abhorrent and horrible there, that I called public 
attention to it, and also to its conteinplatne reception b) 
the Police Looking afterwards into tho now'est Police 
Act, and finding that the offence was punishable under it 
I resolved, when striking occasion should ariso, to tr} n>^ 
hand as prosecutoL The occasion aroso soon enough, and 
I ran the following gauntlet 

The utterer of the base com m question was a girl of 
seventeen or eighteen, who, with a suitnblo attendance of 
blackguards, youths, and boys, w as flaunting along tlio streets, 
returning from an Irish funeral, in a Progross intorspersed 
with singing and dancing She hnd turned round to me and 
expressed herself in the most audible manner, to tho great 
delight of that select circle I attended tho part}’, on the 
opposite side of the way, for a mile further, and then encoun 
tered a Police-constable The party hnd made themselves 
merry at my expense until now, but seeing me speak to the 
constable, its male members instantly took to their heels, 
leaving the girl alone I asked the constable did ho know* 
my name? Yes, he did “ Take that girl into custod}, of 
my charge, for using bad language in tho streets ” Ho hnd 
never heard of such a charge I had Would he take m) 
word that lie should get into no trouble ? Yes, sir, he would 
do that So he took the girl, and I went home for m) 
Police Act, 

With this potent instrument m my pocket, I literally a 5 
well as figuratively “returned to the charge," and presented 
myself at the Police Station of the district There, I found 
on duty a very intelligent Inspector (they are all intelligent 
men), who, likewise, had nevei heard of such a charge 
I showed him my clause, and we went over it together 
twice or thnce It was plant, and I engaged to wad 
upon the suburban Magistrate to-morrow morning at ten 
o’clock- 


In the morning I put my Police Act m my pocket again 
and waited on the suburban Magistrate I was not quite sf 
courteously leceived by lum as I should have been by Th« 
Lord Chancellor or The Lord Chief Justice, but that wa‘ 
a question of good breeding on the suburban Magistrate^ 
part, and I had my clause read} with its leaf turned down 
Which was enough for me. 

Conference took place between the Magistrate and clert 
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rcspoctmg tte charge. Durfflg conference I •*» 
regarded as a much more objectionable person 
pnsoner , — one giving trouble by commg there v 'ohml tangv 

which the prisoner could not be accused of dmng l he 
prisoner had been cot up, since I last had the pleasure t 
SAer ^ a grit effect of.vlnte apron 
bonnet. Slie reminded me of an elder sistei of Bed Riffi g 
Hood, and I seemed to remind the sympathising Chimn y 
Sweep by whom she was attended, of the o 

The Magistrate was doubtful, Mr Uncommercial Traveller, 
whether this charge could be entertained It was not Known. 
Mr Uncommercial Traveller replied that he wished it were 
better known, and that, if he could afford the leisure, he 
would use his endeavours to make it so There was no 
question about it, however, he contended. Here was the 


clause 

The clause was handed in, and more conference resulted. 
After which I was asked the extraordinary question. 
“Mr. Uncommercial, do you really wish this girl to be^sent 
to prison 9 ” To which I gnmly answered, staring: “If I 
didn’t, w by should I take the trouble to come here 9 ” Finally, 

I was sworn, and gave my agreeable evidence in detail, and 
White Riding Hood was fined ten shillings, under the clause, 
or sent to prison for so many days “ Why, Lord bless you, 
sir,” said the Police-officer, who showed me out, with a great 
enjoyment of the jest of her having been got up so effectively, 
and caused so much hesitation, “if she goes to pnson, that 


will lie nothing new' to her. She comes from Charles Street, 
Drury Lane I ” 

The Police, all things considered, are an excellent force, 
and I have home my small testimony to their merits 
Constabular contemplation is the result of a bad system; 
a sj stem which is administered not indented by the man 


m constable s uniform, employed at twenty shillings a w eek. 
He has his orders, and w’ould be marked for discouragement 
uf he o\erstepped them That the system is had, there needs 
no lengthened argument to prove, because the fact is self- 
evident If it w'ere anything else, the results that have 
attended it could not possibly have come to pass Y7ho will 
£ay that under a good system, our streets could have got into 
their present state ? 

to the wdiole Police system, as concerning 
he Ruffum. may lie stated, and its failure exemplified, as 
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follows It is well known that on all great occasions tiher 
they come together in numbers, the mass of the Englisl 
people are their own trustworthy Police It is well knowr 
that wheresoever there is collected togetliei any fair genera 
representation of the people, a respect foi lan and ordei am 
a determination to discountenance lawlessness and disoidei 
may be relied upon. As to one another, the people an 
a very good Police, and yet are quite nulling in their good 
nature that the stipendiary Police should ha\e the credit o 
the people’s moderation But we are all of us poweiles 
against the Ruffian, because we submit to tho law, and it 1 
his only trade, by superior force and by ldence, to defy it 
Moreover, we aie constantly admonished from high place 
(like so many Sunday school children out for a holiday 0 
buns and milk and water) that we aie not to take the la\ 
into our own hands, but are to hand our defence o\er to it 
It is clear that the common enemy to be punished and e^ 
terminated first of all is the Ruffian It is clear that he i c 


of all others, the offender for whose repressal we maintnu 
a costly system of Police Him, therefore, we e\pressl 
present to the Police to deal with, conscious that, on th 
whole, we can, and do, deal leasonably well with om 
another Him the Police deal with so inefficiently and 
absuidly that he flourishes, and multiplies, and, with all 
Ins evil deeds upon Ins head as notoriously as his hat is, 
pervades the streets with no more let 01 hindrance than 
ourselves 
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ABOARD SHIR 

My journeys as Uncommercial Traveller fot the firm of 
Human Interest Brothers have not slackened since I last 
reported of them, hut have kept me continually on the nro% e 
I remain in the same idle employment I never solicit an 
ordei, I never get any commission, I am the rolling stone 
that gathers no moss, — unless any should by chance he found 
, among these samples 

Some half a yeai ago, I found myself in my idlest, 
dreamiest, and least accountable condition altogether, on 
hoard ship, in the harbour of the city of Hew York, m 
United States of America Of nil the good ships afloat, 
■mine w as the good steamship “ Russia,” Caff Cook, Cunard 
h'ne, hound for Liverpool "What more could I vrisli for ? 

I had nothing to wish foi but a prosperous passage My 
salad-days, "when I was gieen of visage and seasick, being 
gone with bettei things (and no worse), no comuig event cast 
its shadow before 

I might but a few moments previously ha's e imitated 
Sterne, and said, ‘And yet, methmks, Eugemus,' — laying 
, forefinger wistfully on his coat-sleeve thus, — ‘ and 
Jet, methinks, Eugemus, ’tis but sorry work to part with 
hoe, for what fiesh fields, . my dear Eugemus, , . can 
« fresher than thou art and in what pastures new shall 
i find Eliza, or call her, Eugemus, if thou wilt Annie ^ ’ ” — 
I might bale done tins , but Eugemus was gone, .and 
vf hadn’t done it, 

^ n' aS res ^ in S on skylight on the hurricane - deck, 
atching the working of the slup very slowdy about, that 
io might head for England It was high noon on a most 
'reliant day m Apnl, and the beautiful bay was glorious 
I ln S Hull many a time, on shore there, hnd 

unlit SncW come down down, down (itself like down), 
1 lt lfi y deep xn all the ways of men, and particularly, 
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ments Me united m piofessing, or of professing them with 
a most discordant dehance of time and tune . 

S Lord bless us ' ” thought I, when the fresh remembranco 
of these things made me laugh heartilj alone in the dead 
ivater gurgling waste of the night, what timo I was wedget\ 
into my berth by a wooden bar, or I must limo rolled outek 
jt “what errand was I then upon, and to what Abj ssimnn 
point had public e\ ents then marched ’ No matter as to me. 
And as to them, if the wonderful popular inge for a p a> 
thing (utterly confounding in its inscrutable unreason) Inti 
not then lighted on a poor young savage boj t and a poor 
old screw of a horse, and hauled the first oft by the hair 
of his princely head to ‘inspect* British xolunteors, and 
hauled the second off by the han of lus equine tail to the 
Crystal Palace, why so much the better foi all of us outside 

Bedlam r 

So, sticking to the ship, I u as at the tiouble of asking 
myself would I like to show the grog distribution in “ the 
fiddle” at noon to the Griand United Amalgamated Total 
Abstinence Society? Yes, I think I should I think it 
would do them good to smell the lum, under the circum 
stances Over the grog, mixed m a bucket, presides the 
boatswain’s mate, small tin can in hand Enter the crew, 


the guilty consumers, the grown-up biood of Giant Despair, 
in contradistinction to the band of youthful angel Hope 
Some m boots, some m leggings, some in tarpaulin overalls, 
some in frocks, some m pea-coats, a very few m jackets, 
most with sou’wester hats, all with something rough and 
rugged round the thioat, all dripping salt water where 
they stand , all pelted by weather, besmeared with grease, 
and blackened by the sooty rigging 

Each man’s knife m its sheath in Ins girdle, loosened foi 
dinnei As the first man, with a knowingly kindled eye 
watches the filling of the poisoned chalice (truly but a verj 
small tin mug, to bo prosaic), and, tossing back his head 
tosses the contents into himself, and passes the empt^ 
chalice and passes on, so the second man with an antaci 


patory nape of Ins mouth on sleeve or handkerchief, bides 
lus turn, and drinks and hands and passes on, in whom, 
and in each as his turn approaches, beams a knowingly 
kindled eye, a brighter temper, and a suddenly awakened 
tendency to be jocose with some shipmate Nor do I oven 
observe that the man in charge of the ship’s lamps, who in 
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right of his office has a double allowance of poisoned chalices, 
seems thereby vastly degraded, even though he empties the 
chalices into himself, one after the other, much as if he were 
delivering then contents at some absorbent establishment 
in wluch he had no peisonal interest But vastly com- 
muted, I note them all to he, on deck presently, e^n to the 
circulation of redder blood m then cold blue knuckles , and 
when I look up at them lying out on the yards, and holding 
on for life among the beating sails, I cannot foi my life see 
tho justice of visiting on them — 01 on me — the drunken 
crimes of any number of ciimmnls arraigned at tho heaviest 
of assizes 

Abetting myself in my idle humour, I closed my eyes, 
and recalled life on boaid of one of those mail-packets, as 
I lay, part of that day, in the Bay of New York, 0 f The 
regular life began — mine always did, foi I never got to sleep 
afterwards — with the ngging of tho pump while it was yet 
dark, and washing down of decks Any enormous giant 
at a prodigious hydropathic establishment, conscientiously 
undergoing the watei cme in all its depaitments, and ex- 
tremely particular about cleaning his teeth, would make 
-'ihoso noises Swash, splash, sciub, rub, toothbrush, bubble, 
SU ash, splash, bubble, toothbrush, splash, splash, bubble, 
Bib Then the day w'ould break, and, descending from my 
Bertli hy a graceful ladder composed of half-opened drawers 
beneath it, I w r ould xeopen my outer dead-light and my 
nmor sliding window {closed by a watchman during the 
water-cure), and would look out at tho long-rolling, lead- 
coloured, white-topped waves o'ver which the dawn, on 
a cold wuntei morning, cast a le^el, lonely glance, and 
through which the ship fought hei melancholy wmy at 
a terrific rate And now, lying dow n again awaiting the 
Reason for broiled ham and tea I would be compelled to 
hsteu to tho voice of conscience, — the screw' 

It might be, jn some cases, no moie than the \oico of 
Moninch , hut I called it m my fancy by tlie higher name 
* Because it seemed to me that we were all of us, all day long, 
tn<lea\ ouring to stifle the voice Because it was undei 
everybody pillow, everjbodj s plnte, cverybodj s camp* 
fctool, everybody's book, everjbodv's occupation Because 
> pretended not to bear it especially at meal-times, evening 
v I us *t a nd morning conversation on deck, but it was 
t-nvays among us in an undei monotone, not to be di owned 
TR\vri.LEn D ,1 
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m pea soup, not to bo shuffled with cards, not to bo diverted 
bv books, not to be knitted into any pattern not to bo 
walked away fiom It was smoked in the weediest cigar, 
and drunk in the strongest cocktail, it was como>od on 
deck at noon with limp ladies, who la) there m thoir 
wrappers until the stars shone , it waited at table with lh£ 
stewards , nobody could put it out with the lights It was 
considered (as on shore) ill bred to acknowledge the <10200 of 
conscience It was not polite to mention it One squall) 
day an amiable gentleman in lo^e gn\e much offence to 
a surrounding -circle, including the object of his attachment, 
by saying of it, after it had goaded him 0's er tw o easy chairs 
and a skylight, “ Screw ! ” 

Sometimes it would appear subdued In fleeting moments, 
when bubbles of champagne pervaded the nose, or when 
there was “hot pot*’ m the bill of faie, or when an old dish 
we had had regulaily every day was described in that official 
document by a new name, — under such excitements, one 
would almost believe it hushed The ceremony of washing 
plates on deck, performed after every meal by a cncle 
ringers of crockery triple bob majors for a prize, would kec* 
it down Hauling the reel, taking the sun at noon, posting 
the twenty four hours’ run, altering the ship’s time by the 
meridian, castmg the waste food o\erboard, and attracting 
the eager gulls that followed in our wake, — these events 
would suppress it for a while But the instant any break 
or pause took place in any such diversion, the voice would he 
at it agam, impoi tuning us to the last extent A newly 
married young pair, who walked the deck affectionately 
some twenty mile 3 per day, would, in the full flush of their 
exercise, suddenly become stricken by it, and stand trembling, 
but otherwise immovable, under its xeproaches 

When this terrible monitor was most severe with us w as 
when the time approached for our retiring to our dens foi 
the night , when the lighted candles in the saloon grew 
fewer and fewer , when the deserted glasses vnth spoons xii 
them grew more and more numerous , when waifs of toasteo 
cheese and strays of sardines filed in hatter slid languidly*^/" 
and fro m the table racks , when the man who always read 
had shut up his book, and blown out his candle , when the 
man who always talked had ceased from' troubling , when 
the man who was always medically repoited as going to 
have delirium tremens had put it off till to-morrow , when 
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the man who every night demoted himself to a midnight 
smoke on deck two hours m length, and who eveiy night 
was in lied within ten minutes afterwnids was buttoning 
himself up m his third coat for his haidy ugil for then, as 
we fell off one by one, and, entering our several hutches, 
4 ame into a peculiar atmosphere of bilge-water and "Windsor 
soap, the voice would shake us to the centre Woe to ns 
when we sat down on our sofa, watching the swinging 
candle for e\ er trying and retrying to stand upon Ins head * 
01 our coat upon its peg, imitating us as we appealed m oui 
gymnastic days by sustaining itself horizontally from tbe 
wall, m emulation of the lighter and moie facile towels! 
Then would the aoice especially claim us for its piey, and 
rend us nil to pieces 

Lights out, we m oui berths and the wind using, the 
■voice grows angrier and deeper Under the mattress and 
undoi the pillow under tbe sofa and under the washing- 
stand, under the «hip and under the sea, seeming to rise 
from the foundations under the eaitli with e-very scoop of 
__ the great Atlantic (and oh ! why scoop so ?), always the 
.Voice Vain to deny its existence m the night season 
impossible to bo bard of bearing , screw, screw, sciew ! 
Sometimes it lifts out of tbe water and 1 evolves with 
a whirr, like a ferocious firework —except that it nevei 
expends itself, but is always ready to go off ngam , some- 
times it seems to be in anguish and sluvers ; sometimes it 
seems to bo terrified by its last plunge, and has a fit which 
causes it to struggle, quner. and for mi instant stop And 
now the slap sets m rolling, as only slaps so fieieolv screwed 
through time ai^ space, day and mght fair weather and 
loul, can roll 


Did she ever take a roll before like that last * 5 Did she 
nm^ taI £ n r ?H before like this worse one that is coming 
tho le* Si” 1S . tllG P arhtlDn at my ear down m the deep on 

t fink no d %l Are V, 0VCr T? mg Up agam together 0 I 
, parht f n \ are so long about it that 
j "Ghevaws ha\o <vserdone it this time Heavens 

whaUwLL^Vifr SC0 ° P " hat a hollow scoop 
WmS?! 1 3t e \ er end - and «« we beat the 
let loose rdl ujfn V taken , on boa V and which has 
UdcnL ? furniture in the officers' mess, and has 

-mid nic P and t !s ^nll? f l )assa S e between the purser 

s vn Jung about ^on there and e\en here 0 
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The purser snores leassuunglj, and the slap’s bells striking, 
r Zrihe cheeiful “All’s well'” of the ^ntcli musically 
given back te length of the deck; as the lately dnmg 
partition, now high in an, tries (unsoftenod bj "kat ne havo 
|one through togethei) to force me out of bed and berth > 

B “All’s well 1 ” Comfoitmg to know, though surelj alM 
mieht be better Put aside the rolling and the rush ot 
water, and think of daiting tluough such dtukness with 
such velocity Think of any otlior similar object coming 
in the opposite direction 1 

Whether theie may be an attiaction m two such moving 
bodies out at sea, which may help accident to bring them 
into collision ? Thoughts, too, arise (the voice never silent 
all the while, but marvellously suggestive) of the gulf belon , 
of the strange unfruitful mountain ranges and deep valleys 
ovei which we are passing , of monstrous fisli midway , of 
the ship’s suddenly altering her course on hei own account, 
and with a wild plunge settling doun, and making that 
voyage with a crew of dead discoverers Now, too, one 
lecalls an almost universal tendency on the pai t of passengers 
to stumble, at some time or other in the day, on the topic of»r 
a certain large eteamei making this same lun, which was 
lost at sea, and never heard of more Everybody lias 
seemed undei a spell, compelling approach to the threshold 
of the grim subject, stoppage, discomfiture, and pretence of 
nevei having been near it The boatswain’s whistle sounds 1 
A change in the wind, hoaise orders issuing, and the watch 
very busy Sails come crashing homo overhead, ropes (that 
seem all knot) ditto, every man engaged appears to ha>e 
twenty feet, with twenty times the average amount of 
stamping powei m each Gradually the noise slackens, the 
hoaise cues die away, the boatswain’s whistle softens mto 
the soothing and contented notes, which rather reluctantly 
admit that the job is done foi the time, and the voice sets 


in agam 

Thus come unintelligible dreams of up lull and down, and ^ 
swinging and swaying, until conscipusness revives of atmo- 
spheiical Wmdsoi soap and bilge-water, and the voice 
announces that the giant has come foi the water cure again 

Such were my fanciful reminiscences as I lay, part of that 
day, in the Bay of New York, 0 ] Also as we passed clear of 
the Nanows, and got out to sea , also m many an idle hour 
at sea in sunny weather I At length the observations and 
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computations showed that we should make the coast of 
Ireland to-mght. So I stood watch on deck all night to- 
night, to see how we made the coast of Ireland. 

Very dark, and the sea most brilliantly phosplioiescent 
Cheat way on the ship, and double look-out kept. Vigilant 
rnptnm on the bridge, vigilant first officer looking ovei the 
port side, Mgilant second officer standing by the quarter- 
master at the compass vigilant third officei posted at the 
stein lail with a lantern No passengers on the quiet decks 
but expectation everywhere nevertheless. The two men at 
the wheel very steady, iery senous, and very prompt to 
nnswei oiders An order issued sharply now and then and 
echoed back ; otherwise the night, drags slowly, silently, with 
no change 

All of a sudden, at the blank liom of two m the morning, 
a i ague moi ement of lelief fiom a long sham expresses itself 
m all hands , the tlmd officer’s lantern tinkles, and he fires a 
locket, and another rocket A sullen solitary light is pointed 
out to me in the black sky yondei. A change is expected 
in the light, but none takes place “ Give them two more 
"Mockets, Mr Vigilant” Two moie, and a blue-light burnt 
All eyes watch the light again At last a little toy sky- 
rocket is flashed up fiom it . and, even as that small streak 
m the darkness dies away, we are telegraphed to Queens- 
town, Liverpool and London, and hack again under the 
ocean to America 

Then up come the half-dozen passengers who aie going 
ashore at Queenstow n and up comes the mail agent m charge 
of the hags, and up como the men lio me to carry the hags 
mlo the mail-tender that wull come off foi them out of the 
harbour Lamps and lanterns glenm hem and there about 
the decks, and impeding hulks aie knocked away with hand- 
spikes and the port-side bulwark, barren but a moment 
ago bui sts into a ctop of beads of seamen, stew aids and 
engineers 


*v The light begins to be gained upon begins to be alongside 

^ lGft ^ , ?f° re between ufJmd 

p J : steams beautifully the Inman steamship Citv of 

comnW° r 7n k out ' rar<J ,)0und - obsene with 
'1*1 niid°tw ir* n " m< i 15 f oa<i “gainst her (it l>eing with 
on C7L 1 Ii X }\ 'vl J^ 05 * *'ckest Passenger 

niches 1 v ^ l ° m ° St !; 0 ‘ghted by tins circumstance ) Time 
« b\ as we rush on and now we see the light m 
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Queenstown Harbour, and now the lights of the mail tendei 
coming out to us What vagaries the mail tender performs 
on the way, m every point of the compass, especially m 
those where she has no business, and why she perfoims them, 
Heaven only knows 1 At length she is seen plunging within \ 
a cable’s length of oui port bioadside, and is being roared ntK 
thiough our speaking trumpets to do this thing, and not to 
do that, and to stand by the othei, as if she were a very 
demented tendei indeed Then, we slackenmg amidst a 
deafening loai of steam, this much abused tender is made 
fast to us by hawsers, and the men in readiness cairy the 
bags aboard, and letuin foi moie, bending under their 
burdens, and looking just like the pasteboard figures of the 
millei and his men in the theatie of our boyhood, and com- 
porting themselves almost as unsteadily All the while the 
unfortunate tendei plunges high and low, and is 1 oared at 
Then the Queenstown passengers aie put on board of hei, 
with infinite plunging and roaung, and the tendei gets 
heaved up on the sea to that surprising extent that she 
looks within an ace of washing aboaid of us, high and dry 
Roared at with contumely to the last, this wu-etched tendei r 
13 ^ g°> with ft final plunge of great ignominy, 

and falls spinning into our wake 

The voice of conscience resumed its dominion as the day 
chmbed up the sky, and kept by all of us passengers into 
port , kept by us os we passed other lighthouses, and 
dangerous islands off the coast, where some of the officers, 
with whom I stood my watch, had gone ashore in sailing- 
ships m fogs (and of which by that token they seemed to 
have quite an affectionate remembrance), and past the 
Welsh coast, and past the Cheshire coast, and past every- 
thmg and everywhere lying between our ship and her own 
special dock in the Memey Off winch, at last, at nme of 
the clock, on a fair evening early in May, we stopped, and 
the voice ceased A very curious sensation, not unlike 
having my own ears stopped, ensued upon that silence, 
and it was with a no less cunous sensation that I went 
over the side of the good Cunard ship “ Russia ” (whom 
prosperity attend through all her voyages f ) and surveyed 
the outer hull of the giacious monstei that the voice bad 
inhabited So, peihaps, shall we all, in the spirit, one day 
survey the frame that held the busier voice from which my 
vagrant fancy denved this similitude 
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T had been looking, yesternight, thiough thnfamous “Dance 
of Death,” and to-day the grim old \\ oodcuts arose m my 
mind with the new significance of a ghastly monotony not 
to be found in the original The weird skeleton rattled 
along the stieets before me, and stiuck fiercely , but it was 
ne^ ei at the pains of assuming a disguise It played on no 
dulcimer here, was ciowned with no flowers, waved no 
plume, minced in no flowing robe or tram, lifted no wine- 
cup, sat at no feast, cast no dice, counted no gold It was 
simply a bare, gaunt, famished skeleton, slaying his way 
along 

The borders of Ratcliff and Stepney, eastward of London, 
and giving on fho impure river, were tbe scene of this 
uncompromising dance of death, upon a drizzling November 
day A squalid maze of streets, courts, and alleys of miser- 
able houses let put in single rooms A wilderness of dill 
rags, and hunger. A mud-desert, chiefly inhabited by 
a tribe from whom employment has departed, or to whom 
it comes but fitfully and rarely They are not skilled 
mechanics in any wuse They are hut labourers,— dock- 
labourers water-side labourers, coal-porters ballast-beavers 
such-hko hewers of wood and drawers of water But they 
ha^ e come into existence, and they propagate their wretched 
race 


One gnsly joke alone, methouglit, the skeleton seemed 
to play °fF here. It had stuck election-bills on the nails 
which tho wind and nun had deteriorated into siutable rags’ 
JkT ?? 0n U P the state of the poll, in chalk, on 

mdri ll !i er ! ° f l 0n ° r T c ‘ d house Ifc adjured the free and 
S nW to 'vote foi Thisman and vote for 

and f)^ 1 ’ 'J 0 to plump, ns they valued the state of parties 
them T fT prosperity (both of great importance to 
, ac ], , n I J!V,? M ! M Ut burning Thisman and Tliatman, 
ghl without the other, to compound a glorious 
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and immortal 'whole Suielj the skeleton is nowhere more 
craelly ironical m the original monkish idea * 

Pondenng in my mind the fai seeing schemes of Tliismnn 
and Thntinan, and of the public blessing called Part>, foi 
staying the degeneracy, physical and moral, of man^x- 
thousands (who shall say lion man's p ) of the English race 
for devismg employment useful to the community for those 
who want hut to work and lne, for equalising rates 
cultivating waste lands, facilitating emigration, and, ftboNO 
all things, saving and utilising the oncoming generations, 
and thereby changing <r\ ergrowing national weakness into 
strength pondering m my mind, I say, these hopeful 
exertions, I turned down a nnnow street to look into 
a house or two 

It was a daik street with a dead vs all on one side Nenily 
all the outer doors of the houses stood open I took the 
first entry, and knocked at a parloui door Might I come 
m? I might, if I plased, sur 

The woman of the room (Irish) had picked up some long 
strips of wood, about some wharf 01 barge , and the} had 
just now been tluust into the otherwise empty grate tor 
make two iron pots boil Them was some fish in one, and " 
there were some potatoes in the other The flaio of the 
burning wood enabled me to see a table, and a broken chnu 
or so, and some old cheap ciockery ornaments about the 
chimney-piece It was not until I had spoken with the 
woman a few minutes, that I saw a liomble hi own heap on 
the floor in the comei, which, but for previous experience in 
this dismal wise, I might not have suspected to be “the 
bed ” There was something thrown upon it , and I asked 
what that was 

“’Tis the poor craythui that stays heie, sui and ’tis 
very bad she is, and ’tis very bad she’s been tins long time 
and ’tis better she’ll never be, and ’tis slape sbe does all 
day, and ’tis wake she does all night, and ’tis the lead sui ” 

u The what? ” 1 , 

The lead, sur Sure tis the lead mills, where the women 
gets took on at eighteen pence a day, sur, when they makes 
application early enough, and is lucky and wanted , and ’tis 
lead pisoned she is, sur, and some of them gets lead pisoned 
soon, and some of them gets lead pisoned later, and some, 
but not many, nrser, and Tis all according to the consti 
tooshun, sui, and some constitoosliuns is stiong, and some 
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is weak ; and her eonshtooshun is lend*pisoned, bad ns can 
be, sm , and her brain is coming out at her eai, and it hurts 
her dreadful , and that’s what it is, and nivei no moie, and 
ni\ er no less, sur.” 

. The sick young woman moaning here, the speaker bent 
i*er her, took a bandage fiom her head, and threw open 
aback door to let ui the daylight upon it, from the smallest 
and most miserable bnck-yaid I evei saw 

‘‘That’s what cooms from hei, sur, being lead-pisoned ; 
and it cooms from hei night and day, the pool, sick cray- 
tlmr , and the pain of it is dreadful , and God he knows 
that my husband has walked the ethreets these four days, 
being a labourer, nnd is walking them now, and is ready to 
"oi k, nnd no work foi him, and no the and no food but the 
bit in the pot, and no moie than ten shillings in a fortnight , 
God be good to us 1 and it is poor we are, and dark it is and 
could it is indeed ” 

Knowing that I could compensate myself thereafter for 
my self-denial, if I saw fit, I had rpaolved that I "ould gne 
nothing in the course of these visits. I did this to try the 
people I may state at once that my closest observation 
could not detect any indication whatever of an exi ectation 
that I would give money: they were grateful to be, talked 
to about their miserable affairs, and sympathy was plainly 
a comfort to them; but they neither asked for money m 
any case, norshowed the least trace of surprise or disappoint- 
ment or resentment at my giving none. 

The woman’s married daughter had by this time come 
down from her room on the floor aboie, to join m the 
conversation She herself had been to the lead-mills 
\ery early that morning to be “took on,” but had not 
succeeded - She had four children ; and her husband, ako 
a Water-fcujo labourer, and then out seeking work, seemed 
m no better case as to finding it than her father. She was 
D n, 1 *’ , anc * ky nature of a buxom figure and cheerful 
bb® *" m ~ er Poor dress and m her mother’s there was an 
irtln to keep up some appearance of neatness. She knew 
aVml iu , su ^ enn g 8 of the unfortunate invalid, and all 
010 lead-poisoning, nnd how the symptoms came on, 
™ 1G ^ r S ww » — haiing often seen them. The very 
erinnbiTi ^ S ^°°^ inside the door of the works was 

haM.-V i-° ,00^ you down, she said: yet she was going 
lo ^ t " took <“*•” What could elm do ? Better 

-"TBAVElLeb D( l 3 
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be ulceiated and paialyzed for eighteen-jienco a day, while 
it lasted, than see the children stan e 

A dark and squalid cupboard in this room, touching the 
back door and all manner of offence, had been for some time 
the sleeping place of the sick young woman But the nights, 
being now wintry, and the blankets and co\orlets “gone tC 
the leading shop,” she lay all night wheie she la) nil day, 
and was lying then The w ornnn of the room, hei husband 
this most miserable patient, and two others, la) on the one 
brown heap together for w armth 

“ God bl&ss you, sir, and thank you I ” were the parting 
words from these people, — gratefully spoken too, — with 
which I left this place 

Some streets away, I tapped at anothei parlour door on 
another ground floor Looking in, I found a man, lus wife, 
and four children, sitting at a washing stool by way of table, 
at their dinner of bread and infused tea leaves Theie Mas 
a very scanty cinderous fire in the grate by which the) sat, 
and there was a tent bedstead m the 100m with a lied upon 
it and a coverlet The man did not rise when I went m, 
nor during my stay, but civilly inclined his head on 
pulling off my hat, and, in answer to my inquiry whethei 
I might ask him a question or two, said, 1 Certainly ” 
Them being a wnndow at each end of this mom, hack and 
front, it might lia^ e been ventilated , but it w as shut up 
tight, to keep the cold out, and was very sickening 
The Wife, an intelligent, quick woman, rose and stood at 
her husband s elbow , and he glanced up at her as if for 
help It soon appeared that he was rntliei deaf He was 
a slow, simple fellow of about thnty 
“What was he by hade?” 

“Gentleman asks what aie you by trade, John?” 

“I am a boilei rnakei , ” lookmg about’ him with nn 
exceedingly perplexed an, as if foi a boiler that had im 
accountably vanished » 

“He ain't a mechanic, you undeistand, su ” the wnfe put 
m “he's only a labourei ” * 

“Aie you m woik?” 

He looked up at his wife again, “Gentleman says rue 
you m work, John?” 

In work I cned this foilorn boilermakoi, staring aghast 
at his wife, and then working his vision's w f ay very slowly 
round to me “Lord, no*” 



SLOP-WORK 


“All, lie ain’t indeed!” said tlie poor "woman, shaking 
her head, ns she looked at the four clnldien in succession, 
and then at luin 

“"Woik!” said the boilermakei , still seeking that evapo- 
rated boilei, first m my countenance, then m the air, and 
►nan m the featuies of his second son at his knee “ I wish 
I ms in work ’ I haven’t had more than a day's work to 
do this three weeks.” 

“ How have you lived ? ’’ 

A faint gleam of admiration lighted up the face of the 
would-be boilermakei, as he sti etched out the short sleeve 
of Ins threadbare canvas jacket, and leplied, pointing her 
out, “ On the work of the wife ’ 

I forget v here boilemiaking had gone to, 01 wlieie he 
supposed it had gone to , but lie added some lesigned 
information on that head, coupled with an expiession of 
Ins belief that it nas neier coming hack 
The cheeiy helpfulness of the wife was very remaikable. 
She did slop-woik , made pea-jackets She produced the 
pea-jacket then m hand, and spread it out upon the lied, — 
- J ie °nly piece of furniture in the room on which to spread 
' “ She showed how much of it she made, and how much 
Was afterwards finished off by the machine Accoidmg to 
her calculation at the moment, deducting what her tnm- 
nung cost liei, she got foi making a pea-jacket tenpence 
naif-penny , and she could make one m something less than 
two days 

But, vou see. it come to her through two hands, and of 
course it didn’t come through the second hand foi nothing 
, "IT ^ come through the second hand at all? "\Yhy 
this way. The second hand took the nsk of the given- 
cut woik you see If she had money enough to nny the 
security deposit —call it two pound— she could get the 
v ork from the first hand, mid so the second would not 

« t0 f l * 1 for But ' haung money at all 
.the second hand come m and took its profit, and so the 

to ien P once half-penny Having ev 
liSlLrfl a » S f ent “teMxgence, even with some 
iw J without a V bine or muirnui, «lie folded 

Wa,l .in^T 11 ’^ do ^ 1 j, by llGr husband’s side at the 
no ti stool « and resumed her dinner of dry biead Mean 

r \' ,0 > re ^ 'rtl. V o?a I gnlb JfoS 
ops nnJ \r),n( not otlior soidid mnWslnfls . si lobby ns 
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the 'woman was in dress, and toning down towards the 
Bosjesman colour, with want of nutiiment and washing’,* 
theie was positively a dignity in hei ns the family anchoi 
311st holding the pooi shipwrecked hoilei makers bark 
When I left the room, tho boileimakor’s eyes were slowlv^ 
turned towards liei, as if his last hope of evoi again seom^ *■ 
that vanished boilei lay m hei direction 

These people had never applied for parish relief but once, 
and that was w r hen the husband met w ith a disabling accident 
at his work. 

Not many doors from here I w r ent into a room on the first 
flooi The w r omnn apologised for its being in *an untidy 
mess” The day was Saturday, and she was boiling the 
children’s clothes in a saucepan on the health There w r as 
nothing else into which she could ho\e put them Theio 
was no crockery, or timvaie, 01 tub, 01 bucket There was 
an old gallipot 01 two, and there was a bioken bottle 01 so, 
and there were some broken boxes for seats The Inst small 
bci aping of coals left was raked togethei in a comei of tho 
floor There were some rags in an open cupboaid, also on 
the floor In a corner of the 100m was a crazy old French 
bedstead, with a man lying on his back upon it in a ragged 
pilot jacket, and rough od-shm fantnd hat The room was 
perfectly black It w r as difficult to believe, at first, that it w r as 
not purposely colouied black, the walls were so begnmed 

As I stood opposite the woman boding the children's 
clothes, — she had not even a piece of soap to wash them 
with, — and apologising for her occupation, I could take m 
all these things without appealing to notice them, and could 
even correct my inventory I had missed, at the first 
glance, some half a pound of bread m the otherwise empty 
safe, an old red ragged crinoline hanging on the handle 
of the door by which I had enteied, and certain fragments 
of rusty non scattered on the floor, which looked like bioken 
tools and a piece of stove pipe A child stood looking on 
On the box nearest to the fire sat two younger chddren , 
one a delicate and pietty little oreatuie, whom the otliei^ 
sometimes kissed 

This woman, like the last, was wofully shabby, and was 
degenerating to the Bosjesman complexion But hei figure, 
and the ghost of a certain vivacity about her, and the 
spectre of a dimple in hei cheek, earned my memory 
strangely back to the old days of the Adelphi Theatre, 
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London, when Mrs Litzw llliam was the friend of Yictonne. 
“May I ask you what your husband is^” 

“He’s a coal-portei, sir,” — with a glance and a sigh 
ton nrds the bed 
. , “ Is he out of woik 9 ” 

'4' Oh, yes, sir! and v> oik s at all tunes veiy very scant}' 
with him , and now lie's laid up ” 

“It’s my legs,” said the man upon the bed. “I'll unroll 
’em.” And immedintelj* began. 

“ Have j ou any older children ? ’ . 

“ I have a daughtev tlint does the needle-work, and 1 ha\ e 
a son that does what he can She’s at hei woik now, and 
he’s tr} mg for work ’ 

“ Do they lr\e lieie? ’ 

“They sleep here They can't affoid to pay more lent 
and so they come here at night The rent is very hard upon 
us Its lose upon us too, now, — sixpence a week, — on 
account of these new changes m the law, about the lates 
We are a week behind, the landlords been shaking and 
rattling at that door fnglitfully , lie says he 11 turn us out 
Y don’t know what’s to come of it ” 

The man upon the bed mefully mteiposed. “Here’s my 
logs The skm’s broke besides the swelling I have had 
a many kicks, w orkmg, one way and anothei ’ 

He looked at his legs (which were much discoloured and 
imssliapen) for a while and then appealing to remember 
that they wore not popular with Ins family, l oiled them up 
again, as if they were something m the nature of maps oi 
plans that were not wanted to be referred to, lay hopelessly 
down on his back once more with his fnntail hat orei his 
lace and stirred not 

board 9 ’° m eWeC!t S ° n aml dau " llter sleep ^ that cup- 

u \os, f leplied the woman* 

‘With the chihlion?’ 

\tUMo covJi°ut”° t0 &<?t t0gGthGr f01 " armth 
I ^eMhere' 9 ” n ° tlung hv > ou to Gat ^t the piece of bread 

Withal AV ° rf rest of ^af for our 

..|t ' " a tei I don t know what s to come of it ” 

, 0 > <"» piospect of improvement 9 ” 

my 0We5t son eJun * «*> thing today he'll bring it 
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home. Then we shall have something to eat to night, and 
may be able to do something towards the rent If not, 

I don’t know what's to come of 
“ Tins is a sad state of things” 

‘‘Yes, sir , it’s a hard, hard life Take caie of the stairs 
as you go, sn,— they're biohen,— and good day, sir * ” ^ 

These people had a mortal dread of entenng the work- 
house, and received no ouLof-dooi relief 

In another 100m, m still another tenement, I found a 
very decent woman with five children, — the last a baby, and 
she herself a patient of the parish doctoi, — to whom, her 
husband being in the hospital, the Union allowed for the 
support of herself and family, foiu shillings a w eek and five 
loaves I suppose when Thisman, M P , and Thatman, M P , 
and the Public blessing Party, lay their heads together in 
course of time, and come to an equalization of rating, she 
may go down to the dance of death to the tune of sin 
pence more 

I could entei no othei houses foi that one while, foi 
I could not beai the contemplation of the clnldien SucI 
heaifc as I had summoned to sustain me against the nusene^ 
of the adults failed me when I looked at the children 
I saw how young they were, how hungry, how senou c 
and stilL I thought of them, sick and dying m those lairs 
I think of them dead without anguish , but to think oi 
them so suffering and so dying quite unmanned me 
Down by the nvei’s bank in Ratcliff, I was turmn| 
upward by a side street, therefore, to regain the railway 
when my eyes rested on the insciiption across the road 
"East London Children’s HospitaL” I could scarcely hav< 
seen an inscription better suited to my frame of mind 
and I went across and went straight m 

I found the children's hospital established m an old sail 
loft 01 storehouse, of the roughest nature, and on the simples 
means. Theie were trap doors in the floors, where good 
had been hoisted up and down , heavy feet and heav 
weights had started every knot m the well trodden plank 
mg inconvenient bulks and beams and aw kwurd staircases 
peiplexed my passage thiough the wards But I found it 
airy, sweet, and clean In its seven and thirty beds I saw 
but little beauty, foi starvation in the second or thud 
generation takes a pinched look but I saw the sufferings 
both of infancy and childhood tenderly assuaged , I heard 
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the little patients answering to pet playful names, (lie light 
touch of a delicate lady laid bare the wasted sticks of aims 
for me to pity , and the claw-like little hands, as she did so, 
twined themselves lovingly around hei w edding-ring 
\ One baby mite there \\ as as pretty as any of Raphael's 
‘rtigels The tiny head was bandaged for watei on the 
brain, and it was sufTeung with acute bionchitis too, and 
mado from time to time a plaintive, though not impatient 
or complaining, little sound The smooth curve of the 
cheeks and of the chin was faultless in its condensation of 
infantine beauty, and the large bright eyes were most lovely. 
It happened ns I stopped at the foot of the bed, that these 
eyes rested upon mine with that wistful expression of 
wondeung thoughtfulness which we all kuow sometimes m 
'.cry little children. They remained fixed on mine, and 
never turned fiom mo while I stood there When the 
utterance of that plaintive sound shook the little form, the 
gazo still remained unchanged I felt as though the child 
nnploied me to tell the story of the little hospital m which 
it was sheltered to any gentle heart I could nddiess Laying 
may v\ oild-woin hand upon the little unmarked clasped 
hand at the chin, I gave it a silent piomise that I would 
<lo so 


A gentleman and lady, a young husband and wife, have 
bought and fitted up this building for its present noble use, 
and have quietly settled themselves in it as its medical 
officers and directors. Both have had considerable practical 
experience of medicine and surgery ; ho ns house-surgeon 
of a great London hospital , she as a veiy earnest student, 
tested by severe examination, and also os a nurse of the sick 
poor during the pre\ alence of cholera 
Tilth every qualification to luro them away, with xouth 
and accomplishments and tastes and habits that can have 
no lesponso in any lnenst near them, close begirt bj- every 
repulsive circumstance inseparable from such a neighboui- 
“ r 1 there dwell They lno in the hospital itself, and 
then rooms are on its first floor. Sitting at their dinner- 
C °~ U ^ the cry of one of the clnldren m p«nn. 
evjiLn^i S f ian r’ dravnng-matennls, books, and other such 
r ,u, tc; n,° ie ^” onicnt nrQ to much a part of tho rough 
ZV2tT hGd ^ s of kittle patients They are 
iiiencp, nr passengers on board ship. The 

P<?nse 1 of medicines (attracted to them not by <*df mtei-est, 
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but by their own magnetism and Hint of their cause) sloops 
m a recess m the dining reom and 1 ms his w ashing apparatus 
in the sideboard 

Their contented manner of making the best of tho things 
around them, I found so pleasantl) inseparable from thcn>- 
usefulness! Then pnde m this paitition Hint we put uff 
oursehes, or in that paitition that w o took down, 01 in that 
other paitition that we moi ed, 01 in the sto\e that was 
given us foi the waiting 100m, 01 in oui mghtlj comorsion 
of the little consulting-room into a smoking room ! Their 
admnation of the situation, if we could only got rid of its 
one objectionable incident, the coalyard at the back ! u Om 
hospital cainage, presented by a friend, and 'sery useful” 
That was my piesentation to a perambulator, for which 
a coachhouse had been discos eied m a cornel downstairs, 
just large enough to hold it Coloured punts, in all stages 
of preparation for being added to those alreadx decoiating 
the wards, weie plentiful , a charming wooden phenomenon 
of a bird, with an impossible top-lmot, who ducked his head 
when you set a counter weight going* had been inaugurated 
as a public statue that very morning , and trotting About f 
among the beds, on familiar teims with all the patients 
was a comical mongrel dog, called Poodles This comical 
(quite a tonic in himself) was found cliaractenstically 
starving fit the door of the institution, and was takon in and 
fed, and has lived heie evei since An tidnmei of Ins mental 
endowments lias presented him mth a collai bearing the 
legend, Judge not Poodles hy external appearances ’ Ho 
was merrily lagging Install onahoy’s pillow when ho made 
this modest appeal to me , 

When this hospital was first opened, in January of the 
present year, the people could not possibly concen e hut that 
somebbdy paid foi the services lendeied them , and were 
disposed to claim them as a right, and to find fault if out 
of temper They soon came to understand the case bettei, 
nnd have milch increased in gratitude. The mothers of the 
patients avail themselves very freely of the i isitrng rules , 
the fathers often on Sundays Theie is an unreasonable 
(but still, I flunk, touching and intelligible) tendency in tlie 
parents fo take a child away to its wretched home, if on the 
point of death One boy who had been thus earned off on 
a rainy. night, when in a nolent state of inflammation; and 
who had been afterwards brought back, had been reco\ered 
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with exceeding difficulty ; but he was a jolly boy, with a 
specially stiong interest m Ins dirrnei, w hen I saw him. 

Insufficient food and unwholesome lmng aie the main 
causes of disease among these small patients So noumli- 
-nent, cleanliness, and ventilation are the mam lemedics 
'TA'schaiged patients are looked aftei, and invited to come 
and dine now and then , so me ceitam famishing creatures 
who were never patients Both the lady and the gentleman 
are veil acquainted, not only with the lustoncs of the patients 
and then families, but with the characters and cncumstances 
of great numbeis of then neighbours of these they keep 
a legistei It is their common experience that people, 
sinking down by inches into deeper and deeper poverty, 
will conceal it, e\en fiom them if possible unto the Aery 
last extremity 

The nurses of this hospital are all young, — rangmg, say, 
horn nineteen to four and twenty They have even within 
these narrow limits, what many well-endowed hospitals 
would not give them, a comfortable 100m of then own in 
, ^hicli to take their meals It is a beautiful truth, that 
interest m the children and sympathy with then sonoAvs 
hind these 3 oung Avomen to their places far raoie strongly 
than any othei consideration could The best skilled of the 
unices came originally from a kindred neighbourhood, almost 
pool , and she knew liow much the Avork Avas needed 
She is a fair diossmahoi The hospital cannot pay her as 
many pounds m the year as there am months m it /and one 
day the lady regarded it as a duty to speak to hei about hei 
nnproAing her prospects and following her trade “No” 

' &hc &<1,d ‘ sll ° couW no ' or T>0 so useful 01 so happy elsouixeie 
nny more . she must stay among the children And she 
Mays One of the nuises, as I passed her uas u ashing 
J , ' ^ Ll iin S her pleasant face, 1 stopped to speak 
to her charge —a common, bullet-headed. & owning charge 

Hmgli laying hold of lus oAvn nose with a shppeiy craSn 
^nd stanug xoiy solemnly out of a blanket. Tlie mdlmg 
t A le l 10as ' int face in *° delighted smiles as this \oung 
t nUcman ga\c an imexpected kick and laughed at mo! 

'as almost north my previous pain 

‘‘lln ct C t L ;l m? , Wa ^ a<dcd >n Paris yesrs ago called 

. ^ 7 l0 ' t As 1 f ‘™ m y children •; 

or > m question, I sw m lus ens\ hlack neektto m 

15 ° 0S<i l,uUoued Uack frock-coat in his pensn e face, m the 
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flow of his dark han, in his eyelashes, in the \ery turn of 
his moustache, the exact realisation of the Pans artists 
ideal as it was presented on the stage But no lomancer 
that I know of has had the boldness to pieflgure tho life 
and home of this young husband and }oung nrfe in thet, 
Childien’s Hospital m the east of London ^ ‘ 

I came away fiom Ratcliff by the Stepney lailuay station 
to the terminus at Fenchurch Street Any one who wall 
reyei*se that xoute may retrace my steps. 



xxxin 


A. LITTLE DINNER IN AN HOUR 


It fell out on a day m this last autumn, that I had to go 
down from London to a place of seaside resort, on an hour's 
business, accompanied by my esteemed friend Bullfinch 
Let tho place of .seaside resort be, for the nonce, called 
Namelesston 

I had been loitenng about Pans m very hot weather, 
pleasantly breakfasting m the open an in the garden of the 
Palais Royal or the Tuilenes, pleasantly dining m the open 
air in tho Elysian Fields, pleasantly taking my cigai and 
(lemonade m the open air on the Italian Boulevard towards 
the small hours after midnight Bullfinch — an excellent 

man of business— had summoned me back across the Channel, 
to transact this said hour's business at Namelesston , and 
thus it fell out that Bullfinch and I were in a railway 
carriage together on our way to Namelesston, each with his 
return-ticket m lus waistcoat-pocket 

Says Bullfinch. “I haie a pioposal to make Let us dme 
at tho Temoraire.” 

I asked Bullfinch, did he recommend the Temeraire? 
inasmuch as I had not been rated on the books of tho 
Temeraire for many years. 

Bullfinch declined to accept the responsibility of lecom- 
mcnding tiio Temeraire, but on the whole was rathei 
sanguine about it Ho “seemed to 1 emember, ’ Bullfinch 
said, that he had dined well theie A plain dinner, but 
good Certainly not like a Parisian dinnei (here Bullfinch 
oimoush became the prev of want of confidence) but of its 
Kind 'soi’v fair 


I appeal to Bullfinch s intimate knowledge of my wants 
mid ways to decide whether I was usually ready to be 

nrf w, "?P\ <my < J ,nncr > or — for the mattei of that- with 
filing that was fair of its kind and reallj what it claimed 



348 THE UIS COMMERCIAL TrtAVELLEli 

to be Bullfinch doing me the honour to lespond in the 
affirmatne, 1 agreed to ship myself as an able trencherman 
on boaid the Tememne 

“Now, oui plan shall lie this,” snjs Bullfinch Mitli Ins 
foiefinger at his nose “As soon as mo get to Namelesston v 
we’ll dme stiaighfc to the Tememne, and ordei a little 
dmnei m an hour And as wo shall not ha\o mom than 
enough time in y\hich to dispose of it comfortably wlrnt do 
you say to giung the house the best oppoitumties of sen mg 
it hot and quickly by dining m the coffee 100m ? ' 

What I had to say was, Certainly Bullfinch (w ho is by 
nature of a hopeful constitution) then began to babble of 
green geese But I checked him m that Fnlstnffmn yein, 
urging considerations of time and cookery 

In due sequence of events we dioye up to the Tememne, 
and alighted A youth in Irser} lecersed us on the door 
step “Looks well,” said Bullfinch confidentially And 
then aloud, “ Coffee room 1 ” 

The youth in lively (noy\ percened to be mould}) con 
ducted us to the desired Imen, and Mas enjoined by 
Bullfinch to send the y\ niter at once, as we Mushed to ordei i, 
a little dinner in an hour Then Bullfinch and I waited 
for the vmitei, until, the yvaitei continuing to wait in some 
unknown and myisible sphere of achon, Me rang foi the 
waitei , which ling produced the Mnitei, Mho announced 
himself as not the waiter Mho ought to wait upon us, and 
who didn’t wait a moment longer 

So Bullfinch approached the coffee-room door, and melo 
diously pitching his y oice into a bai yvhere tyy 0 young ladies 
were keeping the books of the Temeraire, apologetically 
explained that yve wished to older a little dmnei m an 
horn, and that we weie debarred from the execution of 0111 
inoffensive purpose by consignment to solitude 

Hereupon one of the young ladies rang a bell, y^hicli re- 
produced — at the bar this time — the yvaiter M r ho y^as not 
the waiter who ought to wait upon us , that extraordinary 
man, yvhose life seemed consumed in waiting upon people 
to say that he yvouldn’t yvait upon them, repeated his foimei 
protest with great indignation, and retned 

Bullfinch, with a fallen countenance, yvas about to say to 
me, “This yvont do,” yvhen the waiter Mho ought to y\ait 
upon us left off keeping us M r aitmg at last “Waiter, ’ said 
Bullfinch piteously, “Me have been a long time waiting ” 
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The waiter who ought to wait upon us laid the blame upon 
the waiter who ought not to wait upon us, and said it was 
all that waiter’s fault 

“We wish/’ said Bullfinch, much depiessed, u to older a 
little dinnei in an houi What can w e have ? ” 

h) “ What would you like to have, gentlemen ’ 

Bullfinch, wnth extreme mouinfulness of speech and 
action, and with a foiloin old fly -blown bill of fate m his 
hand which the waitei had given him, and winch was 
a sort of geneial manuscript index to any cookery-book you 
please, moved the previous question 
We could have mock-turtle soup, a sole, ciury and toast 
cluck Agreed At tins table by this window. Punctually 
m an hour 

I had been feigning to look out of this window , but 
I had been taking note of the crumbs on all the tables, 
the dirty table-cloths, the stuffy, soupy, airless atmosphere, 
the stale leavings everywhere about, the deep gloom ot 
Hie waiter who ought to wait upon us, and the stomach- 
ache wuth which a lonely tiaveller at a distant table m 
j- coiner was too evidently afflicted I now pointed out to 
Bullfinch the alarming circumstance that this tiaveller had 
vncd Wo hurriedly debated whether, without infringe- 
nient of good breeding, w~e could ask him to disclose if he 
had partaken of mock-tiutlo, sole, curry, or loast duck? 
'' e decided that the thing could not be politely done and 
had set our own stomachs on a cast, and thev must stand 
the hazard of the die, 

I hold phrenology, wnthxn certain limits, to be true , 
am much of the same mmd as to the subtlei expressions 
1) n ^ aiK * 7 ^ hold physiognomy to be infallible , though 
uu these sciences demand rare qualities m the student But 
also hold that there is no more certain index to personal 
character than the condition of a set of casters is to the 
c i nracter of anv hotel Knowing, and lin\ing often tested 
is theory of mine, Bullfinch lesigned himself to the worst, 
laying aside any remaining veil of disguise I held 
n p before him in succession the cloudy oil and furry 
Mnognr the clogged cayenne, the dirty salt, the ob-ceho 
f regb of soy and the anchovy banco m a flannel w aistcoat 

™ decomposition 

n ^ Vent ° ut tr *™ ct olu business So inspiriting 
as the relief of passing into the clean and wind}' streets 
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of Namelesston fiom the hear} nnd vapid closeness of the 
coffee room of the Temermre, that hope began to rev iv e 
within us We began to consider that perhaps the lonely 
traveller had taken physic, or done something injudicious 
to bring his complaint on Bullfinch lemaihed that lie,^ 
thought the waiter who ought to u ait upon us had bright-- 
ened a little when suggesting curry , nnd although I know 
him to have been at that moment tho express image of 
despau, I aliened myself to become elevated in spirits As 
we walked by the softly-lapping sea, all the notabilities of 
Namelesston, who are for ever going up and down with the 
changelessness of the tides, passed to and fio in procession 
Pretty gills on horseback, and with detested nding masters, 
pretty guls on foot, mature ladies m lints, — spectacled, 
strong-minded, nnd glaring at the opposite or weaker sox 
The Stock Exchange was strongly repiesented, Jerusalem 
was strongly represented, the bores of the pi osier London 
clubs weie strongly lepresented Fortune hunters of all 
denominations were theie, from hirsute insolvency, in a 
cuincule, to closely-buttoned swindlery in doubtful boots, 
on the sharp look-out for any likely ) oung gentleman dis 
posed to play a game at billiards round the comer Masters ' 
of languages, then lessons finished for the day, were going 
to their homes out of sight of the sea , mistresses of accom- 
plishments, carrying small portfolios, likewise tripped home- 
ward pairs of scholastic pupils, two and two, went 
languidly along the beach, surveying the face of the waters 
as if waiting for some Ark to come and take them off 
Spectres of the George the Fouith days flitted unsteadily 
among the crowd, bearing the outward semblance of ancient 
dandies, of every one of whom it might be said, not that he 
had one leg in the grave, or both legs, hut that he was 
steeped in grave to the summit of his high shirt-collar, and 
had nothing real about lnm but his bones Alone stationary 
m the midst of all the movements, the Namelesston boat- 
men leaned agauist the railings and yawned, and looked out 
to sea, or looked at the moored fishing-boats and at nothing 
Such is the unchanging manner of life with this nursery of 
oui hardy seamen , and very dry nurses they are, and 
always wanting something to drink The only two nautical 
personages detached from the railing weie the two fortunate 
possessore of the celebrated monstious unknown barking- 
fish just caught (frequently just caught off Namelesston), 
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who earned him about in a hamper, and pressed the scien- 
tific to look m at the lid 

The sands of the hour had all run out when we got hack 
to the Temeraire Says Bullfinch, then, to the youth in 
luery, with boldness, “Lavatory 1 ” 

-3 When we arrived at the family vault with a skylight, 
winch the youth m lnery presented as the institution 
sought, we had already whisked off our cravats and coats, 
hut finding ourselves in the presence of an evil smell, and 
no linen hut two crumpled towels newly damp from the 
countenances of two somebody elses, we put on our cravats 
and coats again, and fled unwashed to the coffee-room 
There the waitei who ought to wait upon us had set 
foith our knives and forks and glasses, on the cloth v r hose 
dirty acquaintance we had already had the pleasure of 
making, and which we were pleased to lecognise by the 
familiar expression of its stains* And now there occurred 
tim truly surprising phenomenon, that the waiter v r ho ought 
not to wait upon us swooped down upon us, clutched our 
loaf of bread, and vanished with the same 
< bullfinch, with distracted eyes, v r as following this un- 
accountable figure “out at the portal,” like the ghost m 
Hamlet, when the waiter who ought to wait upon us jostled 
against it, carrying a tureen 

i ' , sni ,^ 11 8011 ere diner, lately finished, perusing 

lus hill fieicely thiougli Ins eye-glass. 

The waiter put down our tureen on a remote side-table, 
and went to see what w as amiss in this new direction 
, , J lus p “ ot nght, you know, waitei Look here! 

ana mghtpence, and lie.e we 

W’ f 0 S ',’ li ' U ’ !!B ' And d06s sixpence mean 
JLrf .^at sixpence mejnt, the waiter 

v k.w!,7™ so to off“’~ ,,0t ■’ art '™ la ™ng xvhat, — and the 

<» ld!c 'fhoTdo^of at “> dldn ’ t seem 

a new light upon tw ' .L '? , lll!! lj : ,r ' and submitted, ns 
sixpence g case ’ P er haps sixpence meant 

' I Ml you again ” said Hr. Indignation Cocker, “heie-s 
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yesterday's sheiiy — can't you seo it one and eightpence, 
and here we are again, two shillings What do 3 oti mnho 
of one and eightpence and t\\ o shillings p ” 

Totally unable to make anything of one and eightpeuco 
and two shillings, the waitei went out to try if anybody 
else could, merely casting a helpless bachvwud glanco 
Bullfinch, m acknowledgment of 1 ns pathetic ontreaties 
foi our soup-tureen Aftoi a pause, during w Inch Mr In 
dignation Cocker read a newspapei mul coughed defiant 
coughs, Bullfinch arose to get the tuieen, when the waitei 
1 ©appealed and hi ought it, — dioppmg Mi Indignation 
Cocker’s altered bill on Mi Indignation Cockei 's tablo as 
he came along 

“It's quite impossible to do it, gentlemen,” mm mured the 
waiter , “ and the kitchen is so far ofi ” 


u Well, you don’t keep the house , it s not y oui fault, we 
suppose Bring some sheiry ” 

11 l n Horn Mr Indignation Cockei, wnth a new and 

burning sense of mjuiy upon him 

The waiter, arrested on Ins way to our sheiry, stopped 
bhort, and came back to see w hat w r as wi ong now a 

Will you look here ? This is w orso than before Do 
you understand? Heie’s yestoiday s sheny, ono and eight- 
pence, and here we are again two shillings^ And what the 
devil does mnepence mean ? * 

This new portent utterly confounded the waiter He 
, na ? kin > and cutely appealed to the ceiling 
Waiter, fetch that sheny/’ says Bullfinch, in open 
wrath and revolt 


i( , ^ wan k know,’ persisted Mi Indignation Cockei, 
the meaning of nmepence. I want to know the meaning 
of sherry one and eightpence yesterday, and of here we are 
again two shillings Send somebody ” 

The distracted waiter got out of the room on pietext ot 
sending somebody, and by that means got our wine But 
the instant he appealed with our decanter, Mi Indignation 
Cocker descended on him again 
/ “ Waitei 1 ” 


“ You wall now have the goodness to attend to oui dinnei, 
waitei/' said Bullfinch, sternly 

“I am veiy soiry, but it's quite impossible to do it, 

gentlemen/' pleaded the waitei , “and the kitchen - ” 

“Waiter I ” said Mr Indignation Cockei 
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“ — Is,” resinned tlie nailer, “so far oft, that ” 

'* Waiter’ ” persisted Mi Indignation Cockei, “send 
somebody ” 

We nere not n ltliout oui feais that the waitei rushed out 
- tahang lumself, and we were much rebel ed by his fetching 
* somebody — in gi aceful, flowing skirts and with a naist, — 
who very soon settled Mi. Indignation Cock A ’s business 
‘'Oh'” said Mr. Cockei, with his file suipnsnigly 
quenched by this apparition , “ I wished to ask about this 
bill of mine, because it appeal’s to me that tlieie’s a little 
mistake here Let me show you Hoi e’syestei day’s sherry 
one and eiglitpence, and heie ne aie again two shillings 
And lion do x ou explain nmepence 9 ” 

Honevei, it was explained, in tones too soft to be over- 
heard Mi Cockei was heard to say nothing moie than 
"All hhl Indeed, thank you' Yes,” and shortly after- 
wards went out, a mildei man 
The lonely traxeller with the stomach-ache had all this 
time suffered soxerely drawing up a leg now aud then, and 
sipping hot brandy and-water with grated ginger m it 
, Alien ne tasted om (xery) mock-turtle soup and were 
instantly sewed with symptoms of some disorder simulating 
apoplexy, and occasioned by the surcliaige of nose and brain 
wi 1 lukonarm disli-xxater holding m solution sour Horn 
poisonous condiments, and (say) seventy-five per cent of 
miscellaneous kitchen stuff idled into balls, ne xveie inclined 

0 traco lus disoider to that souiee On the other hand 
hero xx ns a silent anguish upon him too stiongly lesemblmg 
the results established xnthm omselxes by the sherry to he 

' discarded fiom alarmed consideration. Again, xve ob’served 
him, with terror to lie much oveicomc by our sole's bein'* 

1 pf in a tempoi arvretreat close to lnm. n bile then alter went 

' ^n.r a d, 5 (,,, "s,;:, 7 ^’ 1'ZZX 

agreed ^manimonslv W"* eacb And Bullfinch and I 
ill-cooled I ,!,,* 1 ! 1 “° su<!h , lU -“r\cd, ill appointed, 

r m S SJf,""" ’>» E-t for the monev 

„ l„kod Ilk (h “‘ ““fort to our 

choigm- Tomernirp end ° U i ^j loar old Tomoraire, tlie 

“"3”-->"fflo.rt'oll,e'flaM.yTomlSo ' 0 Sc ° tc1 ' d “ ,cct) to 
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MB BABLOW 

A great reaclei of good fiction at an unusually early age, it ' 
seems to me as tliough I had been bom under the supenn 
tendence of the estimable but terrific gentleman whose name j 
stands at the head of my present reflections The instructs 
monomaniac, Mr Barlow, will be remembered as the tutor | 
of Master Harry Sandford and Hastei Tommy Merton He 
knew everything, and didactically improved all soits of 
occasions, from the consumption of a plate of cherries to the 
contemplation of a starlight night What youth came to 
without Mr Bailow was displayed in the history of Sandfor^ 
and Meiton, by the example of a ceitam awful Mastei Hash 
This young wietcli wore buckles and powder, conducted 
lumself with insupportable levity at the theatie, had no idea 
of facing a mad bull single-handed (m which I think him 
less repiehensible, as remotely leflectmg my own charactei), 
and was a frightful instance of the enervating effects of 
luxury upon the human race 

Strange destiny on the part of Mi Barlow, to go down 
to postenty as childhood’s experience of a bore ! Immortal 
Mi Barlow, boring his way tluough the verdant fieshness 
of ages l 

My personal indictment against Mr Bailow is one of many | 
counts I will proceed to set forth a few of the injuries lie 
has done me 

In the first place, he nevei made 01 took a joke This^ 
insensibility on Mi Bai low’s pait not only cast its owm^ 
gloom ovei my boyhood, but blighted even the sixpenny 
jest hooks of the time, foi, groaning under a moral spell 
constraining me to refer all things to Mi Bailow, I could 
not choose but ask myself m a whispei when tickled by 
a punted jest, “ What would he think of it? What would 
he see m it?” The point of the jest immediately became 
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a stmg, and stung my conscience For my mind s eye 
saw him stolid, fugid, peichnnce taking from its shelf some 
dreary Greek book, and translating at full length what some 
dismal sage said (and touched up afterwards, pel haps, for 
jiybhcntion), when he banished some unlucky joker from 
> -alliens. 

The incompatibility of Mr Barlow with all otliei portions 
of my young life but himself, the adamantine inadaptability 
of the man to my favourite fancies and amusements, is the 
thing for which I hate him most What light had he to 
bore Ins vay into my Aiabian Nights? Yet he did He 
was aluays hinting doubts of the veracity of Sindbnd the 
Sailor If he could have got hold of the Wonderful Lamp, 
I knew he would have tummed it and lighted it, and 
delivered a lecture over it on the qualities of speim oil, with 
a glance at the whale fisheries He would so soon lime 
found out — on mechanical principles — the peg m the neck 
of the Enchanted Hoise, and Mould liaie turned it the right 
ia so "workmanlike a manner, that the horse could 
neier Ime got any height into the an, and the stoiy 
Wouldn’t have been He w ould liaa e proa ed, by map and 
compass, that there was no such kingdom as the delightful 
Kingdom of Casgar, on the frontiers of Taitary. He would 
bale caused that hypocritical young png Harry to make an 
experiment, — with the aid of a temporary building in the 
garden and a dummy, — demonstrating that joti couldnt let 
a choked hunchback down an Eastern chimney with a coid, 
and leave him upnght on the hearth to ternfy the sultans 
pun eyor. 

* ^bo golden sounds of the ov erture to the fiist metiopohtan 
pantomime, I rememboi , were alloyea by Mr Barlow Click 
j ting ting, bang bung, needle weedle weedle, bang! 
recall the chilling an that ran across my frame and cooled 
^ hot delight, as the thought occurred to me, “This Mould 
^ 0r BarloM" ! ” After the curtain drew up 
^ ou ^ s ^ r * Barlow s considering the costumes ot 
»? of the Nebula as being sufficiently opaque, 

themselves on my enjoyment In the clown I 
r reened two persons ; one a fascinating unaccountable 
pi 1 , 1X3 °f a hectic completion, joj r ous in spmts though 
o m intellect, with flashes of brilliancy ; the other 
sc Barlow. I thought how Mr BarloM Mould 
pretty nso early in the morning, and butter the pmement 
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fox him, and, vhen ho had hi ought him dtmn vould looh 
se^eiely out of Ins study window and ash lnm how lie 

en 'i° thought how Mr Barlow would licat all the pohers m 
the house, and singe him with the uhole collection, to brigs, 
him better acquainted with the piopeities of incandesce^ 
iron on which he (Barlow ) w ould fully expatiate I pictured 
Mr Barton’s instituting a comparison between the downs 
conduct at his studies,— dunking up the ink, licking Ins 
copy-book, and using his head foi blotting paper^—nn a 
that of the already mentioned young prig of pngs Harrv, 
sitting at the Barlovian feet, sneakmgly pretending to he 
m a lapture of youthftil knowledge I thought liow soon 
Mr Barlow would smooth the clown’s hair down, instead 
of letting it stand erect in thiee tall tufts, and how, after 
a couple of years or so with Mr Bailow, he would keep 
his legs close together when he walked, and would take 
his hands out of his big loose pockets, and wouldn't have 


a jump left in him 

That I am parfciculoily ignorant what most things m the 
universe are made of, and how they are made, is another <i 
my chaiges against Mr Barlow With the dread upon rut 
of developing into a Harry, and with a further dread upor 
me of being Barlowed if I made mqunies, by bunging down: 
upon myself a cold shower-bath of explanations and expen 
ments, I forbore enlightenment in my youth, and became 
as they say in melodramas, “the wreck you now behold 
That I consorted with, idlers and dunces is another of tin 
melancholy facts foi which I hold Mr Bailow responsible 
That pragmatical prig, Harry, became so detestable m m] 
sight, that, he being reported studious in. the South j 
would have fled idle to the extremest Horth Better b 
learn misconduct from a Master Hash than science an< 
statistics from a Sandford ! So I took tlie path, wliieh, bu 
for Mr Barlow, I might nevei have tiodden Though 
I, AVI tli a shudder, “ Mi Barlow is a bore, Avitli an immens 
constructive power of making bores His prize specimen i 
a boie He seeks to make a bore of me That knowledg 
is power I am not prepared to gainsay , but, with Mi 
Bailow, knowledge is poiver to bore ” Therefore I too 
refuge m the caves of ignorance, a\ herein I lme resided eve 
since, and winch are still my pm ate address 

But the weightiest chaige of all my charges against Mi 
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Bailow is that he still walks the eaith m various disguises, 
seeking to make a Tommy of me, even m my maturity 
Irrepressible, instructive monomaniac, Mi. Barlow fills my 
life with pitfalls, and lies hiding at the bottom to burst out 
uyon me when I least expect him 

few of these dismal experiences of mine shall suffice 
Knowing "Mr. Barlow to have invested largely m the 
moving panorama tiade, and having on various occasions 
identified lnm in the daik with a long wand m his hand, 
holding foith m lus old way (made more appalling m this 
connection by Ins sometimes cracking a piece of Mi Carlyle s 
on n Dead-Sea fruit m mistake for a joke), I sj stematically 
shun pictorial entertainment on rollera Similarly, I should 
demand responsible bail and guaranty against the appearance 
of Mr Barlow, before committing myself to attendance at 
any assemblage of my fellow -creatures w here a bottle of water 
and a note-book were conspicuous objects; for in eithei of 
those associations, I should expressly expect him But such 
is the designing nature of the man, that he steals m where 


no reasoning precaution or prevision could expect him As 
V' the following case — 

Adjoining the Caves of Ignorance is a country town In 
tins country tow n the Mississippi Momuses, nine m numbei 
were announced to appear m the town-hall, for the general 
vielectation tins last Christmas vv eek Knowing Mr Barlow 
to be unconnected with the Mississippi, though holding re- 
publican opinions, and deeming myself secuie, I took a stall. 
My object was to hear and see the Mississippi Momuses m 
w hat the hills described as then “Kutmnal ballads, planta- 
t on breakdowns, n.ggei pait songs, choice commdiums 
’;, r ‘ ,n p 1 epartees, <kc.' I found the nine dressed alike, in 

W aCk C °? Und r . 0U£ers ' waistcoat verv Iavge sl nt- 
fron vciy large shht-collar, and verv large vvhile tie and 
vnstbands, winch constitulo the dress of the mass of the 

prrv^r rnCe ’ n " d '^ ac * 1 bas b ’- cn observed by traveller to 
J Sno a t t»ifcS r S ' aS nUml>0r °, f of latitude All the 

AUbo Ilf T o^ecdmgly, and had verv red lms 
cW 03 the they formed, sealed in t£ 

The untJeMoniufi^'n ' °? th< | tambou «ne and hones, 
^pinj m I V bIack °* melancholy aspect {who in- 

«ttn recount I perfoi nmd f< * * hw * h 1 c « uld ™t 

resembling what was nno ^!^ 1SSI PP 1 lustl ument closely 
% ^hat was once called m tins island a hurdy- 
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surdv The Momuses on oithei side of him had each another 
fnstiument peculiar to the Father of Waters, which mny j 
likened to a stimgod w eathei -glass held upside down There 
v-eie likewise a little flute and a violin All went well for 
awhile, and we had had several sparkling repartees exchange^ 
between the peifoimers on tho tamhourine and Ixines, wiife 
the black of melancholj' aspect, turning to the latter, and 
addressing him in a deep and imploring loice ns Bones, 
sn/’ delivered certain grave remarks to lnm concerning 
the jmeniles piesent, and tlie season of the yeai , whereon 
I percei\ ed that I w as m the presence of Mi Bai low- 
ed ked I - 

Anothei night— and this was in London — I attended tJie 
representation of a little corned) As the diameters were 
life like (and consequently not impioAing), and as they v>ent 
upon their seveial ways and designs without personally 
addressing themseh es to me, I felt lathei confident of coming 
through it without being regaided as Tommy, the more so, 
as we were clearly getting close to the end But I decened 
myself All of a sudden, kpiopos of nothing, 0's or) body 
concerned came to a check and halt, nd\anced to the foot' 
lights in a general rally to takp dead aim at me, and brought 
me down with a moral homily, in which I detected the 
dread hand of Bailow 

Nay, so intricate and subtle are the toils of this hunter, 


that on the Aery next night after that, I was again en 
trapped, where no vestige of a spring could have been 
apprehended by the timidest It was a builesque that I saw" 
perfoimed , an uncompiomising builesque, where everybody 
concerned, but especially the ladies, earned on at a Aeiy^ 
considerable rate indeed Most prominent and active among 
the corps of performers was Avhat I took to be (and she really 
gaA r e me very fair opportunities of coming to a nght conclu 
sion) a young lady of a pretty figure She was diessed ns 
a pictuiesque young gentleman, whose pantaloons had been 
cut off in their infancy , and she had A r ery neat knees and^ 
Aeiy neat satin boots Immediately after singing n slang 
song and dancing a slang dance, this engaging figure ap- 
proached the fatal lamps, and, bending oAer them, delivered 
in a thi filing a t oicg a random eulogium on, and exhortation 
to pursue, the Aurtues “ Gheat Heaven r ” a\ as my exclama- 
tion , “Barlow ) ” 

There is still another aspect m which Mr Bailow per- 
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petually insists on my sustaining tlie character of Tommy, 
winch is more unenduiable yet, on account of 
aggressiveness. For the purposes of a review or ^apapei, 
lie will get up an abstruse subject with infinite pnms vn 
Bnrlo.r, uttorly regardless of the pr.ee of mianigM 0,1 
-d»eed of everything else, save cramming himself to tlie 

^ But mark When Mr. Bailow blows Ins information off, 
he is not contented with having lammed it home, and dis- 
charged it upon me, Tommy, Ins taiget, but he P[ €tc "°® 
that he was always in possession of it, and made nothing of 
it, —that he imbibed it with mothers milk,— and that i, tlie 
’wretched Tommy, am most abjectly behindhand m not 
having done the same I ask, why is Tommy to be always 
lie foil of Mr. Barlow to this extent ? What Mr Barlow 
md not the slightest notion of himself, a week ago, it suieb 
annot bo any very heavy backsliding m me not to haae 
it my fingers’ ends to day ! And yet Mi Barlow sj ste- 
inahcnlly canies it over me with a high hand, and will 
tauntingly ask me, in his nrticles, whether it is possible that 
1 am not aware that every scliool-hoy knows that the 
lOuvtoenth turning on the left m the steppes of Russia will 
conduct to such and such a wandering trilie ’ with otliei 
disparaging questions of like natuie So, when Mr Barlow 
addresses a letter to any journal as a xolunteei correspondent 
(winch I frequently find him doing), he will previously have 
gotten somebody to tell lum some tremendous technicality, 
and will write m the coolest mnnner, “Kow, sir, I may 
assume that every reader of your columns, possessing average 
information and intelligence, knows as well as I do that” — 
iav that the draught from the touch-hole of a cannon of 
such a calibre boars such a propoition m the incest fractions 
to the draught from the muzzle , or some equally fnmihat 
little fact But whatever it is, lie coitnin that it always 
buds to the exaltation of Mr. Bailow nnd the depression of 
his enforced and enslav cd pupil 

c Mr Barlow’s knowledge of mj own pursuits I find to be 
r " } profound, that im own knowledge of them becomes ns 
jV'thiug Mr. Barlow (disguised and bearing a feigned name 
but detected b\ me) has occasionally tauglit me in a sonoious 
'°'co from end to end of a long dmnei-tahle, hides that 
1 V'Ok the liberty of teaching him five and-twenty 5 ears ago. 
- closing article of impeachment against Mr. Bailow is 
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that lio goes out to breakfast, goes out to dinner, goes out 
everywhere, high and low, and that he a\ill preach to me, 
and that I oan’t get nd of him, He makes of mo a Pro 
methean Tommy, bound , and he is the vulture that gorges 
itself upon the lnei of my umnstructed mind 
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ON AN AMATEUR BEAT 

It is one of my fancies, that even my idlest walk must 
always ha\ e its appointed destination. I set myself a task 
before I leave my lodging in Covent-garden on a street 
expedition, and should no more think of altering my route 
by the way, t>r turning back and leaving a part of it un- 
achieied, than I should think of fraudulently violating an 
agreement entered into with somebody else. The other 
day, finding myself under this kind of obhgation to pioceed 
to Lunehouse, I started punctually at noon, in compliance 
--with the terms of the contract with myself to which my' 
good faith was pledged 

On such an' occasion, it is my habit to regaid my walk as 
my beat and myself as a higher sort of police-constable 
doing duh on the same There is many a ruffian m the 
streets whom I mentally collar and clear out of them, who 
uould see mighty little of London, I can tell him, if I could / 
deal with him physically „ / 

f f U n V pon tlus V «T beat, and following with my 
eyes three hulking garrotters on their way home,— which 

' 1 co . uld confidently swear to be within so many yards 

ffli«nS I 5 Iane | m SU< ? & ? arro ' v and restricted direction 
I in i X 7 in , thei I odgl . n S as undisturbed as 

resnectfnlK- ir ' v f nt ,, on du . t -jL w * tb a consideration which I 
I m * 16 new Commissioner, — m whom 

itSff 1 1 l tned T l nd efficient servant 
‘h,r°iZ4 l n Ug t I] , hn ™ 1 bceQ f °rced to swallow, in 
bowthaHWoV 6 mt 0 l f?, Me stereotyped pill of nonsense, 
bow tW ^P^'^onstahle mformed the worthy magistrate 

eixakhS d«-Jn S n Cmte f ° f 4 tbc pnsoner did > at that present 
•bwiL^d }imr n, f ^eet or court which no man dared go 

drwk ’rcruHh-,^ * h f l th ? ' V f rth / ma ^trate had heard of the 
TrStS f ?UC l Stre<? E Q ° r C0Ult and ll0vr that OUT 
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readers would doubtless remember that it was always the 
same street or court which was thus edifyingly discoursed 


about, say once a fortnight 

Now, suppose that a Chief Commissioner sent round a 
circular to every division of police employed m London, re- 
quiring instantly the names in all districts of all such muc ^ 
puffed streets or courts which no man durst go down , and 
suppose that in such circular he ga^ plain warning, if 
those places really exist, they are a proof of police inefficiency 
which I mean to punish , and if they do not exist, but are 
a conventional fiction, then they are a proof of lazy tacit 
police connivance with professional crime, which I also mean 
to punish ” — what then ? Fictions or realities, could they 
survive the touchstone of this atom of common sense? To 
tell us in open court, until it has become as trite a feature 
of news as the great gooseberry, that a costly police s} stem 
such as was never before heard of, has left in London, m the 


days of steam and gas and photographs of thieves and electnc 
telegraphs, the sanctuaries and stews of the Stuarts 1 Why, 
a parity of practice, in all departments, would bring back the 
Plague in two summers, and the Druids in a century 1 

Walking faster under my share of this pub he injury, 1 
overturned a wretched little creature, who, clutching at the 
rags of a pair of trousers with one of its claws, and at its 
ragged hair with the other, pattered with bare feet over the 


muddy/stones, I stopped to raise and succour tins poor 
weeping wretch, and fifty like it, but of both sexes, were 


about me m a moment, begging, tumbling, fighting, clamour- 
ing, yelling, shivering in their nakedness and hunger The 
piece of money I had put into the claw of the child I had 
overturned was clawed out of it, and was again clawed out 
of that wolfish gripe, and again out of that, and soon I had 
no notion m what part of the obscene scuffle in the mud, of 
rags and legs and arms and dirt, the money might be In 
raising the child, I had drawn it aside out of the mam 
thoroughfare, and this took place among some wooden 
hoardings and barriers and ruins of demolished buildings, 
hard by Temple Bar 

Unexpectedly, from among them emerged a genuine police 
constable, before whom the dreadful brood dispersed in 


various directions, he making feints and darts on tins direc- 


tion and in that, and catching nothing When all were 
frightened away, he took off his hat, pulled out a handkerchief 
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from it, wiped his heated blow, and lesfored the handkerchief 
and hat to their places, with the air of a man who had di 
charged a great moral duty, — as indeed he had, § 

-hit was set down for him. I looked at him, and I looked 
Dout at the disorderly traces m the mud, and X thought 
ie drops of mm and the footprints of an extinct creature, 
oary ages upon ages old, that geologists have identified on 
26 face of a cbffc, and this speculation came over me if 
us mud could petrify at this moment, and could lie can- 
tried here for ten thousand years, X wondei whethei the 
ace of men then to be our successors on the earth could, 
rom these or any marks, by the utmost force of the human 
atellect, unassisted by tradition, deduce such an astounding 
nference as the existence of a polished state of society that 
lore with the public savagery of neglected children in the 
treats of its capital city, and was pioud of its power by 
>ea and land, and never used its power to seize and save 
hem l , t . 

After this, when I came to the Old Bailey and glanced 
up it towards Newgate, I found that the prison had an 
inconsistent look There seemed to be some unlucky in* 
consistency in the atmosphere that day , for though the 
proportions of St Paul’s Cathedral aie very beautiful, it 


had an air of being somewhat out of drawing, in my eyes* 

I felt as though the cross were too high up, and peiched 
upon the intervening golden ball too far away. 

lacing eastward, I left behind me Smitbfield and Old 
Bailey, — fire and faggot, condemned hold, public hanging, 
shipping through the city at the cart-tail, pillory, branding* 
iron* and other beautiful ancestral landmarks, which rude 
hands have rooted up, without bringing the stars quite 
3 own upon us as yet, — and went my uay upon my beat, 
noting how oddly characteristic neighboui hoods are divided 
from one another, hereabout, as though by an invisible line 
-cross the way. Here shall cease the bankers and the 
fnoney-chaugers ; here shall begin the shipping interest and 
nautical-instrument shops , here shall follow a scarcely 
prcepUble ilai curing of groceries and drugs, here shall 
a strong infusion of butchers , now small hosiers 
stall be m the ascendant; henceforth, everything exposed 
? r shall have its ticketed price attached. All this as 
spfyully 01 doted mid appointed 

A single stride at Houndsditch Church, no wider than 
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sufficed to cross the kennel at the bottom of the Canon gate, 
which the debtors in Holyrood sanctuary were wont to 
relieve their minds by skipping over, as Scott relates, and 
standing m debghtful daring of catchpoles on the freo side,— 
a single stride, and everything is entirely changed in grain ^ 
and character West of the stnde, a table, or a chest $,j 
drawers on sale, shall be of mahogany and French-polished 
east of the stride, it shall be of deal, smeared with a cheap 
counterfeit resembling lip salve West of the stride, a penny 
loaf or bun shall be compact and self contained , east of the 
stnde, it shall be of a sprawling and splay footed character, 
as seeking to make more of itself for the money My beat 
lying round by Whitechapel Church, and the adjacent sugar 
refineries, — great buildings, tier upon tier, that ha\e the 
appearance of being nearly related to the dock- warehouses 
at Liverpool, — I turned off to my nght, and, passing round 
the awkward corner on my left, came suddenly on on 
appantion familiar to London sheets afar off 

What London peripatetic of these times has not seen the 
woman who has fallen forward, double, through some affec 
tion of the spine, and whose head has of late token a turn/ 
to one side, so that it now droops over the back of one of" 
her arms at about the wrist? Who does not know her 
staff, and her shawl, and her basket, as she gropes her wn) 
along, capable of seeing nothing but the pavement, nevei 
begging, never stopping, for ever gomg somewhere on no 
business ? How does she live, whence does she come, 
whither does she go, and why? I mind the time when 
her yellow arms were naught but bone and parchment 
Slight changes steal over Her ior there is a shadow} 
suggestion of human skm on tnem now The Strand may 
be taken os the central point about which she revolves in 
a half-mile orbit. How comes she so far east as this? 
And coming back too I Having been hpw much farther 0 
She is a rare spectacle m this neighbourhood I receive 
intelligent information to this effect from a dog — a lop sided 
mongrel with a foolish tail, plodding along wntli his tail up, 
and his ears pricked, and displaying an amiable interest m 
the ways of his fellow-men, — if I may be allowed the 
expression. After pausing at a pork shop, he is jogging 
eastward like myself with a benevolent countenance and 
a watery mouth, as though musing on the many excellences 
of pork, when he beholds this doubled-up bundle approaching. 
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He is not so much astonished at the bundle (though amazed 
b) that), as the circumstance that it has within itself the 
means of locomotion. He stops, pricks his eais higher, 
makes a slight point, stares, utters a short, low growl, and 
glistens at the nose, — as I conceive with terroi The bundle 
-ointinuing to approach, he harks, turns tail, and is about to 
lh , when, arguing with himself that flight is not becoming 
m a dog, he turns, and once more faces the advancing heap 
of clothes After much hesitation, it occurs to him that 
tliore may he a face m it somewhere. Desperately resolving 
to undertake the ad\ enture, and pursue the inquiry, he goes 
slow ly up to the bundle, goes slowly lound it, and coming 
at length upon the human countenance down there where 
never human countenance should be, gives a yelp of horror, 
and flies for the East India Docks. 

Being now in the Commeicial Bond district of my beat, 
and bethinking myself that Stepney Station is near, I quicken 
my pace that I may turn out of the rond at that point, and 
see how my small eastern star is shining 
. Pf Cluldren’s Hospital, to which I gave that name, is m 

n! iv, 0r i G ' , ^ lts beds are ^Pied- There is a new face 
on jho bed where my pretty baby lay, and that sweet little 

gs? £ uow at ever Much hmd sympathy has 

been here since my former visit, and it is good to see the 

^n l3 iF r °i fUSO f ^ ETirmshed xnth dolIs - I wonder what Poodles 
SZ? thcn Vf tlle y stT «tch out their arms above the 
beds and stare, and display their splendid dmSa pLles ♦ 
has a greater mteiest m the natieufc T ui , mes f 
the round of Dm , , p , ts> 1 hod lnm making 

anoCr do^ fS * house -smgeon, attended by 
him m ihf character 5 ° ****$“ to tr °t about with 

anxious to make me knot™ ^ PUpQ dre f ser - Poodles is 
wonderfully benlihv x\bni ,1 ? j ^tfcle S ir i lookmg 

of the knee {£ *? n » ff ** cancet 

tail on the coSerZe W f mtUnates > 

dear hirl £ ® lu S 7 ^ ccess W^s yoS 
• smile, • Thelegwas somnolw f°° dles ’ adds with a 
h s gone ” 1 never saw Zrli troul ? le to me > that I am glad 
d *Portracnt of PoodL 2 S ?u do .S8 er y fi ner than the 

*0 showTSul t ‘SS* h \ tle 8* opens her 
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put my band in my waistcoat-pocket, and give lnm a guinea, 

wrapped m paper , , 

On my beat again, and close to Lunebouse Cliurcb, its 
termination, I found myself near to certain “ Lead-Mills 
Struck by the name which was fresh m my memory, aiuv 
findmg, on inquiry, that these same lead-mills w ere identified 
■with those same lead-mills of uhicli I made mention uhen 
I first visited the East London Children’s Hospital and its 
neighbourhood ns Uncommercial Tnueller, I resolved to 
have a look at them. 

Received by two very intelligent gentlemen, brothers, and 
partners with their father in the concern, and who testified 
every desire to show their works to me freely, I went er 
the leadumlls The purport of such works is the conversion 
of pigdead into white-lead This conversion is brought 
about by the slow and gradual effecting of certain sue 
cessive chemical changes in the lead itself The processes 
are picturesque and interesting, — the most so, "being the 
burying of the lead, at a certain stage of preparation, in 
pots, each pot containing a certain quantity of acid besides, 
and all the pots being buned in vast numbers, in layers^ 
under tan, for some ten weeks 

Hopping up ladders, and across planks, and on elected 
perches, until I was uncertain whether to liken myself to 
a bird or a bricklayer, I became conscious of standing on 
nothing particular, looking down into one of a series of 
* large cocklofts, with the outer day peeping m through the 
chinks m the tiled roof above A number of women were 
ascending to, and descending from, this cockloft, each 
carrying on the upward journey a pot of prepared lead and 
acid, for deposition undei the smoking tan. When one 
layer of pots was completely filled, it was carefully CO'S ered 
in with planks, and those were carefully covered with tan 
again, and then another layer of pots was begun above ; 
sufficient means of ventilation being preserved through 
wooden tubes Going down into the cookloft then filling, 
I found the heat of the tan to be surprisingly great, and 
also the odour of the lead and acid to be not absolutely 
exquisite, though I believe not noxious at that stage In 
other cocklofts, where the pots were being exhumed, the 
heat of the steaming tan was tnucK greater, and the smell 
was penetrating and peculiar There were cocklofts in all 
stages , full and empty, half filled and half emptied , strong^ 
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active women were clambering about them busily ; and the 
whole thing had rather the air of the upper part of the house 
of some immensely neb. old Turk, whose faithful seraglio 
were hiding his money because the sultan or the pasha was 
^ommg. 

y As is the case with most pulps or pigments, so m the 
instance of tins white-lead, processes of stirring, separating, 
washing, grinding, rolling, and pressing succeed Some of 
these are unquestionably mimical to health, the danger 
arising from inhalation of particles of lead, or from contact 
between the lead and the touch, or both Against these 
dangers, I found good respirators provided (simply made of 
flannel and muslin, so as to he inexpensively renewed, and 
in some instances washed with scented soap), and gauntlet 
gloves, and loose gowns. Everywhere, there was as much 
fresh air as windows, well placed and opened, could possibly 
a mi -AM it was explained that the precaution of 
frequently changing the women employed m the worst 
parts ot the work (a precaution originating in their own 
aPP^^on of its iH effects) was found 

s; »drii e o3,tid"&Tr»’ 
SuSwKS SrssL 0 ' a * oH 

resuscSd ^ in***' /'I 6 let A havm S teen buried and 
resuscitated, and heated and cooled and stirred and separated 

touVLd °4 e ; m 3 Ten l0 °d ed “ hlgk “ 

bolds to pf inlTn ™ men ° n horary foot 

Tbe door of another oven 0° stove '"1^ the dishe3 

| «»ptied, was opened from above ’ fdrZh^ U C °° lGd and 
countenance to peer down into Thl , tLe Commercial 
tenanee \nthdiw itself JmT j 6 ^ uncommercial coun- 

^ffocahon, from the dull e-lottn e ^P e< teteon and a sense of 
““» 0^ the \wrSTfh h .“‘ and the over P OTre nng 

^«k,when tl K y ub SI I 8 ",’-' 1010 these stoves 
occupation. ^ P®ned, may he the worst 

«~d 5 „ mttob6mdubltaHethait]ieowneraof 
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these lead mills honestly and sedulously try to reduce the 
dangers of the occupation to the lowest point 

A washing place is provided foi the 'women (I thought 
there might have been more towels), and a room in nhich 
they hang their clothes, and take their meals, and 'where 
they have a good fire range and fire, and a female attendant 
to help them, and to watch that they do not neglect the 
cleansing of their hands before touching their food An 
experienced medical attendant is provided for them, and 
any premonitory symptoms of lead poisoning are carefully 
treated Their teapots and such things ^ere set out on 
tables ready for their afternoon meal, n hen I saw their 
room , and it had a homely look. It is found that they 
bear the work much better than men some few of them 
have been at it for years, and the great majority of those 
I observed were strong and active On the other hand, it 
should be remembered that most of them are very capricious 
and irregular in their attendance , 

American inventiveness would seem to indicate that 
before very long white-lead may be made entirely by 
machinery The sooner, the better In the meantime, 
I parted from my two frank conductors over the nulls, by 
telling them that they had nothing there to be concealed, 
and nothing to be blamed foi As to the rest, the philo- 
sophy of the matter of lead poisoning and workpeople seems 
to me to have been pretty fairly summed up by the Irish- 
woman whom I quoted in my former paper 11 Some of 
them gets lead pisoned soon, and some of them gets lead 
pisoned later, and some, but not many, raver , and ’tis all 
according to the constitooshun, sur , and some constitooshunfl 
is strong and some is weak ” 

Retracing my footsteps over my beat, I went off duty 
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A FLY-LEAF IN A LIFE 

Once upon a time (no matter when), I was engaged in 
n pursuit (no matter w f hat), which could be transacted by 
myself alone y in which I could have no help ; which im- 
posed a constant strain on the attention, memory > observa- 
tion, and physical powers , and which involved an almost 
fabulous amount of change of place and rapid imlway 
tmelhng, I had followed this pursuit tlirougli an ex- 
ceptionally trying winter in an always trying climate, and 
had resumed it m England after but a brief repose Thus 
tit came to be prolonged until, at length — and, as it seemed, 
nil of n sudden — it so wore mo out that I could not rely, 
with my usual cheerful confidence, upon myBelf to achieve 
the constantly recur i mg task, and began to feel (for the first 
time m my life) giddy, jarred, shaken, faint, uncertain of 
voice and sight and tread and touch, and dull of spirit. 
The medical advice I sought within a few hours, was given 
ill tw o words ' 41 instant rest/* Being accustomed to observe 
myself as curiously ns if I w ere nnothei man, and knowing 
the advico to meet my only need, I instantly halted in the 
pursuit of which I speak, and rested 

My intention was, to interpose, as it were, a lly-leaf in 
the book of my life, in winch nothing should he written, 
from w ithout for a brief season of a few weeks. But some 
very singular experiences recorded ihemsekves on this same 
fly-leaf, and 1 am going to relate them literally, X repeat 
* the word : literally 

My first odd experience was of the remarkable coincidence 
between my case m the general mind, and one Mr Merdle s 
as 1 find it recorded in a work of fiction called Little 
Dokuit, To lie sure, Mr Merdle was a swindler, forger 
anti thief, and my calling had Imcn of a less harmful (and 
loss mnnnerathe) nature; but it was all one for that. 

TRAVELLEn 
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Heie is Mr Meidle's case 

« At first, he was dead of all the diseases that ^er were 
known, and of several bran new maladies imented with the 
speed of Light to meet the demand of the occasion lie 
had concealed a diopsy fiom infancy, he had u ^i e J? te 5i 
a large estate of water on the cliest from his gnrndtnUieiL- 
he had had an operation performed upon him e\ ery morning 
of his life foi eighteen years, he had been subject to the 
explosion of important veins in his body after the manner 
of fireworks, he had had something the matter with ms 
lungs, he had had something the matter with his heart, he 
had had something the matter with his brain Five hundred 
people who sat down to breakfast entirely uninformed on 
the whole subject, believed before they had done breakfast, 
that they privately and personally knew Plijsicinn to have 
said to Mr Merdle, ‘You must expect to go out, some day, 
like the snuff of a candle , ’ and that they knew Mi Merdle 
to have said to Physician, ‘ A man can die but once * By 
about eleven o’clock in the forenoon, sometlnng the matter 
with the brain, became the favourite theory against the 
field , and by twelve the something had been distinctly 
ascertained to be 4 Pressure 5 

“ Pressure was so entirely satisfactory to the public mind, 
and seemed to make every one so comfortable, that it might 
have lasted all day but for Bar’s having taken the real state 
of the case into Court at half past nine Pressure, however, 
so far from being overthrown by the discovery, became a 
greater favourite than ever There was a general moralising 
upon Pressure, m every street All the people who had 
tried to make money and had not been able to do it, said, 
There you were ! You no sooner began to devote yourself 
to the pursuit of wealth, than you got Pressure The idle 
people improved the occasion in a similar manner See, 
said they, what you brought yourself to by work, work, 
work I You persisted m working, you overdid it, Pressure 
came on, and you were done for I This consideration was 
very potent in many quarters, but nowhere more so than 
among the young clerks and partners who had never been 
in the slightest danger of overdoing it These, one and all 
declared, quite piously, that they hoped they would never 
forget the warning as long as they lived, and that their 
conduct might be so regulated as to keep off Pressure, and 
preserve them, a comfort to their friends, for many years,” 
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Just my case — if I had only known it — when I was 
quietly basking m the sunshine in my Kentish meadow ! 

But while I ao rested, thankfully recovering every hour, 
I had experiences more odd than tins I had experiences 
of spmtual conceit, for which, os giving me a new naming 
gainst that curse of mankind, I shall always feel grateful to 
the supposition that I was too fai gone to protest against 
playing sick lion to any stray donkey with an itching hoof. 
All sorts of people seemed to become \ icariously religious at 
my expense. I received the most uncompiomismg warning 
that I was a Heathen . on the conclusne authority of a field 
pieacher, who, like the most of his ignorant and vam and 
daring class, could not construct a toleiable sentence m his 
native tongue or pen a fan letter This inspired individual 
called me to oidei loundly, and knew in the fieest and 
easiest way where I was going to, and what would become 
of me if I faded to fashion m>self on Ins bright example, and 
was on terms of blasphemous confidence with the Iiea\enlv 
Host Ho was in the secrets qf my heai t and in the lowest 
toundmgs of my soul — he * — and could rend the depths of 
my nature better than Ins ABC, and could turn me inside 
out, like his ovm clammy gloxe. But wlmt is far move 
extraordinary than this — lor such dirty watei as this could 
alone bo drawn from such a shallow and muddy source — 
1 found from the information of n beneficed clergyman of 
whom I never heard and whom I nevei saw, that I had not, 
as I rathoi supposed I had, lived a life of some reading, 
contemplation, and inquiry ; that I had not studied as I 
rather supi>o$od I had, to inculcate some Christian lessons 
m books; that I had nc\er tried, as I rather supposed I 
had. to turn a child or two tenderly towards the knowledge 
and lo\e of our Saviour , that I had newer had, as I mthei 
supposed I had had, departed friends or stood beside open 
gnnes; but tint I had lived a life of “ uninterrupted pros- 
perity.'’ and that I needed this “chock, oxenmich/ and that 
the way to turn it to account was to read these sermons 
and the^o poems enclosed, and written and issued by mj 
concspondent w I beg it mn\ be understood that I relate 
facts of my own uncommercial experience, and no xain 
imaginings. The documents m proof he near my hand 
Anothrr odd entry on the fly-leaf, of n more entertaining 
character, was tho wonderful persistency with which kind 
sympathisers assumed that I had injuriously coupled with 
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the so suddenly relinquished pursuit, those personal habits 
of mine most obviously incompatible with it, and most 
plainly impossible of being maintained along with it As 
all that exercise, all that cold bathing, all that wind and 
weather, all that uphill training — all that everything else, , 
say, which is usually carried about by express trains nr* 
a portmanteau and hat box, and partaken of under a flaming 
row of gas lights m the company of two thousand people 
This assuming of a whole case against all fact and liheli 
hood, struck me ns particularly droll, and was nn oddity of 
which X certainly had had no adequate experience m life 
until I turned that cunous fly leaf 

My old acquaintances the begging-letter writers came out 
on the fly-leaf, very piously indeed They weie glad, at 
such a serious crisis, to affoid me another opportunity of 
sending that Post office order I needn’t make it a pound, 
ns previously insisted on , ten shillings might case my mind 
And Heaven forbid that they should refuse, at such an 
insignificant figure, to take a weight off the memory of nn 
erring fellow-creature ! One gentleman, of nn artistic turn 
(and copiously illustrating the books of the Mendicity 
ociety), thought it might soothe my conscience, in the 
tender respect of gifts misused, if I would immediately 
cash up in aid of his lowly talent for original design— 
os a specimen of which he enclosed me a woik of art 

? S a tracm S from a woodcut originally 
published in the late Mrs Trollope’s book on America, 

nrnra^rl + 7 ^ 6ar3 a ®° ^he number of people who were 
tW^L ? year8aftor me > untiring benefactors to 
aC VT 1 r f % P °rf 3 apiece down - astomshmg 
t l036 wh0 wanted bank-notes for stiff penitential 
amounts, to give away -not to keep, on any account 

ree^mmenlt i and “^unes n.sinuatec 

recommendations of themselves mto the fly-leaf that was 

fl . r aV6 ^ 80 K was specially observable that 

\ eiy prescriber, whether in a moral 01 physical dneotion, 

St tnntb° r0U ^ me fr0D1 head ^ heel in and 

out, through and through, upside down. I was a glas; 

piece of general property, and everybody was on the most 
surprisingly intimate terms with me A few public msti 
tutions had complimentary perceptions of comers in mi 
mmd of which, after considerable self-examination, I haw 
not discovered any indication. Neat little printed form 
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were addressed to those comers, beginning with the words 
“I give and bequeath ” 

Will it seem exaggerative to state my belief that the most 
honest, the most modest, and the least vainglorious of all 
Jho records upon this strange fly-leaf, was a lettei from the 
tfclf-deceived discoverer of the recondite seciet “how to live 
four or five hundred years 5 9 Doubtless it will seem so, 
yet the statement is not exaggerative by any means, but is 
made in my serious and sinceie conviction With this, 
and with a laugh at the rest that shall not be cynical, 
I turn the Ply-leaf, and go on again* 
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the so suddenly relinquished pursuit, those personal habits 
of mine most obviously incompatible uith it, and most 
plainly impossible of being maintained along with it As 
all that exercise, all that cold bathing, all that wind and 
weather, all that uphill training — all that e\erythmg else, 
say, which is usually carried about by express trams in 
a portmanteau and hat-box, and partaken of under a flaming 
row of gas lights in the company of two thousand people 
This assummg of a whole case against all fact and likeli- 
hood, struck me as particularly droll, and was an oddity of 
which I certainly had had no adequate experience in life 
until I turned that cunous fly-leaf 

My old acquaintances the begging-letter writers came out 
on the fly-leaf, ^ry piously indeed They were glad, at 
such a serious crisis, to afford me another opportunity of 
sending that Post office order I needn’t make it a pound, 
as previously insisted on , ten shillings might ease mj mind 
And Heaven forbid that they should refuse, at sucli an 
insignificant figure, to take a weight off the memory of an 
erring fellow creature I One gentleman, of an artistic turn 
(and copiously illustrating the books of the Mendicity 
Society), thought it might soothe my conscience, in the 
tender respect of gifts misused, if I would immediately 
cash up in anj of his lowly talent for original design— 
as a specimen of which he enclosed me a woik of art 
which I recogmsed as a tracing from a woodcut originally 
Mrs Trollope’s book on America, 
iorty or fifty years ago The numbei of people who were 
prepared to live long years after me, untiring benefactors to 
their species, for fifty pounds apiece down, was astonishing 
Also, of those who wanted bank notes for stiff penitential 
amounts, to give away —not to keep, on any account 

Divers wonderful medicines and machines insinuated 
recommendations of themselves into the fly-leaf that was 
to have been so blank. It was specially observable that 
eiery prescnber, whether m a moral 01 physical direction, 
knew me thoroughly— knew me from head to heel in and 
out, through and through, upside down. I was a glass 
piece of general property, and everybody was on the most 
surprisingly intimate terms with me A few public insti- 
tutions had complimentary perceptions of comers in my 
mind, of which, aftei considerable self examination, I have 
not discovered any indication. Heat little printed forms 
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vrere addressed to those corners, beginning witli the words . 
"I give and bequeath ” 

Will it seem exaggerative to state my belief that the most 
honest, the most modest, and the least vain-glonous of all 
Ihe records upon this strange fly-leaf, was a letter from the 
S*elf deceived discoverer of the recondite seciet “how to live 
four or five hundred years’ ? Doubtless it will seem so, 
yet the statement is not exaggerative by any means, but is 
made in my senous and sincere conviction. With this, 
and with a laugh at the rest that shall not be cynical, 
I turn the Fly-leaf, and go on again. 
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A PLEA FOB TOTAL ABSTINENCE 

One day this last Whitsuntide, at precisely eleven o'clock in 
the forenoon, there suddenly rode into the field of view 
commanded by the windows of my lodging an equestrian 
phenomenon It was a fellow oreature on horseback, dressed 
in the absurdest manner The fellow -creature wore high 
boots , some other (and much larger) fellow-creature's breeches, 
of a slack baked doughy colour and a baggy form , a blue 
shirt, whereof the skirt, or tail, was puffily tucked into the 
waist-band of the said breeches , no coat , a red shoulder 
belt , and a denn semi military scarlet hat, with a feathered 
ornament in front, which, to the uninstructed human vision^ 
had the appearance of a moulting shuttlecock. I laid down 
the newspaper with which I had been occupied, and surveyed 
the fellow man in question with astonishment Whether he 
had been sitting to any painter as a frontispiece for a new 
edition of “ Sartor Resartus r " whether “ the husk or shell of 
him,” as the esteemed Herr Teufelsdroch might put it, were 
founded on a jockey, on a circus, on General Ganbaldi, on 
cheap porcelain, on a toy shop, on Guy Fawkes, on waxwork, 
on gold-digging, on Bedlam, or on all, — were doubts that 
greatly exercised my mind. Meanwhile, my fellow man 
stumbled and elided, excessively against his will, on the 
slippery stones of my Covent-garden street, and elicited 
shrieks from several sympathetic females, by convulsively 
restraining himself from pitching over his horse’s head. I 11 
the very crisis of these evolutions, and indeed at the trying 
moment when his charger’s tail was in a tobacconist's shop, 
and his head anywhere about town, this cavalier wa£ joined 
by two similar portents, who, likewise stumbling and sliding, 
caused him to stumble and slide the more distressingly -At 
length this Gilpiman triumvirate effected a halt, and, looking 
northward, waved their three right hands as commanding 
unseen troops, to “ Up, guards I and at 'em " Hereupon a 
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brazen band buret forth, ■which caused them to be instantly 
bolted with to some remote spot of earth m the direction of 
the Surrey Hills. 

Judging from these appearances that a procession was 
finder way, I threw up my window, and, craning out, had 
v the satisfaction of beholding it ndvnncmg along the streets. 
It was a Teetotal piocession, as I learnt from its banners, 
and was long enough to consume twenty minutes in passing 
There were a great number of children in it, some of them 
so very young in their mothers' arms as to be in the act 
of practically exemplifying their abstinence from fermented 
liquors, and attachment to an unintoxicating drink, while 
the procession defiled. The display was, on the whole, 
pleasant to see, as any good-humoured holiday assemblage of 
clean, cheerful, and well-conducted people should be It was 
bright with ribbons, tmsel, and shoulder-belts, and abounded 
in flowers, as if those latter trophies had come up in profusion 
under much watering The day being breezy, Hie insubordi- 
nation of the large banners was very reprehensible Each of 
these being borne aloft on two poles and stayed with some 
lmlf-dozen Imes, was earned, as polite books m the last 
century used to be wntten, by “vanous hnnds,” and the 
anxiety expressed in tlio upturned faces of those officers. — 
something between the anxiety attendant on the balancing 
art, and that inseparable from the pastime of lute-flying, with 
a touch of the angler’s quality m landing his scaly prey — 
much impressed me Suddenly, too, a banner would slm er 
in the wind, and go about m the most mcon\ ement manner 
This always happened oftenest with such gorgeous standards 
as those representing a gentleman in black, corpulent with 
tea and water, m the laudable act of summarily reforming 
a family, fooblo and pinched with beer. The gentleman in 
black distended by wind would then conduct himself with 
the most unliecoming lex ity while the bcerv fnmily, growing 
lieoner, would frantically try to tear themselves away from 
his ministration Some of the inscriptions accompanying 
the banners were of a highly determined character, as ‘•'We 
noxor nexorwnll give up tlio temjiernnco cause,” with similar 
sound resolutions rather suggestive to the profane mind of 
Mrs Micawber's “I never will desert Mr Micnwbor” and of 
Mr Micawbers retort. “Eoally. my dear, I am not aware 
that j ou were ever required by any human being to do any- 
thing of the sort." 
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At intervals, ft gloom uould fall on the pissing members 
of the piocession, for which I Mas at first unable to account 
But this I discovered, after a little observation, to be occa- 
sioned by the coming on of the executioners, — the terrible 
official beings who were to make the speeches by and by, — 
who weie distributed in open carnages at vanous points of J 
the cavalcade A dark cloud and a sensation of dampness, 
as from many wet blankets, imanably preceded the rolling 
on of the dreadful cars containing these headsmen , and I 
noticed that the wretched people who closely followed them, 
and who were in a manner forced to contemplate their folded 
arms, complacent countenances, and threatening lips, uero 
more overshadowed by the cloud and damp than those in 
front Indeed, I perceived m some of these so moody an 
implacability towards the magnates of the scaffold, and so 
plain a desire to tear them limb from limb, that I would 
respectfully suggest to the managers the expediency of 
conveying the executioners to the scene of their dismal 
labours by unfrequented ways, and in closely-tilted carts, 
next Whitsunbda 

The procession was composed of a senes of smaller proces 
sions, which had come together, each from its own metro 
politan distnct An infusion of allegory became perceptible 
when patriotic Peckham advanced So I judged, from the 
circumstance of Peckham’s unfuilmg a silken banner that 
fanned heaven, and earth with the words, “The Peckham 
Lifeboat. ” No boat being in attendance, though life, in the 
likeness of gallant, gallant crew,” in nautical uniform, 
followed the flag, I was led to meditate on the fact that 
Peckham is described by geographers as an inland settlement, 
with no larger or nearer shore line than the towing-path of 
the Surrey Canal, on which stormy Btahon I had been given 
to understand no lifeboat exists. Thus I deduced an alle- 
gorical meaning, and came to the conclusion, that if patriotic 
Peckham picked a peck of pickled poetry, this was the peek 
of pickled poetry which patriotic Peckham picked 

I have observed that the aggregate procession was on the 
whole pleasant to see I made use of that qualified expres- 
sion with a direct meaning, which I will now explain It 
involves the title of this paper, and a httle fair trying of 
teetotalism by its own tests There were many people on 
foot, and many people m vehicles of vanous kinds The 
former were pleasant to see, and the latter were not pleasant 
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to see , for the reason that I never, on any occasion or under 
any circumstances, liave l>eheld heavier overloading of horses 
Hum in this public show. Unless the imposition of a great 
van laden with from ten to twenty people on a single horse 
|be a moderate tasking of the poor creature, then the 
temperate use of horses was immoderate and crueL Fiorn 
the smallest and lightest horse to the laigest and heaviest, 
there were many instances in which the beast of burden was 
so shamefully overladen, that the Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Animals have frequently interposed m less 
gross cases 

How, I have always held that there may he, and that 
there unquestionably is, such a thing as use without abuse, 
and that therefore the total abolitionists are irrational and 
wrong-headed. But the piocession completely converted me 
For so largo a number of the people using draught-horses in 
it were so clearly unable to use th£m without abusing them, 
that I perceived total abstinence from horseflesh to be the 
only remedy of which the case aomitted As it is all one 
to teetotalers whether you take half a pint of beer or half 
a gallon, so it was nil one here whether the beast of burden 
Were a pony or a cart-horse* Indeed, my case had the 
special strength that the half-pint quadruped underwent ns 
much suffering as the half-gallon quadruped Moral • total 
abstinence from horseflesh through the whole length and 
breadth of the scale This pledge will be in course of 
administration to all teetotal processionists, not pedestrians 
at the publishing office of “All the Year Bound,* on the 
1st d\y of Apnl 1870 

Observe a point for consideration This procession com 
prised many persons m their gigs broughams, tax carts, 
bm ouches, chaises and what not, who were merciful to the 
dumb beasts that drew them, and dijl not overcharge their 
strength Whnt is to he done with those unoffending 

persons 9 I will not run amuck and vilify and defame 
them, as teetotal tracts and platforms would most assuredly 
do if the question were one of drinking instead of driving , 
1 merely ask what is to l>e done with them 1 The reply 
admits of no dispute whatever. Manifestly, in strict accor- 
dance with teetotal doctrines Tnnr must come in too and 
take the total abstinence from horseflesh pledge It is not 
pretended that tho<=o menders of the procession misused 
certain auxiliaries which in mori countries ami all ages have 
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been bestowed upon man for his use, but it is undeniable 
that other members of the procession did Teetotal mathe- 
matics demonstrate that the less includes the greater , that 
the guilty include the innocent, the bhnd the seeing, the 
deaf the hearing, the dumb the speaking, the drunken the 
sober If any of the moderate users of draught-cattle id 
question should deem that there is any gentle violence done 
to their reason by these elements of logic, they are invited 
to come out of the procession next Whitsuntide, and look at 
it from my window 


THE END 
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